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(1) To act the clown in real life shows too often trop de =°le— (5) With the New Year, good old Fun doth start his Volume Fifty-five, 
It looks like panta-loon-acy, and leads, like this, to gaol. And then the World's inhabitants feel glad that they're alive. 
(2) Quoth Dagonet, ‘‘ A ‘smoking 'bus’ is shortly to be tried,” (6) All juvenile politeness is decaying, some regret ; 
sut often (Dago)-nettled will be some whio ride inside, A pretty (cti)kettle of fish, this lack of etiquette. 
(3) A woman, for a wager, put on masculine attire, (7) A slavey ‘‘ faked’ some burglaries to find her mash in cash ; 
And anon, at the police court, they her presence did require. "Twas rash—and yet ir-rash-ional—and with the law did clash. 
(4) A lady, overcome by fog, fell badly on the ice, (8) To be a millionaire just now is not a happy lot, 
gut her mistiness was caused by grog—nvut fog—to be precise. For a million-airy projects all conspire}to make things hot. 
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SUPPOSE the clerk of the weather was 
actuated by the purest sentiments of 
Christmas geniality during the just com- 
pleted holidays, and only meant to do us & 
seasonable kindness by producing a panto- 
mime of his own, But the next time he 
attempts it, it is to be hoped that he will 
lay on an experienced stage manager, and 
let us have the thing done properly. To 
open with a “dark scene” is well in accord 
with tradition, and the demon-king Fog 
and Frost arrangements were very complete 
and effective. There was a touch of 
originality, too, about the incorporation of 
the “comic business” with the “dark 
scene”; and some amusement was certainly 
created for onlookers by the running into 
lamp-posts and fellow pedestrians, ineffec- 
tual attempts to cross roads without arriving 
several yards above or below one’s correct 
destination, coming suddenly and violently 
to the ground on little boys’ slides, and 
other eccentricities which most of us in- 
dulged in—to say nothing of hours spent 
on tedious journeys, valuable appointments 
missed, and travellers stranded far from 
their native hearthstones, in consequence 
ae ea of return vehicles having ceased to run. 
— — ne But a dark scene which never lifts to show 
' the Fairy Haunt of Comparative Bliss, with 
trains running almost regularly, and cabbies oniy ordinarily aggres- 
sive, is monotonous and depressing, and is never likely to become 
popular—in fact, I expect the piece will have 
been withdrawn before these lines see the light 
(because there won't be any light to see if it is not 
withdrawn). 





THE SHAFTESBURY. — Mr. Edwardes having 
been practically the first to defy, and prove the 
fallacy of, the theatrical superstition that it is 
unlucky to break the run of a successful piece, 
even by transferring it to another house, seems 
determined to keep on proving it, and to show that 
the great and glorious B.P. will follow a congenial 
entertainment wherever it goes, just as children 
will follow the itinerant drama of Punch and 
Judy. Certainly it is a goodly crowd of grown up 
girla and boys which follows Jovan of Arc, the 
lady having now taken up her abode here, and 
certainly, of its kind, it will be bad to beat. There 
is not much to add, however, in the way of criti- 
cism, to what has already been said—the “ second 
edition” here differing little, except in some THE SSAPTEFBURY. 
changes in the cast, from the form in which it pat = —— 
quite recently appeared at the Gaiety. Mr. E.J.  Lopara, 
sonnen (since deposed for Gaiety purposes) made 
a somewhat more rollicking king than some of his predecessors. Mr. 
Danby has resumed his original part. Shrewsbury has lost his epicene 
attractions and become (as perhaps befits a 
soldier) all male, in the person of Mr. Haslem. 
Catherine of Rochelle is all herself again (not 
divided into two). Miss Maria Jones is mamma 
D'Arc; and lastly, but not leastly, Miss Grace 
Pediey appears for the first time as Joan—her 
appearance is all that can be desired, Mr. 
Arthur Roberts's business will bear seeing a lot 
of times, —his burlesque of Mdlle. Jane May 
in L’ Enfant Prodigue continues a marvel of 
neat and comical mimicry, 








THE PRINCESS’S (evening).—Alone in 
London is perhaps not the most brilliant of 
dramas, but it is more modern and not quite 
so ridiculous in its motives as After Dark, 
and, put on the stage here in very excellent 
style, is likely to do as well as any revival can 
Tuestaaxp—“Jevrrg °*PCCt to do, the holidays being especially in 

anv Jouitr” 1s nex its favour, Mr. Henry Neville, as the hero, isa 

Morro, strong card, and Miss Elmore is nice and (in- 

Bs ies evitably) dismal and pathetic as the wronged 
wife. Miss Ella Terriss is appropriately smart and cheeky as the 
boy Chickweed; and Mr, Abingdon’s Redcliffe is just the cleverly 








unpleasant individual we expect a villain to be in his hands, Villains 
are easy to play in a superficial way—it takes something more to pre- 
sent them as Mr. Abingdon presents them. 


—In The Honourable 
E. Herbert, Mr, Cham- 

bers has supplied Mr. 
, Thorne with a piece 
which should, at least, attract 
attention. The author’s developing 
tendency to take his own line and 
think for himself moves another 
step onward in this play. Some- 
thing of the complexity of human 
>< 
















THE VAUDE- 
VILLE.—A 
DORING. 


motives is 
thrown into 
not unfami- 
liar situations 
and over not 
unfamiliar 
characters, 
and the result «psppa”—vyeRy FLORRIE THINKS SHE HAS QUITE AS MUCH 
is a freshness §POPPA-LAR. RIGHL’ TO BE IN Brighton AS Tenby HAS. 
which comes 

as a comforting solace to the weary soul of the habitual playgoer. 
The picture of life is a trifle depressing, possibly, in some respects, but 
it doesn’t follow that it is any the less true, for 
all that, and there are qualifying reflections. 
The piece was played too slowly on the first 
night, moreover, a fault which has probably 
been corrected by this time. 





Mr. THORNE’S company, largely reorganized, 
is very fairly up to the work demanded of it. 
Miss Dorothy Dorr is an earnest actress (just 77 
a shade or two too earnest, sometimes) with dis- [2 
tinction and charm of manner, and her Mrs. ' 
Doring is a praiseworthy and delicate perform- : 
ance—the scene with the photographs is par- Si 
ticularly full of clever intuition. Mr. Thorne’s | 
own performance lacks nothing but a little pay \aryteponn.—AN 
more glibness, and is a very amusing as well INTERESTING PRINT. 
as sympathethic one. Mr. Conway is quite 
good as the wild husband ; and Mr. Elmore is very fine indeed as the 
tame cat (this latter is a performance of remarkable finish), Miss 
Ella Banister, too, merits much praise 
for the delicate perforrnance of a deli- 
cate character. Mr. Sydney Brough and 
Miss Collette, as boy and girl lovers, 
played very well; and Miss Gertrude 
Warden has all the “ style’ and manner 
necessary for the part of Lady Highfield 
—her known talents can hardly be said 
to be called upon. Mr. Dodsworth was 
unfortunate in the possession of a part 
having no connection with the story or 
any intrinsic interest. The subordinate 
parts are one and all excellently played. 





THE STRAND.—When it is remarked 
that the story of Hans the Boatman 
p is absolute nonsense, all has been said 
THE NOVELTY.—C1nperELta—a 0 that branch of the subject which 

“STEP "-CHILD. honest and kindly criticism demands. 

But is not on the story that the interest 

depends—far from it,—whenever the story crops up to interrupt 
things, it is borne with impatient fortitude in the sure hope that it 
will presently fall into the background and let us have what we've 
come for, That is to say, Mr, Arnold’s gay, irresponsible cheerfulness, 
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his broken “ Dutch,” his songs and upside down sayings served up with 
a sauce of precocious children and big dog. Not to forget the twink- 
ling eyes and teeth of merry-faced Miss Atherton with her share in the 
song and dance. It is a light, cheery entertainment (when the story 
doesn’t obtrude itself and take the gilt off the gingerbread), and 
exactly suited to the holiday season. So more power to its elbow. 


CRYSTAL PALACE.—After many weary years of incessant travelling 
in the very darkest England, deaf from overdoses of fog signal, blind 
and congealed with a plethora of iced 
_, fog, a most deplorable object arrived at 
A Sydenham. It was NeEsTor. His 
Z greatest enemy would scarcely have 
recognized him (his best friend would 
never have dreamt of doing so — he 
would have cut the disreputable crea- 
ture dead). The Directors of the Crystal 
Palace Company having, with thoughtful 
consideration, carefully thawed him out, 
however, he was able, with the aid of 
an occasional three penn’orth at some- 
body else’s expense, to do his duty by 
Messrs. Horace Lennard and Oscar 
Barrett’s brilliant pantomime, TZhe 
Forty Thieves. More of this anon. 





DRURY LANE.—LIITLE AND 
GOOD. 


DRURY LANE.—Next week, when I 
have space at my command worthy the 
eubject, I propose to deal fully with Sir Augustus’s splendid panto- 
mime, which bears the name of Humpty-Dumpty (among others), and 
does much credit to all concerned. Meantime let it be here set down 
that it is full of clever and brilliant effects, rollicking fun, handsome 
young ladies and comical gentlemen. Little Tich is a decidedly quaint 
piece of goods. NESTOR. 


UNDER THE INFLUENCE. 
A Theosophical Nobel, 
By JAMES JAMBES and GOTHAM BADDELEY 











CHAPTER VII. 


RHUBARB TIPLING STARTS FOR MADAME BOSKI'S—AND EXPE- 
RIENCES SOME DIFFICULTY IN EFFECTING AN ENTRANCE— 
STAGGERS “ AT HOME”—“ KUBY TIP” BECOMES ACQUAINTED 
WITH AN IMPORTANT ITEM IN THE HISTORY, MORE OR LESS 
ANCIENT, OF MAJOR TAWNEY-PORTE'S FIANCEE, 


THE day was dovetailing with the night when Rhubarb Tipling, 
emerging from the street door of his lodgings in Bloomsbury without 
allowing for the presence of a projecting boot-scraper, pitched head- 
long down the granite steps, on his way to Madame Boski’s in Park 
Lane. It was late when he arrived, his journey thither having been 
considerably lengthened in the process of taking a short cut. 

Advanced though the night was in darkness, the gas lamp over the 
door was still unlit, and through the fanlight in the rear proceeded no 
token of an interior illumination. 

“Strange!” thought Tipling, seizing between his thumb and first 
finger the little concertina-key-shaped button of the electric bell, and 
wrenching it from its china environment. 

“Strange! Surely Madame must have returned from Tite Street. 
What can this darkness mean?” 

To this, as to his vigorous pull at the bell, no answer seemed forth- 
coming. He stood inactive for some minutes; then, growing a little 
impatient, he removed several newly-laid flints from the road and 
placed them, vid the window, in the front kitchen. 

This brought Staggers to the door. . 

“ Oh, it’s you, Mr. Tipling! Will you walk straight into the drawing 
room ?” 

Rhubarb, by dint of provident piloting, did as he was bid, and was 
speedily joined by the butler. 

“I’m glad you’ve looked in to-night,” remarked Staggers, as he 
reached up to ignite the fifth candle-shade in the chandelier. “I was 
feeling a bit lonely by myself.” 

“Then, Madame has not returned?” 

“Not yet.” 

“That is well. I did not come to see her, but to hear about her. I 
want you to tell me what you know of her.” 

Staggers looked puzzled. 

“You have been her butler for some time, I believe?” Rhubarb 
Tipling went on. 

“ Yes—for three years.” 

“ Did it ever strike you that she was a married woman?” 

“I’m sure I can’t say, Mr. Tipling. Why do you ask?” 

“Because my friend the Major is going to marry her, and I was 





thinking it might be rather awkward for him if, after their marriage, 
she should suddenly recollect having gone through the ceremony 
before. Madame is very forgetful at times.” 

“ True: even as to her own property, than which, methinks, forget- 
fulness cannot go further.” 

Rhubarb Tipling seemed to see a clue in the butler’s reply. “ You 
do not speak like most butlers,” he said. ‘“ Have you always been 
what you are now, Staggers 2% 

“T don’t quite know,” answered Staggers. 

“ Don't quite know? Explain yourself.” 

And the butler thereupon related to Rhubarb Tipling how, on 
awaking one evening from a deep reverie to find himself the inmate 
of a home for inebriates in the country, he (an indefinite time ago) 
escaped from the terrible temple of temperance, and determined to 
return whence he came ; how, when he found himself free, he couldn't 
for the life of him recollect who on earth he was, or where on earth 
he wanted to go to; how (notwithstanding his utter obliviousness as 
to his name and address), wish- . 
ing to throw the officers of the 
“home” off the scent (and that 
was a pretty strong one, owing 7 : 
to his previous habit of soaking), ( = 
he resorted to that time-honourea | //Z—_- 
dramatic novelty of placing his 
hat and coat in such a position on 
the earth’s epidermis as to de- 
lude his pursuers into the belief 1 









that he had com- 
mitted suicide ; 
how, on taking 
up the news- 
aper and look- 
ing down the 
\y “Wanted” col- 
umn, he came 
upon Madame Boski’s printed desire for a new butler ; how he 
answered the advertisement, and received in reply a request for his 
immediate migration to Park Lance; how, at length (full length) he 
arrived at Madame Boski’s house, and entered that lady's service ; 
and how, frequently during the holding of his situation, a feeling 
would come over him that in the past he known his mistress inti- 
mately—her voice and manner and ap ce all seeming especial 
familiar to him when she would fly intoa passion and call him an idiot. 
Rhubarb Tipling listened to the butler's narration with tears ofi joy 
in his eyes. When it was over, he rose from the rug with a radiant 
smile of satisfaction (about all he could safely have undertaken to 
support) and made his way fluctuatingly out of the house, 


(To be concluded next week.) 
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ON THOROUGHNESS IN POLITICS. 
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There was an editor of an influential London paper, who always made out his own weather report. He perceived that the weather report, in able party 
hands, is a mighty political power, a fact neglected by some of our editors. ‘‘ Look at Little Paddleton,” said he to his sub-editor. ‘‘ Returned a Liberal 
Member,” replied the sub, ‘*Ha!” murmured the editor, ‘ Little Paddleton and district, weather gloomy and wet, with dense fogs ; duration of sunshine, nil.” 
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It was really desperate for Little Paddieton. Every day its inhabitants looked in that London paper, and never an atom of fine weather! At length 


poe got desperate and sent the oldest inhabitant as a deputation to the editor, ‘‘ Well, look here,” replied the editor, ‘‘ you'd better have another election 
and then well see what we can do for you.” ' 
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So the deputation sought out its Liberal Member, wh i 
dbumned s Tert ; ew, pen nhe te then nein co who was taking a stroll on the Paddleton shore, 
to other editors. Of course there are some who don't need 


and persuaded him to resign. Then Paddleton 
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—DAILY PAPER. 


Joe (the new Flunkey).—“ WHAT CAN I GO FOR TO FETCH FOR TO CARRY FOR YOUR MIGHTY GRACIOUSNESS?!” 
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| See Cartoon Verses, p. 10. 
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LEADERSHIP LIMITED. 


OR, 
“ Mr, Chamberlain will not be permitted to take the initiative on any question, but will act entirely under the orders of the Duke of Devonshire.” 
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THE DUKE’S FLUNKEY 
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THE BURGLAR SEASON. 
(Showeth how Mr. Phussy put his house under police supervision, 
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and why he won't do 8o again.) 
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STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


DEATH, the great ambassador and minister plenipotentiary, has had 
a busy year in 1891, and has worked untiringly totheend, Sir William 
White was not destined to enjoy for long the retirement he had so honour- 
ably earned. On the chessboard of diplomacy he had many a keen 
contest with Russia, but the latter rarely could boast of a “check to 
White” and never of a checkmate. * * * 

Rumour has darkly hinted that Lord Randolph Churchill is to have 
an embassy. Well, if we want to have a row with anybody, by all 
means let us send Randy, 


from India. 


enemy.” 


. * * 7 

Karly cricket. — Sir Thomas 
Brooks is trying to bowl a Ma(i)- 
den over. * * * 


Everybody pities poor Prince 
Christian, and the Duke of Con- 
naught is also to be sympathized 
with. Wedon’t expect royal field 
marshals to shoot anybody, even by 
accident. « . * 

The first l’arliamentary meet is 
not far off. and the question of the 
hour is how the new master will 
manage his field and his pack. 
There is a stiff country in front of 
them, and bold rider as the new 
M.F.H. is, a certain veteran Rey- 
nard is maturing, in a far away 
covert, plans for many a hard day's 
work that will try the metal of the 
best. - . * 

Sir Robert Morier finds that 
diplomacy, in common with all 
other roacds, leads to Rome, 

- * * . 

The natives of Donegal residing 
in Glasgow have presented Mr, Tim 


Fun (to the New Master).—“I su 
you've a stiff country to deal with—and a rather slow pack.” 


The New Master ( Balfour).—“1 think I know the count 
pack—they'll find me a bit firmer than the last Master.” 


hed * 
If you want to be an en 








ppose you are longing for your first meet? Well, 


ry by heart ; and, as for the 


| Healy with an address. This, perhaps, will compensate for Mr. Mac- 
| dermott giving him a dressing. 

| General Booth :intends visiting the continental capitals en route 
The 8, A, are generally on the look out for capital. 


* * * 


a * 


* 
emy to society, take care to be a “ Society 
You get a much better start. 


7 7. * cal * “ 
The latest puzzle :—How to find the Public Prosecutor, when wanted, 


THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








Our Baker's Man. 


Our baker’s man is quite a nice 
institution. Sometimes we should 
like to kick him, only then he would 
be sure to go and drop the loaves 
on the pavement. He does, as a 
matter of fact, drop them pretty 
considerably often. Especially 
when he’s had a drop too much. 
Then the loaves look as if a cross- 
ing sweeper had been trying to 
polish the crust with his broom. 
The ,baker’s man, too, is a conver- 
sational person. He talks at the 
top of the area steps to the cook. 
Then he gets frivolous, and the cot- 
tage goes rolling down the steps 
like the head of the Marino Faliero 
after execution. He’s a man we 
like, is the baker’s man—we'd like 
to give him something for himself. 
Not exactly a Christmas box. 





WuyYdo the Tories object to Free 
Trade ’/—Because (they say) it goes 
against the grain. 
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Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for both Sexes. 
A CHEERFUL CHANCE FOR CHAPPIES. 
(Partly set tou Gaiety “ airs” and graces.) 


[Life discloses some startling things in the way of 
projeeted Dress Reform for our “Gilded Youth.” For 
letails see the accompanying “swagger” solo. } 

J sa¥! you fellah Johnnies; doncherknow ! 

Heah’s news that serves to bwighten the 

New Yeah! 
To make all “swaggah” chappies gladness 
show ; 
Yaas to dwiveaway the “ Smart Division’s” 
feah ! 
There’s talk of Wefawmation of Male Dwess ! 

Especially faw us tip-top Gilded Youth : 

A cheahful chance for us they now expwess, 

To display our manly fawms—yaas that’s 

the twuth ! 

Of vawious new appawel 

We now may gaily ca-wol— 

And set some a-gnashing good old Envy’s 

tooth ! 

REFRAIN (as per the Gaiety’s latest). 
Faw, we are gay Fashion’s own “ set "— 
And we're all gweat on dwessing, you bet. 

We, so snappy and haughty, 

Think a chappie quite naughty 

Who don’t with his “snip” wun in debt! 


These Wefawmahs will abolish the Tall Hat, 
And Shirt-fwont woes will wuwwy,us no 


maw. 
That's a twifle stwong—but still, we don’t 
mind that— 
If our toot-ongsomb’s maw stwiking than 
befaw. 


The High-and- Mighty stand-up Collah,: 


though— 
We heah is also thweatened with the west ; 
And this somewhat alarms us, doncherknow, 
3y that collah we wejoice to be‘compwest ; 
Yaas, we feel collapse will follah 
If they take away that collah— 
Bai Jove! limpness then we pwobably shall 
show ! 
REFRAIN (as per another Gaiety “go’’). 
Yaas, you see—anxious are we— 
We in our dwess do not like to have faults; 
This wefawm—a bit hazy 
Makes each of us cwazy, 
And not a smart “ daisy ’— 
Like Lonnen’s new waltz! 


One thing, though, in this new wefawm of 
dwess 
Affawds us gweat delight—and it is this, 
That twousahs are a blundah they confess, 
And they pwomise us Knee-bweeches! O 
what bliss! 
Our gwace of fawm by these we may display, 
Instead of being in meah “ bags” concealed ! 
Say, will not the? be joyful, chappies, eh ? 
When our symmetwy of figgah is wevealed ! 
When with bweeches silk or satin, 
Our fawms appeah so pat in— 
We can dwive meah twousah’d mashahs 
fwom the field! 
REFRAIN (a la Gaiety again). 
And therefaw we all say, my boys, 
That we're enamawed quite, of it ! 
In bweeches bwight and gay, my boys, 
We'll make a gawgeous sight of it! 


AN A-MAY-ZING MADRIGAL. 
(For Ladies only.) 


{In honour of the Duke of Clarence’s bride elect (the 
Princess May), the hawthorn spray, and various designs 
of the May blossom will be the “dominant design” of 
all artistic dress materials in the coming spring.] 


IN honour, dear girls, of the sweet Princess 
May 
A new fashion will rule in the spring, 
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“WINKING THE OTHER EYE;” 


Or, “ NONE SO BLIND AS THOSE WHO Won't SEE.” 


“ The Charity Organization Society is great in organization, but very little in charity.” 
—Mr. WYNNE E. BAXTER, Coroner for East London, 





Some pretty designs of the neat hawthorn 
spray, 
Of which many a poet doth sing. 
Hats, bonnets and ribbons, bows, sashes and 
frocks, 
Will all this new pattern display ; 
To celebrate sweetly, 
And nicely and neatly, 
That royal young maiden 
With good wishes laden, 
Young Clarence’s beautiful bride elect, May! 
REFRAIN. 
Then, girls, altogether 
(When comes the spring weather) 
Prepare to appear in hawthorny array ; 
And with gladness let’s smother 
That Duke's darling mother, 
And her future sweet daughter-in-law, 
Princess May ! 


The looms are now busy preparing the stuffs 
In many a famed weaving town ; 
And soon in all kinds of nice pleatings and 
puffs 
Will our modistes make many a gown, 


> al 
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In silk and in cotton (for rich and for poor) 
They’re weaving these patterns to-day ; 
Then hurry up, ladies, these things to secure, 
To show through our nation 
A true celebration ; 
For that darling’s betrothing, 
Wear hawthorn spring clothing 
In honour of Eddie's sweet bride elect, May ! 
Then, girls, ete. 








A Stretch of the Imagination. 


CAVENDISH RULES is no card player him- 
self, but he often finds considerable enjoyment 
in watching others play. The other night, 
however, heemphatically excused himself from 
staying to see a party of Hindoo gentlemen 
get through a game of whist; he said there 
was no knowing to what lengths an Indian 
rubber might stretch ! 


Mrs. PopMoORE has taken lodgings in 
Bloomsbury. She says she has “a beautiful 
view from her parlour window of the Faceache 
of the British Museam,” 
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“ Ayesha, daughter of a starved goat, do you wait 
here whilst I go yonder and pray.” 





“And that reference to starved goats reminds me 
that our goats want feeding, I'll get home,” 


“Gee whitaker ! 


The gal’s gone, and it's over ten 
miles to walk!" 
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“I'm BROKE!” sighed the pledge, mourn- 
fully, as its taker entered the “ glasses only” 
compartment, ' 











The Modern Selkirk. 
[Latterly the impression has developed and deepened 
that Mr. R. L. Stevenson’s South Sea experiment is be- 
ginning to look like a failure.—Press.]} 
ON this island, by night or by day, 
Never writhe I with anguish acute 
’Neath the song of the Jarrikin gay, 
Or the braw) of the beer-bibbing brute. 
To my sight the ethereal charms 
Of the Muse are revealed in this place, 
Where exist no confounded alarms 
To compel her to cover her face. 


I am out of the muffin bell’s reach, 
I am free from the troubadour’s tone, 

And the sanguine Salvationists’ screech 
Is unheard, undesired and unknown. 

Shriek of engine and rushing of train 
Never give the cold shivers to me: 

I am forced by no grinder’s refrain 
To give vent to a baleful big D! 





What a number of novels untold 
I should write in this isle of the blest, 
Where no “ squeakers” to squallers are sold, 
And the tram driver’s whistle non est. 
The loud sound of the church going bell 
In my sanctum has never been heard, 
And the flow of my soul by the yell 
Of the newsboy is never deterred. 


But, alas! when I shoulder my quill, 
A deplorable drawback I find : 
What avails me my scholarly skill? 
Observation’s the food of the mind. 
In this tranquil Avilion, remote 
From where men in a civilized state 
Live and move, I can’t keep, as I ought, 
My romances and yarns “ up to date,” 


For Society’s usages seem 
To be fading away from my mind, 
And I puzzle, like one in a dream, 
O’er the manners and modes of 








ea mankind, 

| | So IT’ll trot back :‘to England, I 
y41 | guess, (Sea, 
Uy | 


From my home in this Southern 
| Ere, grown rusty, the brain of L. 8. 
| Fail to make for L, 8. £ s. d. 





We, ——— 
a ae 
ha CONSIDERATION. 
Bobby (who is in no hurry to go to bed).—“ Don’t you think baby had better be bath’d 
first, mummy? Then she won’t have a damp towel, you know!” 








New Leaves. 

The Welsh Review gives its readers plenty 
of rich, varied and acceptable matter, with 
an agreeable taste of nationality about it.— 
Not the least interesting matter in Longman’s 
is the article on the year’s work of the 
“Donna,” but there is much more.—A new 
spirit seems to pervade the pages of The 
English Illustrated, some masterly drawings 
by Mr. Hugh Thomson go with the article, 
“ Village Life in the Olden Times,” and some 
others, which are both quaint and curious by 
contrast. There are also some very clever 
drawings by Edmund J. Sullivan to “ Wolf 
Hunting in Russia.” Curiously enough both 
this magazine and Longman’s have articles 
about “Henry VIII. on the Stage.”—<St. 
Nicholas is full of more delightful and 
meritorious things than can possibly be 
mentioned, every page of it is pleasurable.— 
The numerous serials, “ Books for the People,” 
etc., issued by the Religious Tract Society, 
each bearing its own individuality, need no 
special mention, their characteristics are so 
well known.—Household Words is always as 
full as it can holdof good entertaining.reading. 





A Gold Medal and — Obstruction. 


WE observe, without surprise, that Mr. 
Henry Sell has received a gold Medal, the 
“highest award,” for his “ Dictionary of the 
World’s Press,” and other publications relat- 
ing to advertising, ete., from the jury of the 
Exposition Internationale de la Publicité, 
1891, Palais des Beaux-Arts, Paris. We also 
observe with both surprise and disgust that 
the Post Office authorities of our own country 
put what obstruction they can in the way of 
Mr. Sell’s earnest endeavours to obtain from 
them a complete list of the already registered 
telegraphic addresses to perfect his valuable 
and well known vol. by the addition of 20,000 
more to the 20,000 already published. Foreign- 
ers seem to have methods of bestowing favours 
which are foreign to our folks at home, 








Best of their Line. 


Way is a circus company which travels by 
rail likely to give a better performance than 
one which goes by road ?—Because all the 
animals and performers are sure to be pro- 
perly trained, 1 
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| 
The Odalisque! odalisque beauty. In my time, her mother | This is Your Game! 

“NOWADAYS when a girl walks like a would have sprained her wrist every other | WHEN winter nights are long and dreary, 
snake with the gout in its tail, and when day in boxing her ears, and would have set many folks would soon grow weary, when 
she’s such an uncommon late riser that she | her scrubbing the front area with a bristle lamps are lit at close of day, if they'd no 
only begins to wake up when the German brush, Things are changed somehow. pleasant games to play. One that is good and 
band is having a row with the piano-organ as a oon 2 ee 7 new and sound, in “ Cartulary” will be found. 
to which shall have the best pitch; and The Eastern Question. ’Tis sold to all the Johns and Marys at Daniel 
when she lolls on the sofa like a bilious “Is the Grand Sophy, who lives at Sofia, Marshall’s “ Cartularies.” 
kitten on a hassock ; and when she looks as if connected with the—Ottoman—Empire ?” 
she couldn’t raise her eyelids without the We cannot answer, we know not into what 
help of a pair of tweezers—nowadays,” says terms to couch our reply. It is divan too TAKING HIS MEASURE.—Removing a fel- 
Aunt Priscilla, “they say that girl has an | deeply into politics. low’s (full) pint pot when he isn’t looking. 




















ge TO OORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 











# 3 2 
a a 
<A =n Semenncicn 
SPA COLD oe Pe Ca 
” > a ~~ ee — 





AT THE PANTOMIME. 
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MOM) 





Dilly—*THE IDEA OF THE CREATURE EXposING HERSELF LIKE THAT, I SHOULD BE ASHAMED OF MYSELF,” 
Priscilla,—* S30 SHOULD I—IF MINE WEREN'T A BETTER SHAPE!” 


The Duke's Flunkey. 
(SEE CARTOON,) 
HloME-POLITICS have just hatched out 
A funny sort of antic, 

Which might there cannot be a doubt— 
Drive certain persons frantic ; 

Sut ‘tis the time for Pantomime, 
And capers corybantic. 

Clown Chamberlain, who now and then 
Reminds one of a monkey 

That will induce your timid men 
To vrow a little funky, 

Has, through a late caprice of Fate, 
Been made the new Duke's flunkey. 


He got the place, as all agree, 
Upon the strict condition 
That to his master’s orders he 


Should render due submission, 


@eld Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Lendea. 
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And only act always, in fact, 
As second in position. 


Yet Unionists well may feel 
Some nervous trepidation, 

Lest that their clown—so prone to steal 
And full of machination— 

Should try, indeed, to prig the lead 
And boss the situation. 





The Basoche is now in full swing at the 
Royal English Opera House, and there can be 
little doubt that the public will crowd to see 
this exquisite production, 





WHEN a recruiting sergeant succeeds in 
enlisting a chuckle-headed yokel, is that 
What Shakespeare meant by “ making t 
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Auction-neer it! 


THE newest profession for feminine use 
Is Selling by Auction—’mid chousings and 
cheerings ; [excuse— 
For more jewel’ry, though, this will give an 
For, of course, the dear creatures will want 
Auction-earrings ! 





Mrs. PODMORE is very proud of the 
position her nephews have made for them- 
selves, and often speaks of them admiringly. 
One of them, she says, is a bannister-at-law, 
and another a corridor in the Navy. 





On a Piece Footing. 
Why is the Artillery the most favourably 
situated branch of an army for making 
money ?—Because theirs is all piece work. 


COCOA 





NO CHEMICALS USED. 


prietors) by W, Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 
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ur 4 angeable climalé— 
What ought we 70 wear ? 
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s A | inom (Pp = ess ‘ _ 4 Bh. X% 
‘* J. Ball E59. (reading daily paper) i \& « FZ, ey .— “ 
- yy - Kaiser insists on hrs 


"Naa Vangue. hed for #A2, Wve? = S-—l— e 
Pi inginn y ew firecsides?” A youthful elopomenl— ‘ officers dancing, 


(1) The Pelican, closed by stern mortgagees whim, (5) What to wear in this weather induces debate 
Causes night birds all sadly o’er London to skim. For, weather or no, it will change *‘ while you wait.” 
(2) A run-away ‘‘loco.” does damage at Slough— (6) "Tis proposed to abolish King Fog. Ah! but how? 
Its swiftness (not Slough-ness) was bad, you'll allow. By Gas vice Fireside. That's gas-tly, you'll vow. 
(3) The bold burglar is oftentimes easily curbed, (7) An eleven year boy and a girl of sixteen 
So don't funk if you should by his call be disturbed. Eloped, just like young (Gretna) greenhorns serene, 
(4) A Soi-disant ‘lieutenant’ pilfered much loot, (8) The Kaiser commands all his soldiers to ‘‘hop”’ ; 
So ‘‘loot-tenant” more is a title to suit. He doesn't like “‘ wallflowers”’ all over the shop. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


~ -—-PLEASE prepare 
a DiUly |ANe yourself for a 
Maa shock. Ready? 


Very well, then. I 


(Py) don't think the pre- 
lade sent Drury Lane 
\e pantomime eclipses 


Ve, all Sir Augustus’s 
os previous efforts! 
We }) There, I knew 
oO you'd jump; but I 
mean what I say, 
though. I wouldn’t 
go out of my way 

to say it, if people 
didn’t keep saying 


i} the oppusite stupid 
ee \\ nonsense. Sir A. 
Sey *' has had a better 
hig 





DRURY LANE.—ALLFAIR IN LOVE. 






Doll Ballet, a better Flower ~ 
Ballet, and much more brilliant 
and effective (if not so delicately 
tasteful) processions than.“ The 
Mutes of all Nations,” I'think 
it’s called, | A, 








H{AVING made that oblation 
to truth, I proceed to remark 
that it is as good a pantomime as need be— 
funny, pretty, full of variety, not too long and 
acted with plenty of ready “go.” The music 
hall element is too obtrusively apparent in the 
cast for my taste. It is only occasionally, how- 
ever, that it betrays its “port of origin,” and 
puts one’s teeth on edge; and, by their genuine 
acting ability, Messrs. Dan Leno and Herbert 
Campbell and Miss Fannie Leslie are certainly 
justified. The Waltons and the D’Aubans are 
Al in their dif- 

: ferent ways. The 
Drury Lane—Tak Doll Ballet is 


JACK OF HEAKTS “artai : 

certain to delight 

EKATS THE TARTS AND . 5 ; , 

HAS A GOOD BLOW Y y . 

OvT. \\ f,) et 
: Sf 


LENO AND FAT-O, 
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the young folks, and is 
capitally done; the 
Flower Ballet finishes 
with a clever effect, too oe — 
(though I hardly think ~- | 
it was worth dancing in 
the dark for); and Mr. 
Perey Anderson's gift for 
colour was never more 
triumphantly displayed 
than in the procession. 
Altogether, a rattling 
gool pantomime, with, to 
all appearance, a long run 
before it. 


THE PRINCESS'S (after- 
noon). — The Swiss Express, wherein the 
Hanlon-Lees were wont to divert and awe us, 
has been revived here for a series of matinées, § 
ee — pei in the acrobatic parts. In ‘NV ois 

hese they perform the familiar tricks neat] biti lias 

and skilfully, and to the admiration of ail wie wi 
beholders, That the afternoon's entertain- 2 ary 3 
ment would be less tedious were the story a little more plausible or 
interesting, or the parts more strongly or suitably cast, eannot be 





denied—some of the “ fooling” is rather weak-minded, too. The chief 
gratification of the afternoon was the sudden discovery that Miss 
Phyllis Broughton was in the cast (another name appearing in the 
programme) which gratification she intensified laver on by obliging 
with a dance, Of course we encored it. 





, 9.—For the sake of 
1 Fre At JAmes S$ some delightfully 
fresh and naturally 
sparkling dialogue in 
= Forgiveness, we may pardon 
some doubtful points in the 
plot and try to pardon some 
twice told tales—while, for 
the sake of the really magni- 
ficent acting, one would fain 
hope that the public would 
settle down to a liking for 
the play and give it good 
fortune. It is not often that 
they will see Miss Marion 
Terry so well suited or so 
strikingly displaying the 
power and delicate apprecia- 
tion that is in her ; and Mr. 
Alexander, as an almost 
irritatingly patient young 
man, plays with the rare art 
> which characterises all he does. Mr. E. W. 
-» Gardiner, Mr. Nutcombe Gould and Miss 
wae > / Laura Graves are all good in parts of a 
-# ¢ kind which they must be growing accus- 
va D y eg g 

PEST, =e tomed to. Mr. De Lange is very funny, and 
“io, Meee wate ab Bourchier, Mr. F. Everill and Miss 
“WITH EVERYTHING Soe Dolores Drummond are all good; but for 
CAN LAY HER TONGUETO.” genuine, quiet humour, which is uncom- 
monly racy, Miss Fanny Coleman wins 

hands down, by a long head, in a common canter. 









CRYSTAL PALACE.—The pantomime here is The Forty Thieves, 
written by Horace Lennard, capitally acted and beautifully put upon 
the stage. Wilhelm, whose name is 
simply a synonym for all that is taste- 
ful, clever and harmonious in colour 
and design, has laid himself out for a 
tour de force in one scene, wiring in 
till allis blue! I speak with pathetic 
knowledge when I say that blue is a 
trying colour to manage for the stage, 
and if Wilhelm hasn’t made an abso- 
lute success of it (though the scene is 
a monument of cleverness) it is be- 
cause absolute success is not to be had 
in the market. But all the dresses are 
good—the armour of the Thieves par- 
ticularly brilliant. A number of 
established Crystal Palace favourites 
are in the cast. Miss Kate Chard and .,,, 
Mr. Deane Brand oppose each other as ~~” 
Fairy and Demon. Sprightly Miss 
Edith Bruce is Morgiana, Mr, Sam 
Wilkinson is Mr. Ali Baba, Miss Kate 
Sullivan, Mrs. Cassim ditto, Mr. W. 
Hogarth, Kassarac, and Mr. and Miss 
Minnie Inch are all on the spot in 
every sense. Miss Kitty Loftus is a smart Ganem, 
Miss Kate Bellingham a noble Captain of the Forty 
and Mr, A-bray-hams a first rate Donkey (no offence, 
of course !), 





CRYSTAL PALACE.—STEEL FORK 
THE STEALER, 


_ Nops AND WINKS.—The Marylebone pantomime 
is Lobinson Crusoe, by Mr. W. Muskerry, and very 
merry at that. There are some good scenic effects, a 
dance of juvenile Jack Tars, and a show of attractive 
sea nymphs, with Miss Phyllis Holt at the head of 
them. Miss Nettie White makes a sprightly hero, and 
looks very fetching in her “ whites,” in which get-up 
Friday makes a good contrast to her in every way—he 
| is a good Friday, and takes the bun.—At Greenwich 
GREsNWICH.— Mr. Morton has, as usual, exemplified his belief in 
gage aos é doing the thing well,” and Aladdin at the home of 
wicu Fair, Whitebait is a brilliant show, and a thoroughly 

. , _.. merry entertainment to boot—The Novelty is in- 
dulging in Cinderella, which looks promising enough, though a good 
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deal of time was cut to waste on Boxing Day, while some of the per- 
formers tried to remember what they had to say. Miss Florrie Turner 
showed “good gifts” as Cinderella, and Miss Bella Brian makes an 
imposing prince. Mr. Buckstone Clair, who has written the panto- 
mime, gives evidence of the possession of a dry humour.—The Tivoli 
has a magnificent programme. All the lights (such as Jenny Hill, 
Chevalier, Bessie Bellwood, Godfrey, Lieut. Cole, Minnie Cunning- 
ham and the Two Macs) burning with full brilliancy, and Charles 
Morton smiling around with conscious virtue all the time.—The Pavi- 
lion is well to the fore, too, with almost the same ple, except 
that they have Macdermott, G. W. Hunter and Ben Nathan, besides 
no less than twenty-eight turns, if you please. Enough to make any 
one giddy ! NESTOR. 


P.S.—Of Mr. Irving's magnificent spectacular production of 
Henry VIII, and of Mrs. Burnett’s The Showman’s Daughter, at the 
Royalty, I shall hope to speak presently. 








UNDER THE INFLUENCE. 
A Theosophical Nobel, 
By JAMES JAMBES and GOTHAM BADDELEY 





CHAPTER VIII. 


THE EVENTFUL DAY ARRIVES—THE BRIDE DOESN’ T—SHE IS SENT 
FOR—THE REV. SHUTTLEHEAD STEWARTWORTHAM (THE OLD 
PARSON)—THE NEW CLERK—THE GREATEST MIRACLE OF ALL 
—NO WEDDING REQUIRED—THE MAJOR GOES HOME IN DIS- 
GUST—RHUBARB TIPLING GOES HOME ON A SHUTTER—THE 
BEGINNING OF A NEW LOVE—THE END, 


S1x weeks have elapsed since last week—that is, they are supposed 
to have done so; and the visitor to the Boski mansion in Park Lane 
would learn, if he felt disposed to make any inquiries on a matter 
which didn’t concern him in the least, that Staggers was dismissed 
from service the day after his conversation with Rhubarb Tipling 
regarding certain experiences in his (the butler’s) past life. 

It is now the morning on which Madame Boski and Major Tawney- 
Porte are to be united in holy wedlock. It is not the best of days, It 
is even too wet for the Major—and he can stand a good deal, and 
manage as much when it is stood to him ! 

To shift the first line of Poe’s “ Ulalume” from the past to the pre- 
sent tense, ‘‘ The skies they are ashen and sober” as the Major, who is 
less sober than ashen himself, arrives at the church in company with 
Rhubarb Tipling, his best man. 

The doors are not open yet. As it is only seven o’clock A.M., this is 
scarcely to be wondered at. Nor (considering the early hour of the 
day) should the sobriety of the skies afford much matter for astonish- 
ment. 

Presently a charwoman comes along and lets herself in at the vestry 
door. 

“ The guests are arriving: it’s time we went in,” remarks Rhubarb 
to the Major. And they push past the charwoman and take their 
places at the foot of the font. 

They sit there for some minutes in patient silence. But the Major 
is now getting anxious, 

“She is very late—don’t you think you'd better run and fetch her, 
Ruby?” 

Ruby Tip. replies, “ Yes ; certainly,’ and departs on his errand ; 
but he doesn’t run. Indeed, having arrived at that stage of intoxica- 
tion which is marked by an exhibition of extreme carefulness when in 
motion, he crawls. 

When, at 11.30, Tipling returns to the church with the blushing 
bride (all of whose blushes, by the way, appear to have flown to her 
nose and its immediate neighbourhood), he finds the Major occupied 
in peaceful slumber, 

Arousing him through slipping on the newly washed tiles of the 
church floor and accidentally alighting on his (the Major's) head, the 
best man, when he has himself recovered the bodily balance neces- 
sary for pedestrianism, conducts the bridegroom to where the Rev. 
Shuttlehead Stewartwortham, cousin of the bride, is in waiting, and 
then sits on one side while Madame Boski advances to give herself away. 

All this while, the new clerk, who between ourselves for the 
moment, is no other than the discharged Staggers, has been engaged 
pinning some appropriate device to the front of the gallery, which is 
a yard or two to the right of the wedding party. All at once, as 
though the scene below recalled to his mind an event of some urgent 
importance, he stares wildly down at Madame, and utters an excla- 
mation. Then, overcome with agitation, and overbalanced with the 
same feeling, he topples forward over the gallery front, and arrives at 
the feet of the bride, crying, “ My wife! my long lost wife!” 

Madame starts. 

“ Staggers!” she exclaims, in intense surprise. “My husband! I 
thought I knew that face! And that he should arrive through the 






































roof at this time of all times! Oh, why was I fool enough ever to 
connect myself with the forces of Theosophy? See what they have 
done for me!” 

And the disappointed woman sinks forward on her nose in a 
paroxysm of grief. 

“ And see what they have done for me /” observes Staggers, sitting 
up and pulling his hair on one side to show the company a huge bump 
on the summit of his skull. 

“It is rather bad,” says the parson, patting him pityingly and 
patronisingly on the top of his head; i but it will yu get 
better soon——” 

“If you keep your hands to yourself,” interrupts the ex-butler-ex- 
clerk in agonized tones, 

The Major is looking extremely annoyed. His means scarce and 
his creditors plentiful, he had hoped, by attributing the various 
results of the wealthy Madame Boski’s intemperance to the agents of 
Theosophy, to “interest” her into a marriage with him. And just 
as he is getting along so nicely, down comes the husband! In dis- 
gust, he leaves the church ; and on a shutter, which Rhubarb Tipling 
had hired for the day, his friend and might-have-been best man 
leaves it also + * * . 

The drawing room of the house in Park Lane once, and only once, 
again. Madame Boski and her husband are silently sitting together, 
in an affectionate attitude, on the sofa, 





Presently, the wife speaks: “ I’ve been thinking, my love, that we 
owe the Major a large debt of gratitude, if not of something more 
substantial, for having switched me on gratis to the mighty current 
of Mahatmaism. Don’t you think it would be only polite to ask him 
to come and live with us? Think, dearest, 1 might never have seen 
you again had I not been put in touch with the powers of Theosophy.” 

“ As you please,” replies her husband. 

Then, playfully tweaking her nose, he adds, with much softness, 
“Was my ickle Boski-woski prevented from signing the register a 
second time, then! Never mindy-pindy, she shall sign the pledge 
instead, that she shall!” 

“ And take entirely to Theosophy?” Madame sweetly asked. 

“No, loved one; we must give up Theosophy when we sign the 
pledge, or the holder of it might be suspected of and charged with 
forging our signatures,” 

“As you will, darling husband!” 

THE END, 
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ing i ic disinclinati i — sional interviewer when 
There's something intensely touching about the tearfully sympathetic disinclination—(al ways heroically overcome)—of the professiona 
about to re-open the veuua of some pri abe scandal for the enjoyment of the public. ‘‘ Our very heart,’ remarks the enterprising newspaper Editor, . ~— 
when we think of the private affairs of that unhappy household dragged remorselessly before the public gaze! Go, reporter, and interview the victims, an 
drag out further details,” 
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When that gentle hearted reporter arrives in the bosom of that unfortunate family, he is absolutely soaked with his tears from head to foot. Choked 
with sobs, he drags out every detail he can possibly extract, and returns, positively suffocated with grief, to his Editor. 














But the most sad and lachrymose scene of all is after the blicati f itori 
meiien, Gat Baler on senale ne publication of those details. The editorial office is flooded w 
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THE MOUNTEBANKS OF MASHONALAND. 


HAMLET UP TO DATE, 


Clockwork figures may be found 


“If our action’s stiff and crude, 
Do not laugh, because it's rude; Everywhere and all around, 
if our gestures promise larks, And the motto of the lot, 
Do not make unkind remarks, ‘Put a penny in the slot,’ ’’ 
— With apologies to Mr, W, 8, Gilbert and his“ Mountchanks” at the Lyric, 
| See Cartoon Verses, p ZU. 
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A FREE TRANSLATION. 

The Sergeant,— Jack, what does fin de siecle, that the papers are 
always mentioning, mean?” 

Up to date Private. —* Guard, turn out.” 

The Sergeant.—‘ That’s curious, now. How did you make it out?” 

Up to date Private.—* My girl knows French, and she told me it 
was ‘ End of the Sentry.’” 











The Goodly Cake at Covent Garden. 
NeEsTor’s ACCOUNT OF IT. 


Ir was striking midnight often from the belfries of the town, 

As your NESTOR on his cabman gaily a bad half-crown, 
And increased the stream of revellers who stormed this classic fane 
At the bidding of the courteous Sir Augustus of the Lane. 


There were somebodies and nobodies and others in the crowd [bowed 
Who laughed (they did) and chaffed (they did) and smiled around and 
There were knights and comic artists and comedians and lords 5 

And lots of “ public favourites” who nightly “ tread the boards. 


Then our host upon a rostrum made a pretty little speech, 
And welcomed us to Covent Garden (all of us and each), 

And told us that the Baddeley Cake was eaten hours ago, 
But he’d got for us another—which was obviously so. 


Then to supper we proceeded—which was all that one could wish : 
We began with cream meringues, I think, and then went on to fish, 
And next we had some oranges and then some ham and beef, 

And then some fancy biscuits, to the best of my belief. 


We next took tongue and chicken, with a slice of juicy pine, 
And just about this time, I think, we had a glass of wine, 
And finished up with something very savoury—with veal— 
We had a most enjoyable and interesting meal. 


Some Fairy Queens were revelling in unaccustomed skirts, 
(I notice Fairy Queens are most incorrigible flirts !) 

I saw the Rajah’s son display a free and easy mien 

And Master Guillot talking to the Empress Josephine. 


There were several Crusaders, but they made no sort of fuss, 
The Dancing Girl was everywhere (and frequently with ws) 
The boxes were reception rooms and one of them was filled 
With an animated meeting of the Ladies’ Clothing Guild ! 


And so the fun went onward, till the day began to dawn, 

With laugh and joke and drink and smoke and dancing on the lawn 
(Though “ lawn’”’’s poetic licence—for I never will deceive— 

And “drugget’”’ is it’s proper appellation, I believe). 


Then some have got their hats and coats and some have got a cold, 
And some observe, with pathos, that they’ve got extremely old, 
And some will clasp the fireman’s hand—but howsoe’er that be, 
When next “ Sir Harris” cuts a cake “ may I be there to see.” 
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A Song. 


WHEN WE WERE YOUNG. 

O THE days when we were young, 

For then the sun was shining ; 
Then we all so gaily sung 

And saw the “ silver lining” : 
Then no cloud shadows o'er us flew, 
Above we saw the shimmering blue, 
And 'mong the green the daisies grew, 

While summer suns were shining. 


Then I loved a maiden fair, 

Her lips were like the roses ; 
Glowing was her golden hair, 

Her cheeks like lily posies, 
Her laugh was clear as silver bells, 
Her sweet voice like the song that tells 
Of wafting winds through woody dells 


Time sped on a lightsome wing 
When song birds glad were singing, a 

Each day a newborn joy did bring— ay vin Love! 
New happiness beginning ! 

We little recked of pain or care, 

The flowers were blooming everywhere 

Around our path, and this to share 
Young happy hearts were clinging. 


Now the days are cold and drear, 
The heavy snow is falling ; 

Cold and cheerless night is here, 
Dark lonely hours recalling, 

The joys of life are pale and few, 

No rose leaves now our path bestrew, 

Yet stars shine out amid the blue, 
Tho’ snowflakes may be falling. 








Why isa retriever with two pups like an 
authoritative doctrine? — Because she’s a 


dog-ma, 





; ay : Young Phastly resolves to give up 
Where twilight soft reposes, his club and stick to his chambers and 
study hard. 





TURNING OVER A NEW LEAF. 
(A Few Good Resolutions for the New Year.) 
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Old Mr. P. resolves to cut Mrs. Gushington determines to 
down that boy's allowance, for discharge the cook and go in for 
he is really too extravagant. lessons in cookery, 





: ; Jeames makes up his mind 
The major resolves to give up chut- to tell * his people” they must 


Her daughters think they will ney and made dishes, and try 
: j ay al shes, and try a course really get ( é 
add to their accomplishments — of boiled leg of mutton and turnips, as Sis ledithe ace Souci ne 
that of millinery and dressmaking. much for him % ine 
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Mr. Phunker.—“ HERE, OPEN THE GATE, YOU LITTLE FOOLS! 
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YOU NEEDN'T BE AFRAID OF THE Horse!” 


Young Clodpole—’FEARD 0’ THE ’Oss? US BAIN’T ’ARF AS ’FEARED 0’ TH’ ’Oss AS WUT YEW BB!” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE extinguishment of the Marquis by the ducal coronet is a great 
blow to the Liberal Unionist party. In this case the Crown ends the 
work. Still, there is one hope left for the ill-used L. U.s—they have 


their Joseph. . * 


The Zimes’ Special Commissioner has been going round, like Harry 
the Fifth before Agincourt, reviewing the forces that will partake in 


* ~ | 


the not far off general pitch-in, and he is candid enough to see that . ® 


his enemy is strong and dangerous. 

Well, when the fight is over, and either 
the Home Rulers have pulverized the 
Unionists, or the latter have scattered the 
former like chaff before the wind, John 
sull will, perchance, receive some little 
attention. At present the attitude of both 
parties appears to be that of offering him 
all kinds of jam on condition that he swal- 
lows their powder, be it Separation or 
Union, as the case may be. 

* al * > 

This won’t do! A peerage has just been 
conferred upon a man who deserves one. 
Science, in the person of Sir William 
Thomson, has become ennobled. If this 
sort of thing goes on, the House of Lords 
will be becoming a respectable and 
honourable institution, and the day of 
its doom will be postponed. The best 
friends to the cause of anti-heredity are 
the Ailesburys, the Clancartys and St. 
Leonards. . * * 

The lay of the rejected candidates for 
the City Recordership—Non mi recorder, 

* * * ” 

The Society for the Study of Inebriety 
met on Tuesday last. Other unaffiliated 
students of the science have been meet- 





* * 
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Sir Henry James.—“ Our party's losing its aristocratic ele- 
ment in the Commons.—Hartington gave us a heap of caste,” 
Joseph,—* Well, hang it! you’ye got me,” 


ing all over the place ever since, and don’t they seem to have pro- 
gressed with their studies? * 

“Reported capture of the Bacillus—Special Edition!” “ Dear 
me!” exclaims Mrs. Mugwump, “ who is the wretch, and what has he 
| been doing? Another dictator?” and when the old lady is informed 
that it is merely the origin of the influenza, she remarks, “ Oh, I've 
caught that, from origin to pneumonia, every year reg’lar since 1889!” 


” + ” 


a * ” * 


Lord Coleridge contemplates moving for a Council of Judges to 


meet and report upon the “ working of our 
legal and judicial system.” It is begin- 
ning to dawn upon our Solons that “ Law 
as she is spoke” from the Judicial Bench, 
though satisfactory enough for lawyers, is 
the reverse for the community, 

7 + + ” 


While the law is made by lawyers for 
lawyers, who can wonder that it is not 
understanded by the people? 


« * ” 7 


“ Tynorance of the law is no excuse.” 
This is a pretty farcico-legal maxim, 
Some of the gentlemen who dispense it 
are delightfully ignorant of a good deal 
of it. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 








Ben-son-orous, 

* To oblige Benson!” is an old-time joke, 

But this, it seems, may now be tran- 
sposed thus : 

While Benson, of St. Paul’s Churchyard, 
gives folk 

Havanas so agreeable to smoke, 
Some say ‘tis Benson who obliges us / 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT. 


SS 


Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sexes, 
A BITTER BLOW. 


(The Pelican Club was recently seized by a mortgagee and brought to an untimely end.) 


For the members, a la mode, 


1 sAY, old chap, what a bitter blow! 

The Pelican’s done for, don’tcherknow ! 

Such a naice club, too, both for music hall stars, 

And Sabbath eve concerts and Sabbath naight “spars,” 
The club where we chaps hed a happy taime 

With “ Bocks” and the “ Boy,” and with boxing sublaime ; 
But now, our lot is mere hubbub, 

For gone from our gaze is the Pelican Club ! 


REFRAIN, 
Then round the town 
Let's go and drown 
Our sed distress 
In B. and 8, 
For Fate's muffied drum beats a rub-a-dub-cub 
Now no, delaights 
Such as brawls and faights 





(Or boozy heights) 
On Sunday naights, 
For jolly well “ broke” is the Pelican Club! 


For the Pro, Visitors. 
This is startling news—which all repeat, 
Of that Club’s collapse up in Thingamy Street. 
'T was a rattling haunt, and we knew it well, 
For there we were treated by many a swell; 
They thought it great to be pals with a pro. 
(And, of course, we humoured young Muggins and Co.), 
For they did us well with drink and grub, 
We'd a high old time at the Pelican Club. 


REFRAIN, 
They deserved good luck 
For they'd never “ ruck,” 
Adoration they’d show 
For the average Pro. 
And ’twas (p’r'aps) more select than the general pub. 
So we feel concern 
At the news we learn, 
For no more can we earn 
A bit for a“ turn,” 
And be petted up prime at the Pelican Club! 


For the chief losers. 
This is bloomin’ bad news which we've bin and yeard, 
‘Ow they’ve shut ther Pellerkin (good old “ Bird”), 
The club where us pugs could a bit allus raise 
Off of them balmy young swellish jays. 
Orfen for ws has they made a purse 
For which we punched (but wos never the worse !) ; 
Thowsands o’ pownds did them Jugginses “ sub.” 
For our “ cut up” scraps at the Pellerkin Club! 


L\EFRAIN, 
Ah! feller pugs, 
No more sech “ mugs” 
Will there ever be 
(Cept at N.S. C. 
Yus! thank Evans! there's a chance for some rum and s’rub!) 
No more for mere taps 
And tiny raps 
(Which we called “scraps ”’) 
Will them soft young chaps 
Give us wollopping sums at the Pellerkin Club! 


A DrvuM-ATIC DITTY. 
(Intended for a 8, A, lass in the serio comic line.) 


(A young lady, during a certain legal action, described her sweetheart (aS. A 
“soldier’’) as a Learner of the Drum.] 


O, HAVE you seen my nice young man, 
My sweetheart, who’s so sweet ? 

If not, make haste, as quick as you can, 
He really 7s a treat. 

He smiles so gay in the grand §. A. 
(Where he hopes you all will come), 

Also he is in the musical “ biz.” 
As a Learner of the Drum! 


REFRAIN, 
He goes bom, bom, bom, bom, each day 
3om, boom, bom boom, bom !—Hooray ! 
In the great and good S. A. 
That instrument doth Charlie play, 
ser-rom, ber-rom, rum-a-tum-tum, 
Charlie’s a learner of the drum, drum, drum ! 


My sweetheart, proudly struggling ’neath 
His big and booming load, 
Sure well deserves the martyr’s wreath 
Of glory a la mode! 
And one fine day we’ll march away 
Each other’s to become ; 
sut we must wait, I beg to state, 
Till Charlie’s learnt the drum ! 
[ Lefrain as before, only boomier. 








What is the Sense of the Meating ? 


THE poorer classes are always so dissatisfied. They grumble in the 
most disgusting way about being unable to make both ends meat. 
Was ever such an extravagant desire? If they can make one end 
meat, and the other end bread they ought to be perfectly satisfied. 





“I DON’T mind just a drain,” as the microbe observed to the ill- 
fixed, disgracefully scamped, death dealing sewage trap. 
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William on the New Year. mulled port, and yet I felt very bad from it all afterwards. But, 
WILLIAM says, ‘The New Year has come and the Old Year has with the New Year I decided to turn over a new leaf. I don’t mean 
gone, and Time is on the wing.” We wish that William was on the to keep any more fowls in the area for the boys to throw mud at, and 
wing or had been on the job, and was all the worse for it, William the neighbours to make a row about.” Then we told William not to 
e enjoyed his Christmas festivities. He says that his digestion is not a too much, and the next day we saw him eating a chunk of 
t. quite what it used to be. Well, unless William could turn himself 1ome made toffee for dessert after roast pork. We know, too, that he’s 
d into an emu, and digest soda water bottles and shirt buttons, we don’t bought a second-hand fowl from the watchman at the cab rank, who 
quite see how he can be all right. ‘I eat what’s on the table,” says spent all the money on twopennyworths’ of hot rum, William’s New 
William. He did on Christmas Day have a try at everything except Year's resolutions ain’t up to very much, 
‘ the plates and dishes. “It’s curious,” he says, “ but I only had some 
brown sherry, a go at the turkey, a bit of pineapple, and then some A RAILWAY COUPLING.—A guard marrying a refreshment room girl, 














oo” To OORRESPON DENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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The Mountebanks of Mashonaland. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


In that latest comic opera, yclept The Mountebanks, 
An actor and an actress play some very funny pranks ; 
Each turn’d for the occasion to a wax automaton, 
As Hamlet and Ophelia they merrily fool on, 
Whilst they sing— 

“ Clockwork figures may be found 

Everywhere and all around, 

And the motto of the lot— 

‘Put a penny in the slot.’” 


Another model Hamlet is returning home just now, 
With the sweat of distant travel fresh upon his sun-burnt brow ; 
Embarking on a grand prospecting tour he didn’t shirk, 
For somehow the Daily Graphic learn’d the trick to make him work, 
Whilst he sang— 
“ Slapdash ‘ Specials’ may be found 
Everywhere and all around, 
And if you believe me not— 
‘Put a penny in the slot.’”’ 


His comrade “ fair Ophelia,” is dusky in her hue, 
Mashonaland’s her surname, and her intimates are few ; 
ut apparently she wants the world to fancy that her lines 


Have been laid in pleasant places through her untold wealth in mines, 





For she sings— 
“ Precious heiresses are found 
Everywhere and all around ; 
If you’d see what gold I’ve got, 
‘Put a penny in the slot.” 








True, Loyal Generosity. 


IN connection with the subscription for the wedding present to be 
given by the ladies of England to Princess Victoria of Teck, the 
committee announces that ladies may collect from gentlemen should 
they so desire. Why do not the gentlemen of England, in their turn, 
combine to give a wedding present to Prince Albert Victor—the funds 
to be collected from ladies? Surely there cannot be a solitary man 
in the country so mean as to refuse to subscribe handsomely on such 
terms, especially if they promised to pyt down his name in the list 
of donors. 





ond Father.—‘ Ah! My boy’s heal will never be turnel by 
success.” 

Cynical Friend“ No? Well, I don’t see what’s to prevent it. 
It’s certainly wooden enough to be turned with success.” 


NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
The Title Page and Indew of Vou. LIV. can be obtained gratis on 
application at the Office, 153 Fleet Street, London, E.C, 
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(1) Now they've vested in the Vestries all road cleansing during snow-time, 


, (5) Cigarettes are now prescribed by some for ladies who are ‘ nervous,” 
We shall doubtless find a lot of slosh to cope with—yes, ‘‘ in no time.’ 


So, husbands, your “cases,” for you'll gaess how wives will serve us. 
(2) Some think we should applaud in Church and hiss—as’twere a playhouse; (6) In the East End (ah, and West End, too !)Churchgoing has much dwindled 
But what's fitting at the theatre is scarce so at the pray-house, No wonder preachers fain would see some reverence re-kindled, 


(3) Though this man was pelted largely by his ‘‘ half” described as “‘ better,” 
The law ruled it was no assault, according to the ‘‘ letter.” 


(4) The ‘‘ tip ’-demanding dustman more than ever doth confound one ; 
And, if not “ tipped,” he “ tip”-ically makes a dust around one. 
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(7) An amateur butter-taster made it warm for many a merchant ; 
The “ beak,” though, lately gave no coste—he did not think it ‘“urchent,” 


(8) To daily pull a curate’s bell and ask to see his “‘ missis” 
Is rather’ éoo bell-igerent ; and such a matter this is | 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 












LYCEUM.—The experienced 
spectator can scarcely sit 

\ thro 

YY of Henry VIII. without 


ugh the performance 
\\\ 
\\ "\\ being strongly reminded 
as 





of a pantomime. Now, 
wait a bit! wait a bit! 
Don’t get rabid and don’t 
interrupt me. I’m not 
going to indulge in any 





THE LyceUM.—A CARDINAL POINT: 


cheap, two-three-farthings non- 
sense about the proeessions and 
costumes as done at the Lyeeum. © 
There is nothing easier than to 
pretend to think that elaborate 
pageant and dress reduce the 
serious drama 
to the level of 
burlesque and opera bouffe (and there’s only one 
) thing more stupid that I know of—to really think 
it). Need I say, therefore, that “dresses and ap- 
: pointments’ were not what I was driving at. It is 
aed) for another reason that Henry VIII. reminds us 
y of a pantomime. 


OHOP OR STAKE? 








>? 


_ THE performers in the more or less popular 
works of art alluded to, being generally drawn from 
* the music halls, and the lights of those communi- 
“ties being provided each with some “speciality ” 
ee which they are bound to introduce somewhere or 
HE LYCEUM. — : : : 
ASuponpinate Other, a pantomime is generally broken up into 
CHARACTER. episodes, 
in which 
the performers, one after 
another, dominate the 
scene in turn. That is 
the way with Henry 
Vill. First one and 
then the other character 
has it all his or her own 
way. Now it is Buck- 
ingham, again it is the 
Queen, anon it is the 
mighty Cardinal. Never, 
by-the-way, is it the 
King, Indeed, it would 
seem one of William's 
little jokes to give it 
this title (if it was he 
who gave it), for he 
emphasises the matter 
by calling it the ZZistory 
of the Life of Henry 
VIII. It’s nothing of 
the sort,’of course, and 
Henry takes a very sub- 
ordinate place in the 
affair. The play should 
have been called Car- 
dinal Wolsey, though 
perhaps Queen Elizabeth 
—but there, “no scandal 
about Queen Elizabeth.” 





THE LYCRUM.—THE QUREN (NATURALLY) 
REFUSES TO OBEY THE COURT, 





me to the Lyceum production (and if we have any 
Feo. 9 ya as often as a ean) we have only to acknowledge that 
Mr. Irving has taken the correct view of matters 
in treating the play from the spectacular point 
of view, tempered with taste and careful research. 
There is no interest in the play to a modern 
audience,—it has one or two points of fitful 
beauty, but no sustained grip—except from 
the archzological and scenic point of view, 
and in these matters the production is a huge 
study and will bear visiting over and over 
again. Not but what there is much good act- 
ing in the play. Mr. Irving’s Wolsey is a 
thoughtful, subtle and sustained study, and ones 
the pathetic note is struck with a truth which 
strikes instantly home. Miss Ellen Terry's 
Queen, is only another of her pictures of womanly 
sweetness and dignity, but there is no higher 
praise. Mr. Forbes Robertson makes a great 
impression with Buckingham’s farewell speech, 
and Mr. Terriss is admirably suited and admi- 
rably acquits himself, as the King. The rank 
and file, which includes such raw beginners as 
Messrs. Arthur Stirling, H. Howe, Wenman, 
Tyars, Alfred Bishop, Gilbert Farquhar, Johnson, 
Sa a ae Miss Le Thiere, Mrs. Pauncefort, and so on, 
YouNGGENTLEMaN ‘Play up” admirably. Miss Vanbrugh I thought 
OFSOMEHAIRDRESS! a little unappreciative of some of her lines. 






THE ROYALTY.—The poor decrepit noticer 
in his fourth decade has now the unusual oppor- 
tunity of renewing his youth by a visit to this 
theatre. Shades of Craven and Byron! of 
Dewar and Patty Oliver! do we not remem- 
ber the “ homely ” drama; the good hearted, 
but h-less father with the fine lady daughter, 
brought up in the most elegant style by the 
said father out of the stupendous returns of the 
tripe and trotter or itinerant fusee 
business—the daughter who dresses 
in the height of fashion while the 
dear old boy sticks to the greasy 
waistcoat of humbleness? Well, well, 
it’s all very nice and pretty, and 
there are touches in Mrs, Hodgson’s 
dialogue which are ample compensa- 
tion for the aged fashion of the 
pattern of the play ; but I fear me it is 
of a kind for which there is no public 
now, though it only wants the good 
old fashioned five-scened burlesque 
to complete the picture of the “ good 
old days” of the Royalty. 
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THE ROYALTY.—“ I’ve brought er up 
MR. WILL DENNIS, who plays the ®%,Laidy and told ‘er as I was a gen- 


: : *I’m’n, and now she finds as I’m‘a 
self-effacing father, and who 18 NEW common man, she’s ackshully dis- 
to me, has “good gifts,” andis worthy  apinted! Ow!” (Weeps.) 


of all welcome, though he is, 

perhaps, a trifle too tearful for perfect respect. Mr. Eversfield 
takes an excursion into eccentric fields, and frolics real funnily. And 
Miss May Whitty is as charming and artistic as always. Mrs. Phelps 
is exceedingly good, too, and the cast generally is strong. In con- 
clusion, the management may be incited to hope for the best, but to 
be prepared for the worst. If the former happy consummation is— 
well—consummated, a bright first piece (the title of which I do not 


know, as there is a charge for programmes), very brightly acted, will 
have something to do with it. 


Nops AND WINKS,—The Honourable Herbert 
is now preceded by a front piece by the same 
author, entitled, Collaboration—it is not very 
funny, nor is it (to be honest) very unfunny. 
There have been some alterations in the main € 
piece, just to make it a bit plainer to some folks / ar 
who require it—it is a good piece, anyway.—The RS MY77 =, 
Pantomime Rehearsal (blessings on it) has now Mo Up 
a harlequinade added to it, and goes as funnily 
as ever, they tell me (if they told me it was 
funnier, I wouldn’t believe them).—The tableaux 3 8% aN 
at Osborne (postponed in consequence of Count THE RoyaLTy. — A 
ere death) have now come off, and Messrs, estoy vo niga ol 

. and H. Nathan have scored heavily, as usual, (1ON TRYING 
with some splendid dresses. All the sasenn for neraayqonaah: 


the Haymarket Hamlet have also been done by this firm (these from 
the designs of Karl), NESTOR. 
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Man on Foot.—“‘ NICE STATE O’ THINGS! 
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UP A TREE. 


ANYWHERE. CAN’T THINK WHAT TO DO!” 
Man on Ilorseback.—“* WELL, OLD CHAP, IF IT KEEPS ON LIKE THIS, 7’D ADVISE YOU TO LET YouR Horse GO, CLIMB A TREE 
AND WAIT TILL I CAN SEND A BOAT FOR YOU,” 


bid 


HERE’S THIS BRUTE DEAD LAME, AND I 8’POSE WE’RE A HUNDRED MILES FROM 








MY LITTLH ONES AT PANTOMIME. 


You may like to see children enjoying themselves. 
that I do, as a matter of course. They’re always wanting to eat or 
I never yet met a child that was Cony happy until 


else to fidget. 
he had squirted orange juice 
over my waistcoat, or had 
trodden the blacking off my 
boots. And at this time of 
the year isn’t it pleasant to 
see how they do enjoy them- 
selves? They’re just in the 
greyish- yellow stage of 
pastry stuffing now. In 
another week, when they’ve 
been well through the ruck 
of the evening parties, 
they’ll be in the greenish- 
yellow and red-eyed stage. 
How I love the sweet little 
darlings! of course I do. 

I had to cart a lot of the 
dear little children to the 
pantomime. Of course, we 
had the usual damp 
brougham: about as warm 
as a bathing machine on a 
November morning after a 
north-easter. A nice damp, 
stuffy smell. And then one 
of the dear children, who 
was on my knee, smearing 
my chin with her fingers, said, 
“‘ Don't they often take people 
to the hospital in carriages 
like this, uncle, dear, when 
they have fever and things ?”’ 
I should like to have 
slapped her, Besides, there 


I can’t say 


ing and sucking. 














A CASE OF “TWO’'S COMPANY.” 

Just as Jack and Maud were starting for a good swirl round, Madge Marplot, 
who is rather sweet on Jack and who can’t skate a bit, makes them take her round 
and give her a lesson. 

Madge.—“ I hope you two are enjoying the lesson.” 

Maud and Jack (sotto voce).—“ Anyway, you are lessening the enjoyment.” 





was a physicky sniff about the vehicle that made me feel ill. 

When we got to the pantomime how nice it was. They were all 
more or less in a state of smear from the chocolate they were crunch- 
Then their nurse wiped all their mouths and shook 


them about in the vestibule so 
that a crop of crumbs and bits 
of chalky sweets were on the 
red carpet. When we got 
into the theatre, two of the 
little blue eyed, fair haired 
darlings wanted to have a 
fight about their seats, This, 
of course, made it nice and 
pleasant for me, Then they 
talk about how nice it is to 
hear the dear little ones’ 
ingenuous remarks, In- 
genuous, indeed! The girls 
were half the time busy 
calculating what the prin- 
cesses’ dresses cost. As to 
their being taken in with 
fairies or anything of that 
sort, don’t you make any 
mistake about that, They 
were all about as simple 
minded as if their father 
had been an Kast End 
pawnbroker and their 
mother type writing clerk 
to a Bn so and twenty 

r cent, money lender. 

owever, there’s one com- 
fort, they’re all the worse 
for the pantomime to-day. 
I hope they may be worse 
still, 

DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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THE GOLF AUTOCRAT. 
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ON BRITISH OCCUPATION; OR, WINKING THE OTHER EYE.” 
“Pray, M’sieu, what for you do not go, | Allez-vous en, or you shall feel my toe. 
. lam cher ami and not foe, Vy you wink ye oder eye? 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 30. 
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aS Ine Set 
NOT TO BE DONE. 
(SCENE—The Commercial Table.) 
Old Traveller.—“ Happy to take wine with you, sir!” 
Novice on the Road ( firmly clutching his glass).—“ I’m blessed i 
you DO, though!” 











Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sewes, 


Our LOcAL HABITATIONS AND NAMES.—A PRIMROSY PATTER 
SONG FOR “ DAMES,” 


After the manner of Mr. Gilbert's unused Patter solo in “ The 
Mountebanks.” 

{A high class Primrose Dame has been explaining (in a magazine) the meaning of 
and the reason for using in the League such Masonic terms as “ Habitations,” 
“Ruling Councillors,” “ Tribute,” and so forth.) 

CONCERNING our League so select, 
Which girds at Gladstonians so horrid, 
You'd like to be told, I expect, 
| How we vanquish those traitors so torrid ! 
Well, we've many a “ Lodge” (which with fine names we dodge) and 
each Squire and his Hodge (with his feet all a-“ splodge’’) 
Seek our festivals gay, for which “tribute” they pay. (“ Does 
tribute,” you say, “ mean your ‘subs’?”—We gay “ Yea!” 
Then, with fireworks and feeds each true Leaguer proceeds to attend 
to their needs with political screeds, 
Thus, pursuing our aims, and our Toryfied games we (with Mason-like 
names) fan our partisan flames ; 
“ Ruling Councillors” we have a lot, you’ll agree—* Habitations,” you 
see, very easy and free, 
And our plan prospers well; dut (the truth now to tell) some at paying 
rebel, which is rather a “ sell,” 
For when tribute (or “subs ”’) 
A Primrose Knight snubs, 
You'll confess, ’tis no joke, 
But is apt to provoke. 
For, of course, when funds fall 
It makes Leaguers sing small. 
And our Knights and our Dames (who'd make Liberals squeal) 
At this lack of cash-help oft much anguish reveal, 
For crowds come to our feasts who disdain our appeal— 
Others don’t treat Fiend Gladstone and Co, so— 
- * a w ~ * 
So, skipping some dozens of lines in this vein, 
I beg to remark (and remark, too, with pain !) 
That now from few “ Leaguers” we “ tribute” obtain— 
G intended to keep on this rhyming amain 
ike Fun’s “ Old Boy” Gilbert, but I must refrain, 
For my Editor says he must now catch his train ; 
And, besides, he’s afraid I shall flurry your brain ; 
So, lest that should be, I will merely explain) 
Our League's state is fast growing ant 


A MEDICAL MOAN; oR, The Lancet’s LAMENT. 


The Lancet, speaking of the “thin and poor” list of New Year's honours. sa 
“We shall say little about the continued exclusion of representative men of pon) pa te 
profession from the House of Lords; but we think the more.”] 


NINETY-TWo's list of honours, as shed by the Queen, 
We have lately perused, if you please ; 





But in it, alas! there are not to be seen 
Many honours for famous M.D.s! 
Pray, why should Physicians and Surgeons receive 
The slight which this notion affords? 
Such studied neglect one would scarcely believe— 
If with deep diagnosis, 
With draughts and with doses, 
We treat all your ailments 
Without many “ fail-ments.” 
Yet, though we're so clever, 
We seldom or never, 
Are raised to the grand House of Lords! 


REFRAIN. 
“ Doctor! Doctor!” They pretty soon run for the Doctor, 
They clamour for physic, 
From China to Chiswick, 
Imploring our treatment, with tears ; 
But the Doctors— Doctors might almost as well be mere Choct-ors !— 
With fees some content us— 
But none e’er present us 
With seats in the House of Peers ! 


If they’d make that grand chamber not simply a batch 
Of merely inherited fame ; 
Sage Surgeons and famous Physicians they’d catch, 
And quickly ennoble the same ! 
These might impart somewhat more sense to that House 
(Which not always with Wisdom accords) 
Up to now, though the Powers that be show no nous— 
For though we are skilful 
And doseful and pill-ful, 
They made no recitals 
Of high sounding titles 
For medical big-wigs— 
Yet Tories and prig Whigs 
Are looked after well in “ The Lords,” 
[The Refrain Mixture to be taken as before. 
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IN«<NEAT (H)ATTIRE. 
Proprietor of “ fit up,” changing for the part of Othello in the 
favourite one act drama of “ The Moor and the Murdered Maiden.”— 
“No! not that ’at, Desdemony, it’s the one I allus wears for the 
Wicked Uncle in ‘ The, Babes,’ and they'll recognize it agin, Bring me 
the Pol Pry ’at and a nigger wig, I’ll make the drama present day.” 
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Pop, Ladies, Pop! 
THOUGH ye suffer Love’s tenderest 
pains, 

Gentle ladies, cold Custom ordains 
That of love to your favourite swains 
Ye must never a syllable drop. 
But in'Leap Year cold Custom fore- 


goes 

His stern rule, and the “ question ” 
to those 

Whom to husbands ye’d metamor- 
phose 

Ye may pop, ladies! pop, ladies ! 

pop! 

When a beau proffers pledges and 


pleas 
To a belle, he is ill at his ease, 
He goes tremblingly down on his 
knees, 
And his forehead in anguish : Pt 
doth mop. f 
But we trust, O ye merry maids dear! 
Ye’ll be braver while Leap Year is 
here. 
To our sex, without flurry or fear, 
Ye may pop, ladies! pop, ladies! 
pop! 
And if haply ye find, when ye’ve won 
Your beloved ones, and wedlock’s 








begun, 
That a foolish, fond thing ye have 
done— 
If your husbands go out “ on the 
hop,” 
And get drunk, and abuse you—in 
short, 
If they’re men of a wrong sort of 
sort— 
To the Conjugal-Bond-Breaking 
Court [pop ! 
Ye must pop, ladies! pop, ladies ! 
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STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE situation in Egypt is becoming critical, Tewfik having joined 
the majority, and Abbas not having attained his majority, the game 
of Pharaoh monopolizes the attention of Europe. The stakes are high, 
and may (who knows ?) be augmented by blood and treasure, 

” * * - * * 

Jack Tar and Tommy Atkins evince so deep a concern in the welfare 
of the new ruler that Johnny Crapaud is quite cynical regarding their 





In LEADING STRINGS.—A NEW VERSION OF THE DUAL CONTROL, 


disinterested interest in his welfare. The Austrian Emperor, too, has 
provided Abbas with aides-de-camp ; indeed, it looks as if Europe 
were about to commence a gigantic chancery action for the guardian- 
ship of the infant potentate. N.B.—Such chancery actions have been 
occasionally known to shrink the infant’s estate. 

* - * * 


7 aa 
Sir Charles Dilke’s view of the Egyptian situation is Za Nile nil. 








He doesn’t look at the prospect through rose-coloured spectacles— 
rather through glasses tinted with Hau de Nil, 


7 * ” * * - 


Fly from hence, fiend Influenza, 
Cease your sneezing sad cadenza, 
Will naught less your wrath appease, 
Than to bring each on his sneeze ? 


* * * * * * 
The key that won’t unlock the gates of Paradise for us—Anar-chy. 
*” * * * * * 


“ Pensions for old age” should be a good war cry for any party—a 
strong plank in any platform. If we could only manage to extend 
them to youth and middle age it would hardly be worth while growing 
old at all. 

* * » * ” * 

Bravo, Leamington! Your Town Council has set a grand example 
in resolving to open your Free Library on Sundays, True, Alderman 
Wackford—I beg his pardon—Wackrill objected that “the books 
would be manipulated and destroyed by visitors with dirty hands,” 
Most potent, grave and reverend Wackrill, the British working man 
has clean hands on Sunday, and if they are soiled by toil on the other 
days in the week, a work-soiled hand is better than a whited 
sepulchre. Mr. Wackrill also objects that to open libraries on Sundays 
would lessen the value of churches, chapels and Sunday schools, 
Wackfolderill !—So it will the value of public houses. Let the people 
have access to good books on Sundays, and may they get more good 
out of them than Alderman Wackrill apparently has done if he has 
read any. 

* * * * * ” 

The Roman Catholic Church has lost a puisne Cardinal Prince; 
England aigood man ; the working man a good Manning. Requiescat 
in pacem ! 

- * * * * 

When wedding bells are checked, and ring instead a funeral knell, 
’tis meet the jester’s bells should be dumb, The well meant jest that 
clothed a hope for the recovery of the son of our loved Prince and 
Princess, the grandson of “the mother of us all” iscancelled, Silence 
sometimes best interprets — 

HE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 
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in Memortam. 
H.R.H. THE DUKE OF CLARENCE AND AVONDALE. 


E distant years seemed big with world-wide sway 

“a pvr greater still than yet had been, 
While flowering hope bore blossoms day by day 

With long linked lines of love entwined between : 

Till sudden from a heaven that smiled serene — 
There fell that voice of Fate, which ceaseless saith— 

“ The canker eats the tree that flourished green: 
The fairest flower is withered with a breath : 
And Glory turns to Dust,and Love must end in DEATH!” 


To Love’s young dream a rude awaking comes, 
The present mocks the promise of the past, 
A people march with sound of muffled drums, 
And in a thousand isles the tears flow fast : 
Till from a heaven with sadness overcast 
There falls a voice, with heavenly comfort rife— 
“ Beyond all earthly joys true love will last, 
With glories more than won in earthly strife, 
For Love is lord of Death, and Death leads up to LIFE!” 





Our future King we deemed him in our pride, 
With honours added to his honoured name ; 
Nor saw the deathly reaper at his side, 
Who plucked the stem before the harvest came. 
We wished him blessings on his marriage eve, 
With full delight in happy moons to be ; 
Nor saw a young unwedded widow grieve, 
Unreconciled to Fate’s unkind decree. 
A nation mourns a King that might have been, 
A mother and a father weep their son, 
A crown of sorrow comes to crown a Queen, 
And all the world in sympathy is one. 
But who shall gauge or who assuage the woe 
Of sweet young Love that wails her buried love? 
Not healing Time himself, nor aught below : 
Let comfort come from where he waits above ! 














A Plea for the Poor. 


A worD I would plead for the lowly, 
That all men may read while they run, 
Appeals reach the people but slowly, 
So I'll send these few verses to FUN. 
For Fun, though his mirth bells be ringing, 
While making us laugh at his will, 
Can raise his clear voice for the bringing 
Glad help the poor hungry to fill. 


The winter is now hard upon us, 
The frost and the snow and the care, 
The scant gleam of sun that is shown us 
Makes squalor more haggard and bare. 
The snow has been falling and drifting, 
And blocking up all the high way, 
No sign that the dark clouds are lifting,— 
No food for the waif and the stray. 





The time now has come for the wealthy | 
To think of the homeless and poor ; 

For those who are rich and are healthy, 
To give to the weak at their door. 

Give shelter and food for the asking, — 
Give help with their silver and gold ; 
Let those who in warm homes are basking 

Remember the poor in the cold. 





Here gaunt, homeless creatures are standing, 
Despair in their dark, sunken eye, 

While hunger each pale cheek is branding, 
For food now the little ones cry. 

The young and the old in their squalor, | 
The dark path of life which they tread, 

With trembling—with weak hands and pallor, 
They ask for a morsel of bread ; 


Be sure that the tattered will bless you, 
The hungry for ever will pray. 

The children will crowd and caress you, 
And ever remember the day 

When clothing and food they were given 
With kind words in tenderness told : 





No more to scant shelter were driven 
In corners to crouch from the cold. 


New Leaves. 


“ LANDLORDISM,” by Henry Lazarus (The General Printing Com- 
pany). The author makes a vigorous onslaught upon the owners of 
St. Pancras slumdom. Without fencing the matter he administers to 
each “a hit, a decided hit,” and he hits hard—‘ A Modern Red 
Riding Hood,” by C. A. Jones (Ff. Warne and Co.). This is a most 
delightful story, sweetly conceived and told, and the characters 
deliciously lovable. —‘“Two Silver Keys,” by Maggie Symington. 
Illustrated by W. M. Bowles (Biggs and Co.). This is a simple story 
of almost childlike and youthful effort at self help, showing how much 
may be accomplished by simple faith and hard work.—‘ Famous 
Rides,” by M. T. Yates, F.F.Sc. Lond., illustrated (same publishers). 
Here are some forty of the most remarkable and best known rides 
obtainable. Many famous gallops are trotted out and much variety of 
subject lies between “ Lady Godiva” and “John Gilpin.”—* Scarlet 
and Buff,” by J. E. Corbiére (same publishers), This is a tale of 
Winchester during the spirit stirring times of Charles and Cromwell. 
Carefully told, with some excess of detail, perhaps, and somewhat 
lacking the spirit that stirs—‘ Fin de Siécle Stories,” by Boyle 
Lawrence and Herbert Cadett (same publishers), Why they should 
be end of the century stories is not quite apparent, they would be 
equally applicable, so to speak, to yesterday, to-day or to-morrow. 
Whether they are all the joint works of the two authors we cannot 
discover, even were we to Boyle Lawrence, or contemplate Herbert as 
“a Cadett.”—“ Every Man’s Own Lawyer,” by A Barrister (Crosby 
Lockwood and Son). The present edition of this well known and 
valuable work is revised and brought up to date. Doubtless it will 
continue to save many a six-and-eightpence, and well would it be if 
it brought about a consummation so devoutly to be wished, as “ No 
more lawyer's bills.”—‘“ The Dramatic and Musical Directory ” (C. H. 
Fox). The ninth annual issue of this representative work contains 
an immense mass of information of all kinds needful to actors, 
actresses, musicians ; and others outside or inside these professions, on 
tour or otherwise, Fox gives them all a good run, 
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in fflemoriam. 
CARDINAL MANNING. 


WE blame not Fate that called him from his place, 
Or Death that timely culled the timeworn flower : 
3ut rather weep a poor degenerate race 
That now boasts none to live such life of grace, 
Of good with wisdom blent, and meekness based on power ! 
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‘A. Bad News for Benedicts. A mere servant, a chattel a husband is now ; 


tains : And with horror his breast may well heave 
(In @ recent police case it was shown that’ a wife thought to arrange a judicial To think that he may, on the tiniest “ row,” ’ 


tors, separation by simply giving her husband “ notice to leave” ive 0 prompt Wables to w¥ 


. wheuie poop Inge ?; . oe ee meng Wee, There’s at present no sign that the tables can turn, 
o a new plan contrives to achieve : 
—— Having cause to complain of her husband for life, ison — atin = 0 — wren belied 
She just gives him Notice to Leave ! . My y ws 4 hese’s yeu Mabie bo i concern: - 








The Jackson affair was a bit of a wrench, So, to all fellow-husbands Fun says, “ Let’s take care 
As husbands had cause to perceive, (If our wives have this pow'r up their sleeve) 
But this last should make every Benedict blench— Of ‘ Late-Biz.-in-the-City ‘and Late Clubs beware, 
This dodge as to Notice to Leave! Lest we all have Notice to Leave ! 
er | : Ga” TO COORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, Inno case will they be returned unlese 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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Celeative (with album)—‘OH, HERE'S 

Aitty.—" PRETTY, DO YOU CALL IT? 

(velestine (anrcious not to contradict),— 
PRETTY PICTURE,” 


The British Cccupation. 
(SEE CARTOON), 

THE question of the British occupation 
Of kyypt seems to fill 

Men’s minds with a good deal of perturbation 
In certain quarters still. 


John Bull, whose doggedness by some is 
dreaded, 

Has settled on that land, 

And, like the Sphinx, appears to be imbedded 


Quite firmly in its sand. 


Since his arrival things have been improving, 
‘Tis currently confess’d ; 
as he sees just now no cause for moving, 


He quotes * J'y SUIS, yy reste.’ 


And 
4viidi, 


The 


c| I! 


an thinks the new Khedive’'s 
accession 
To his pater: al throne 
Should give the cue for John Bull's retro- 


TTESSION 


Io leave that realm alone. 
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IT WAS MEANT, HOWEVER. 

YOUR LAST, KiTty:!! How PRETTY!” 

| THINK IT’S A WRETCH—NOT A BIT LIKE ME,” 

‘WELL, NO, IT’S NOT VERY LIKE YOU; BUT —(willing to say something nice)—IT’S A VERY 











As clever, clever, clever in its wit is 


And sundry others, too (who shall be nameless) | 
As ever, ever, ever—that is plain ! 


This settler view with doubt, 

Regard his methods as by no means blameless, 
And wish to chuck him out. 

In spite, however, of the prohibition 
Their grumblings would imply, 

| The British Sphinx sits tight in his position 
And—winks the other eye ! 


The vicious, vicious, vicious ‘ champion 
scrapper ” 
Ambitious, bitious, bitious pupils praise, 
And zealous-zealous-zealously the dapper 
Young fellows, fellows, fellows ape his ways. 
The domi-domi-dominie’s handwriting 
Poor Tommy, Tommy, Tommy tries to 
match, 
And Irvi-Irvi-Irving’s tricks exciting 
Some fervi-fervi-fervid cranks would catch. 








| “As it was Written by the Prophet.” 
| [The duet between Teresa and Alfredoin Act I. of 
| The Mountebanks is likely to be much imitated before 
Globe, } 
| Our Grub Street Poe taste . th inking the 
above prophecy worthy of fulfilment, addresses 
| Mr. Gilbert as follows :— 
You pleasi-pleasi-pleasing Prince of Rhythm ! 
It’s easy, easy, easy to divine 
Your * Mounte-Mounte-Mountebanks” have 
with ‘em 
The bounty, bounty, bounty of the Nine. 
Your happy, happy, happy little ditties 
Are capi-capi-capital, Your brain 


long.” 
Thus puny, puny, puny poor Grub Streeters— 
Less tuny,* tuny, tuny, sir, than you— 
Will dabble, dabble, dabble in your metres, 
And babble, babble, babble in ’em, too! 
And imi-imi-imi-imitations 
(Though, simi-simi-similar to this, 
They're scatter-scatter-scatterbrained 
tions), 
Are flatter-flatter-flatteries, I wis ! 
* Vide Pietro’s solo in Act I. of The Mountebanks.—G_S.P 
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THE VERY BUTTON. 


keeps up its traditions as a home of 
laughter. It is understood that if 
all the laughs given vent to within 
the four walls of this building since 
it first commenced to increase the 
gaiety of nations under the title of 
“Punch’s Playhouse” were laid end to end, they would reach from 
here to the moon, go several times round that satellite and still leave 
a chain long enough to extend to the furthermost orb of the planetary 
system and make it sit up. Be that as it may, laughter will be found 
laid on in a copious stream at the house in question every evening for 
some time to come from 8.40 o’clock to 11. The New Wing is the 
cause of all this mirth; and, if there are little defects in the play, 
they are, in the first place, not very serious, and, in the second place, 
quite put out of court by the genuine and inoffensive humour of the 
whole thing, 


THE STRAND.—SHOWING OFF HER 
"RIA EDUCATION ! 


THE company engaged manage to make a good figure. Miss 
Beatrice Lamb's abilities lie, perhaps, more in the way of pure comedy 
than amid the rollicking paths of farce,and Mr. Standing’s bonhommie 
is not altogether a satisfying substitute for the sincerity which should 
characterize the part of Sir Edward, but Mr. Edouin’s picture of a cer- 
tain type of the glorious “ working man ” is one of the cleverest things 
this clever actor has ever done—fal! of quaint truth and ludicrous obser- 
vation. Mr. Herbert Ross plays a vacuous young man without slavish 
regard to tradition, and with a good deal of quiet effect. Mr, Austin 

Ter Melford’s Jobbings is a smart bit of charac- 
| ter acting, and Master H. Buss makes a 

gocd deal of a cheeky “ Buttons.” Miss 
Nina Boucicault has a very pleasing 
appearance and style, and Miss Fanny 

Robertson, Miss Olive and Mr. C. P. Haw- 
trey acquit themselves with as much dis- 

tinction as their characters permit—and 
“when [ say “their characters,” I mean, of 
course, the characters they represent, 





THE piece is preceded by a (not abso- 
, lutely) new musical piece for two per- 
formers, in which the composer (Mr. Capel) 
} and his wife (Miss Lina St. Ives) sing 
better than they play—I mean act—though 
they do that fairly well, too. The “ book” 
is by Mr. Arthur Chapman, and forms a 
decently amusing opening to the evening’s 
hilarity. Some people may even find it 
soothing, which is, perhaps, the reason it is 
called The Composer. 





THE PRINCEss’s.—Whether, in conse- 
quence of the enormous success of The 
Swiss Express at the matinées, or in con- 
sequence of the comparatively cold 
shoulder extended to Alone in London at 
the evening performances—or for either of 
these reasons, or neither—is not stated ; but 
the former play has now been placed in the evening bill of the house. 
There have been some alterations in the cast ; but the substitution of 
Mr. Haynes for Mr. Shine in the part of Gull does not seem to bea 





THE STRAND.—A PRIVATE 
VIEW. 


exceptionally 









much happier move than that of originally casting Mr. Shine for the 
part—not that it very much matters, perhaps. Mrs. Clifton’s ex- 
perience is a valuable addition to the strength of the cast, but, really, 

. nothing is of 
much conse- 
quence but the 
acrobats, seeing 
the futile way 
the story is told. 
Miss Phyllis 
Broughton, 
however, when 
she dances in 
that clever and 
fascinating way 
of hers, does 
make life worth 
living for a few 
minutes—as 
long as her en- 
durance serves 
her, in fact, for 
she is as kind as 
we are exacting, 
and that is say- 
ing a lot. Some 
of the singing is good, too, but one rather 
wonders what it is there for! 








THE “Harraden Operetta” (if I may be 
allowed to call it so), His Last Chance, now 
opens the ball, each evening, with Mr. 
Basing and Miss Ella Terriss in the two 
parts, which, I need scarcely say, they are 
quite equal to. The next change of bill will 
reveal The Great Metropolis, a melodrama, said to have been phe- 
nomenally successful in “the States” (which is rather against it), 
rewritten and adapted to the English stage by Messrs, W. Terriss and 
H. Neville (which is all in its favour). 


THE STRAND.—THE 
MANAGER “PAPERS” 
THE HOUSE. 


THE HAYMARKET.—Hamilet.—To perform this difficult character 
is the acme of an actor’s aspirations and achievements. Most of them 
essay to do it sooner or later ; now it is Mr. Beerbohm-Tree’s turn, and 
to say no less, he has “done his turn” handsomely and well. His is 
a fine, thoughtful performance, and the play is so cast and planted 
upon the stage as to blossom into a brilliant and / 
fruitful success. 





























Nops AND WINKS.—On the 17th of next month 
a new eccentric comedy, by Mr. C, H. Abbott, 
will be produced at a matinée at ithe Criterion, 
and under the charge of Mr. Geo. Giddens, who 
will sustain a principal part. The cast will be 
strong, and I am_= prepared 
to find the comedy exceptionally strong 
also, as it is founded upon a very funny and 
eccentrically whimsical idea. — Mr. Brandon 
Thomas’s clever little play, A Highland Legacy, 
will shortly take a place in the triple bill at the 
Court.—On the 5th of next month, Mr. W. W. 
Kelly will take a benefit at the Olympic in the - 
afternoon and Mrs. W. W. Kelly (almost as well 
known as Miss Grace Hawthorne) will take one 
in the evening, previous to their starting with 
their company on tour.—A new three act 
farcical comedy, 
adapted from the Ger- 
man by the late Mr. 
Joseph Dilley, and en- 
titled The New 
Phabus, will shortly 
have a matinee trial 





THE PRINCESS'Ss.—CURIOUS (SWISS) EXPRESS'NS. 


under the direction of Miss Ellen Rutland.—Most of the theatres, to 
their credit (though it might be to their loss), closed on the occasion cf 
the funeral of the lamented Duke of Clarence. NESTOR, 
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(1). ‘Look here, Slowgo,” said Dryrot, ‘‘ I've had enough of that new 
clerk, young Cutby, coming into the office with his new fangled notions. 
Why, the governor's take up with him like fun, and who knows we sha'n’t 
have the sack next. You're a strong man; can’t you give him a dressing 
down and render him incapable?” ‘I think I’d rather leave that to you,” 
said Slowgo; ‘‘ you’re the senior, you know.” (2). So, a trap was laid 
for the unsuspecting Cutby, and this kind letter was written to a choleric 
friend ; (3). And the new clerk dispatched on his pleasant errand. 
(4). Fancy portrait of McFuge, the choleric gentleman, whose wrath was 

















New Leaves. 

“SELL’s DICTIONARY OF THE WORLD'S PRESS,” by Henry Sell. 
(Sell’s Advertising Agency.) The twelfth annual issue of this 
splendidly arranged work shows that it has year by year grown in 
size and importance, and consequently in interest and usefulness, 
until it has become a portly, if not corpulent, as well as an indispens- 
able volume, and so vast is the pleasure afforded by the great gallery 
of journalistic portraits and so enormous the information GIVEN that 
the book should be a tremendous “ SELL.” 

In this month’s Review of Reviews the “Character Sketch” is of 
Alexander III., Tzar of all the Russias. The frontispiece to the 
number is a finely engraved head of the present Duke of Devonshire. 
The body of the number is full of the usual interesting and instructive 
articles and other matters.—Whatever reputation is to be gained by 
advertising, Fame will assist in obtaining —With last week’s Gentle- 
woman was issued a surprisingly unique and interesting supplement 
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easily arouse d. (5). Bat, half way there, Cutby ran across an acquaint- 
ance, Slogger Sam, the retired prize-fighter, who agrees to go the rest of 
the journey for a ‘‘ wet.” (6). While Cutby, who was addicted to ‘‘ ye 
ways of ye moderns,” refreshes himself with oysters, stout and the latest 
divorce case. (7). Delight of the fire-eater on receiving the letter and 
learning what is expected of him. The only thing was to send a polite 
answer and request the sender to do it himself. (8). Interesting scene 
witnessed by tae new clerk when he returned to the office. 
[The mystery is still unexplained. 








containing the portraits of all the Royal and Imperial children of the 
Courts of Europe. They are a fascinating and lovable lot ; they will 
be the delight of thousands, and ought to add thousands to the sale of 
the paper. The number also contains the first and last portraits of 
the late Duke of Clarence, whose untimely end the nation now de- 
plores—and the Princess May taken together.—T7he Art Review is a 
new venture exclusively devoted to the interests of the printing and 
publishing trades. Long may it print and publish. 

Intending playwrights (and, alas! there are many such) should 
lose no time in procuring “ Practical Playwriting, and the Cost of 
Production,” written by that diligent Dramatic Bard, Mr. Alfred C, 
Calmour. This smart booklet (which discloses many a mysterious 
“wrinkle”) is further enhanced by an interesting introduction by 
that expert in dramatic literature, Mr. W. Davenport Adams, 
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A BALD Excuse.—A wig. 
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QUICK AT FIGURES. 
Young Featherly.—“ Are these your children?” 


Mrs, Brand.—“ Oh, yes! The boy is five years old and this girl seven.” me 
Young Featherly.—* Well, how time flies! It doesn’t seem possible that you have been married twelve years. 


Re the * Radius.” 


“THIS ere rajus,” say some 
cabbies,“ they now talks 
about enlargin’ ; 

From un-fare-ness they 
profess to disengage us ;. 

But, wot J ses is this: ‘To 
stop this charnce of 
overchargin’— 

When we're once beyond 
the “Four Mile” — is 
Out-Rajus!’” 





TS 





“Ha, ha!” chuckled the 
milkman. working’ the 
pump handle with an 
energy worthy a_ better 
cause, “I can keep on at 
this ’ere game till the cows. 
come home!” 





A MAN has been writing 
to the papers saying that, as 
he never eats butter, and his. 
neighbours de, and they have 
influenza, and he does not, 
therefore, total abstinence 
from butter must be a pre- 
ventive. 

I never eat turtle soup— 
and somebody that does has 
had La Grippe, and I have 
not —therefore total absti- 
nence from turtle soup ‘is a 
preventive.—Q. E. D. 














Strange Behaviour. 

First Citizen.— Whoever is this peculiar person with the inky 
shirt cuffs? And why is he putting all that beautiful clean foolscap 
and letter paper on the fire?’ 

Second C.—“ They say he’s a comic journalist. Isn’t his coat shiny 
and doesn’t his hair want cutting?” 

First C.—*“ And do comic journalists always burn every scrap of 
paper they can lay handson? See! He's tearing off the margins of 
the newspaper and burning them with the rest.” 

Second C.—* Oh, there’s no accounting for anything the creatures do, 
What's he up tonow? Why, if he isn’t pouring all his ink out of the 
window !”’ 

First C.—"“By Jove! And now he’s breaking up his pens and pencils 
and throwing them after the paper! Well, he isa rum one!” 

Second C-— What's he doing now? Eating a biscuit?” 

First C.—* A bun, I think—I suppose it’s his lunch—no, it isn’t, by 
Jove! it’s a bung! and he’s putting it into his mouth flatways.” 

Second ('—* So he is! And wiring it down like a champagne cork ! 
He's certainly a very remarkable person !"’ 

First (.—* A most unusual person! Why, if he isn't putting a gag 
over it all now!” 

Second C—“ What's he going to do with that hammer and nails, I 
wonder? Well, of all the ——!” 

First C.—* Nailing himself to his chair by his trousers! Really a 
phenomenal person ! ” 

Second ('—“ The most infrequent person I ever saw. He's tying his 
hands behind him now.” ; 

First C._— Yes, and trying to go to sleep. * * * * And now a fort- 
night has gone by and he is waking up.” 

Second U.— Yes, and untying his hands and taking the nails out, 
and removing the gag and the wire and the cork.” . 

First C.—* Ab, and sending out for fresh pens, ink and paper. Let's 
ask him what it all means.” 

Second (.—* It’s all right ; he is a comic journalist, and he says he 
does all those things every year as Twelfth Night approaches,” 


First C.—* Whatever for?” 

Second C.—* Why, he says it’s to prevent himself writing or saying 
‘they've been doing Baddeley at Drury Lane, or that, ‘Sir Augustus 
Harris took the cake.’ [ Exrcunt rapidly, 


_———-—_—___ 








The Free Lance. Under this title, on February 7th, will appear a 
new paper for all people, containing sporting and dramatic gossip, 
complete and serial stories, a cartoon and other favourite features, 
The Free Lance will doubtless fight a good fight for public patronage. 





; 


SOMETHING LIKE LUCK. 

“Look at Scrimmidge! Absolutely the luckiest fellow I know. 
He's been an active member of a Football club for nearly six weeks, 
yet he can still see out of one eye, use one arm, and now the doctor 
positively assures him there’s no immediate necessity for amputating 


his left leg!” 
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The Celebrity and the Scribes. 


[Being a littie tiny bit of fiction blended with a 
great big lot of fact.) 


AT Southampton, by night and by day, 
All in ambush the quill drivers lay 
To be ready to pounce on their prey 

At the earliest possible time ; 
And their prey was a famous young man 
(Whose cognomen was not Randy-Pan) 
Coming cheerily home to Britann- 

Ia’s shore from a far distant clime. 


Soon the famous one’s wife, who adored 
Her mundivagant spouse, went (on board 
Of a tender) to welcome her lord; 

But each ravenous pressman, you bet, 
On that tender had crawled like a rat, 
And = fought, when the famous-one’s 

t 


Hove in sight, as to who the first chat 
With the mighty explorer should get. 
By-and-by, as they flocked round their 

prey 

In an eager, accipitral way, 
Seemed each ink-slinger mutely to say : 

“ Gentle hero, ye know jolly well 
That the first bounden duty which ye 
Have to doin your native countree 
Is—to furnish some ‘copy’ to me 

Which at so much per line I may sell!” 


But the famous one spoke. And so dread- 
Fully rash were the words which he said, 
That they fell—all those pressmen—like 
lead, 
As if reft both of reason and life: 
For their victim—you never could 
guess |— 
Had the infamous cheek to confess 
That, before being pumped by the Press, 
He would like to shake hands with his 
wife!!! 





H.R.H. THE DUKE OF CLARENCE 
AND AVONDALE. 
Interred in St. George's Chapel, Windsor, 
January 20th, 1892. 
THE myriad mills of Commerce ceased to 
grind, 
Deep-steeped in gloom the haunts of 
Leisure lay, 
The twinkling eye of Mirth with tears was 
blind, 

The smiles of Folly passed in sighs away, 
And all the pitying hearts of all mankind 
In one great heart of grief were inter- 

twined, 
On that sad day 


When tombward (of terrestrial glories 


shorn, 
And reft of life and love in life’s fair 
morn, ) ' borne— 


Our pride, our hope, our King-To-Be was 
Our King from whom King Death had 
ruthless torn 
The crown he ne’er had worn ! 


While ALBERT VICTOR’s kin—a woful 


band !|— 
Bemoaned insatiate Death's untimely 
prey, (hand 


Came countless signs to them from every 
That we, too, mourned the lost one,— 
we as they : [ brand, 
And one sweet solace, like a heaven-lit 
Iilumed the gloom which overspread the 

land 

On that sad day! 
Sweet solace theirs, to find, ’mid griefs 
terrene, [ between : 
Such bond of love our hearts and theirs 
Sweet solace ours, to tell, with fervour 
keen, i been 
How long such love so well deserved has 
By our true-hearted Queen ! 








MAGIC WATER. 





“T will take some to my Lord Hafiz.” 
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“Lord of a thousand camels behold thy handmaid’s 
present,” 








“ Oh, Jehoshaphat!!!" 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “Fux.” 

DEAR S1R,—My joy I can’t contain ; 
the racing season’s back again! While 
racing joys are in recess, an unexampled 
weariness—an irreclaimable ennwi—pro- 
ceeds to take it out of me. A pall on life 
it seems to fling. I don't enjoy a single 
thing. The club is dull ; the drama palls ; 
I don’t care that for Fancy Balls. The 
swellest dinner, in a square, seems just a 
bread and cheese affair; the flavour’s 
absent from my smokes; there seems no 
point in people’s jokes; the world’s a 
void—I even think I don’t much care 
about adrink. But when the racing's on 
again, the change in me is very plain. 
Dull care I put upon the shelf and reck« 
lessly enjoy myself. I sing; I laugh ; 
indulge in pranks; and chaff my friends 
(whate’er their ranks). I’m extra natty 
in my dress (my hat just glares with shini- 
ness); a constant smile pervades my lips 
as I give forth 

THE BEsT OF TIPs, 

Iv there's a race, I do prefer 

The Hurdle Race at Manchester, 

When all is said (and likewise done), 

Is most undoubtedly the one. 

(For that’s the race, my friends, d’ye see, 

At present occupying me? 

And what J’m on excels the best 

In all-absorbing interest.) 

Now, for success, no doubt you'll spot 

(And ask inquiringly) Why Not. 

Just like the handicappers grim, 

Attaching too much weight to him. 

No,no! A better chance for you 

Lies in the speed of Cordon Bleu ; 

In Stigma’s power o’er maids and men, 

Or doughty deed of Origen. 

Next week I may amuse you, chaps, 
by touching the Spring Handicaps; but 
my remarks will ramble, too, to thoughts 
about the Waterloo. The time for that’s 
approaching fast, and ere another moon 
has past, the winner will be plain to see 
to simple you as clever me. Meantime, 
I’ve come to town to stay, until the sea- 
son’s worn away, and anyone who wants 
my aid (and sees that I am promptly 
paid), can always find, devoid of fuss, 
yours chirpily, TROPHONIUS, 

‘‘We'll a’ be proud o’ Robin!” 

(Monday last was the 133rd anniversary of the 
birth of the national poet of Scotland.) 

WHILE human bosoms throb and leap 

With love's emotions, strong and deep— 

While smiles o’er human faces sweep 
And tears, by turns— 

Our hearts a “ cosie neuk” shall keep 
For Robert Burns! 


When Freedom fails with tongue and pen 
To beard Oppression in his den— 
When none among the sons of men 
Vile serfdom spurns— 
We'll then forget—but not till then— 
Poor Robert Burns! 


When Pleasure on our path attends— 
When “carkin’ care” our heartstrings 
rends— 

When sore for lost or faithless friends 
Our bosom yearns— 

Then, then with ours the spirit blends 
Of Robert Burns! 

More sweet he sings than all his peers 

A people's thoughts, and hopes and fears ; 

So from his earthly sins, with tears, 
His audience turns, 

And for his heaven-born soul reveres 
Poor Robert Burns |! 
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“Hi! Here's a subject for you, Mr. Humorist!” exclaimed the newspaper reader: ‘‘.A wholesale cabinet-maker was lately suminoned by two men fur 
payment for work they had not finished. They, with fifteen others, hid undertaken to do some cmtract work: they left their work to attend an union 
meeting ; at mid-day of the third day of their absence the employer warned them that they would be locked out if they did not return after the dinner hour : 
on the fourth morning other men were put onto the work: thereupon the original men demanded to be allowed to return, declaring their right to ern the 
remainder of the mmey. They contended that they had a right, if they ‘felt lazy,’ to go off a job for two or three days, and return when they pleased” ! ! | 
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And at the end of the third week he meekly approached the British Workman. and o 


ase bee ffered him the cap and bells. He had found a greater humorist 
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¢,”—* ARABIAN NIGHTS,” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 42. 
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“NOTHING LIKE A CHANGE.” 
She,—* Since my return from the south of France I’m another woman.” 
Sarcastic Friend —“ How delighted your husband must be.” 








Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sexes, 
A WARNING To WEDDING PRESENT-ERS. 


(The Saturday Review, speaking of the decadence of the old fashioned habit of 
giving welding presents, points out that nowadays “a cheque towards furnishing 
is hinte! at in delicate terms,” and that “the most courageous of mortals would 
hardly dare to make out one for anything under £20!""] 

WHEN certain courting couples have arranged to “ settle down” 

(As per ceremony Hymen shows such art with), 

They expect to tap all people whom they know around the town, 

To shed on them all sorts of goods to start with. 

You must buy ’em this, or buy ‘em that, or buy ’em these or those, 

Or else they’ll deem you deucedly unpleasant ; 

We were wont to say, “ Now, what to buy ‘em, goodness only knows ! 

I must get ‘em, though, some kind of wedding present !” 

REFRAIN, Or you'd buy them bits of furni- 
One used to buy them crockery, ture— [you're 
Or bric-a-brackish mockery, But now (you'll all discern it) 
Or bits of plate Supposed to pay 
(Of moderate weight), A chequelet—say, 
You'd cheapen on your rounds, At least, for Twenty Pounds! 


Once a set of knives and forks, or spoons, an album or a clock, 
A painting, an engraving, lamp or bracelet, 
Was considered quite sufficient, but they now such presents mock, 
Yea, they even scorn a necklet in a caselet ! 
A book-case, or a biscuit-tin would formerly suffice— 
K’en a Book of Poems once was reckoned pleasant ; 
But they pooh-pooh all such offerings in society that’s precise, 
And hint at “ little cheques” by way of present ! 
REFRAIN, But this new plan is a dreaded 
One used to buy a screen or two, one 
A portrait of the Queen or two, (Unless you are the wedded one). 
Or eke a rum Each pair expex 
Purdoni-um, You'll weigh in cheques 
None under Twenty Pounds! 


sounds.) 





(What better than “ coal-box ” 











WomEN WALTONIANS. 
A lay for Angler-Sazon Ladies. 
[Angling is becoming fashionable for ladies, several have lately done considerable 
execution im certain rivers.] 
Or feminine Senior Wranglers 
And of feminine Doctors you've heard ; 
And the feminine Artist 
(Of painter’s the smartest) 
Of late years has largely “ occurred.” 
But now of the feminine Angler 
(Though ’tis winter!) my task is to sing ; 
At the Lady-Piscator 
(Still less than th’ Equator) 
No disrespect e’er must you fling! 
Refrain.—Then with baits all ready, 
And rods all steady, 
Avoid every mashing young dangler ; 
Come, girls (don’t shiver), 
Away to the river, 
At once beginning 
Your casting or spinning— 
You fetching young feminine Angler! 
Ensnaring the tribe that’s called finny 
Is splendid (that’s if you ensnare), 
So haste to the streamlet 
(Though e’en but a beamlet 
Of sunshine just now you'll find there !). 
Yes, Gertie and Gracie and Minnie 
(Whatever, dear girl, be your name), 
For glee you've an outlet 
In tracking the troutlet— 
‘Tis fine (if you capture the same)! 


No pretty (and clever) piscatrix 
Need have any fear that she'll fail ; 
For we angle, you'll own, girls, 
In manner and tone, gir's, 
For many 4 Human Fish (Male!) 
With Beauty’s bright bait and with Fay-tricks 
We tempt them in many a resort, 
We entice and then net them, 
Then hook them, or pet them, 
So, girls, we're not new at this sport ! 
{ Hooks the Fun fish, and then exit triumphantly. 











_ A LITTLE AMBIGUOUS. 
The Lady Ermyntrude (after pitching into little Grains for the 
last ten minutes on wholly mistaken grou nis).—“ But I shall be only 
too happy to find I have done you an injustice!” 
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AN UNAPPROVED STILE. 


The Captain.—* HALLO! THE SQUIRE’S MARE’S REFUSING. 


THINK HE’LL CLEAR IT?” 


The Colonel.—‘ HE MAY, BUT THE MARE WON'T.” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUNP. 


AFTER seventeen years’ experience of the Judicature Act, Her 
Majesty’s judges have come to the conclusion, arrived at long ago by 
her lay subjects, that the said Act, and the Rules of Procedure sup- 
plemental to it, constitute a gigantic and shameful failure. 

* 7 - * . * 

A committee has been formed, and, probably, the old machinery 
will shortly be replaced by another system as cumbrous and vexatious, 
Lord Justice Kay, who, owing to the lynx eye he fixes on malpracti- 
tioners, is hated in the profession, is not included in this committee. 

* * 7 * * - 

While our system of jurisprudence and legal practice are controlled 
exclusively by lawyers, the lay interest will go to the wall—the whole 
bag of tricks is fossilized, exasperating and ruinous. Our laws, which 
every man is supposed to understand (Jgnorantia legem non excusat), 
are conundrums “ which no fellah can understand.” In the machinery 
of the courts there are numberless wheels that only complicate the 
system and retard the action of others—our Central Hall is a veritable 
Salle des pas perdus. The Alpha 
andl Omega of law as “she is spoke” 
to-day, is Costs—costs—costs. 

* a * * 

The law offices are filled partly by 
square nominees of influential folk | 
who have been “ jobbed”’ into round 
places, partly by illiterate barristers 
and solicitors’ clerks in whose men- 
tal organization red tape is substi- 
tuted for intellect; hence “the 
law's delay—the insolence of office.” 

* * * * 

It costs the country £29,000 per 
annum to put into shape the judg- 
ments pronounced by the Chancery 
Division. We want a Napoleon }. 
to codify our laws, a Napoleon III. 
to Haussmannise our practice. 

* * . * 

They don’t manage everything 
better in France. I hope our poli- 
ticians will not take lessons from 
MM. Coustans and Laur. Mr. 
Gladstone boxing Mr. Balfour's 
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PUTTING THEIR HEADS TOGETHER ON THE STATE OF LEGAL BUSINESS. 


ears would deprive our House of Commons of what dignity it has, and 
it has none to spare. 


* « * 7 * ” 
Lord Rosebery has subscribed to John Burns’ election expenses. 
* . a * « *. 


Carpet Bagger from Lincoln's Inn.—Here, I say! Rosebery's 
subscribing to Burns’ expenses. We shall be having a Fustian Par- 
liament soon. That will never do. They'll be making laws people 
can understand. 

Army and Naval Officers.—Yes, and wanting their money's worth 
for what they spend on the services. 

City Company Monger.—And making swindlirg on a large scale as 
dangerous as on a small one. We must see into this. 

{ Exeunt Omnes to see into this, 
* . . o a = 

The Anti-Jacobin has not outlived the Jacobin. The fate of Don 

Quixote might have been a warning to the promoters before tilting. 
N\ 7 VG. Putin THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








CARDINAL MANNING. 


Interred at Kensal Green, January 
21st, 1892, 


His long, long strife is o'er at last, 
Who ever for our weal has 
striven : [ passed, 
The earth-worn frame to earth has 
The Heaven-meet soul has soared 
to Heaven. 
And, if his soul from realms above 
Could speak to us, his soul would 


crave 

That we who loved him show our 
love, 

Not—not by weeping o’er his 
grave, 





But by a firm resolve to tread 
The path himself so bravely trod, 
And let ourselves be nobly led— 
By leading others—up to Gop! 
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AMENITIES OF ADIPOSITY. 


Maud (fond wifey ).—* YES, WE HAD A JOLLY CHRISTMAS. 


WE WENT DOWN HOME,” 


Young Sparkson.—‘ Dip THEY KILL THE FATTED CALF?” 
Maud,—“ PRETTY NEARLY, BUT HE'S GETTING OVER IT NOW.” 








talking 








Poor Cabby. 


It’s all very well talking! 


It’s all nonsense that Jones has been 


here. He's like the measles: he always comes when he isn’t 





wanted. He says, “ The cabman is about the 
biggest ruffian on record.” I've always found 
that the man who has never any small change 
about him, when it’s specially wanted, is down 
on the cabman. The cabman means that you 
have to have small silver, or e'se to drink 
small! beer. 

Well, as to radius? Jones says London's 
extended; so is he when he’s being sham- 
pooed for a Turkish bath. He’s none the bet- 
ter for that. And, as London grows bigger, 
the cabman should go further for less. Good 
business! Because turkeys are bigger this 
scason than last, therefore they should be 
half the price. A lovely bit of argument, isn t 
it’ I, for one, don’t think so, anyhow. If you 


can't afford a cvb,walk home and get asnuffly cold. Serve you rizht, too. 


You shouldn’t stop out so late. 


The chances are ten to one, I say, that 


you're a married man, and oughtn’t to; and only use cabs to geta 
bit smarter home, 

Cabbies are not exactly pickled cabbages, after all. You're not a 
good fare after ten o'clock, and you know that well enough. You 
don’t know where you're going to definitely. And you don't know 


whether you're going to ride or walk. 


You look up at the “ crawlers,” 


and the combined lot lose quite a three shillingsworth in watching 


and pulling up for you. And you know very well thatasarule you've 





got into the careful stage of enjoyment; your M.P., too; your legis- 
lator, who’s made his money at the local sweating factory? He'snot 
in love with the cabby. My notion is that he ought to be paid a bit 
more than he is already for late hours. No shilling fares after ten 
o'clock. Ifa man can’t run to one-and-six, then, let him walk, and 
refresh himself on the way with a potato can, Bah! 

DIOGENES TUBBS. 








Revenons & nos Moutons! 
SCENE—Seaside Boarding House. 

Mrs. Dovecot. —* This is the sixth time this week we have had cold 
mutton for lunch, and you remember the glowing description of the 
living there was in the advertisement.” 

Mr. Dovecot.—* Yes ; but you know, my dear, they qualified it by 
adding, ‘ All the comforts of a home.’ ” 

| And the band outside struck up “ Home, Sweet Home.” 





A GOURMET journeys wp Life’s stream, 
He loves not simple courses, 
The common fare 
He cannot bear, 
So goes to where the sauce is, 





He can cure her so. 


Dr. Paine. —* What's the matter with that rich widow you attend?” 
Dr. Cumfert—* Nothing at all. Simply fancy. So I prescribe 
liqueurs, and always curacoa.” 
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AN UNSUCCESSFUL BID FOR FAME. 
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Odds and Ends. Algy.— Your friend, Popemoff, has been telling us some wonder- 

IN the Dundee Board Schools the lads and lasses are to be taught ful stories of the tiger hunts he has been engaged in, He seems to be 
the Highland Fling and the Strathspeys! Quite right, too; youth a fellow of spirit.” 
should have its Fling on the Banks of the Tay as elsewhere. os ape Yes ; he has plenty of spirit, only it is generally myth- 

a e -f 

“WHAT a bore,” said Jones, when he had ‘to inspect a new rifle. 
“T musket through the job as quickly asI can.” And his forehead | Ir the little flea that tickled your neck hopped away and you 
had a wreath of frowns instead of a wreath of bay-onet. | ould not find it, could you call that—‘a hop-tickle illusion?” 





GH” To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contrthutions, Inno case will they be returned unless 
accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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EXTRACT FROM AN UNPUBLISHED NOVEL. 


She knew that she was beautiful, and she felt that the young heir loved her with an enduring passion. 
ud posed herself to best advantage, waiting, in trembling eagerness, for the words which she knew he was struggling to utter, At last 


She was conscious of his admiring 


The Heir.-—* Wuy, Miss CARRUTHERS, YOU MUST HAVE BEEN VACCINATED TWICE.” 











The Influenza Fiend. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


ONE Sindbad the Sailor, a travelling wight, 
Whose adventures most children must know, 
Once discover'd himself in a terrible plight 
Through a singular sort of a foe: 
Shipwreck'd on an island, 
He clamber’d to dry land, 
And met an old codger— 
A rare cunning dodger— 
Who perched on his shoulders 
To cross brook and bouldera, 
Then clung to the carrier’s neck plaguey tight 
With his legs and declined to let go; 
So Sindbad nigh choked ; and ‘twas long be- 
fore he 
(‘ontrived to s} 


] f 
SbDake f the 
Pea. 


off that Old Man « 


John Bull now apparently suffers as much 


As Sindbad in ages gone by, 























| 


And his courage is painfully put to the touch 
By an enemy hard to defy : 
A horrid Bacillus, 
Which threatens to kill us, 
Our sisters and cousins 
And aunties, by dozens, 
Is round his neck clinging 
And aiming at wringing 
The breath from his body by means of a 
clutch 
That at least extracts tears from his eye; 
And John must fight toughly to shake off the 
squeeze 
Of this dangerous Grippe, this microbe of the 
sneeze, 








A FLIGHT OF FANCY.—The one which 
occurs When the police interrupt a prize fight, 





WHy are the Tories like your toes when you 
dance /—Because they must be turned out. 
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CONDENSED NOVELS. 

By our own Blusher for the Desceration, 
No. 1.—LAST DAYS OF POMPEII, 
BULWER LYTTON, 

History of ancient young gentleman with 
two ladies in love with him. Marries one; 
the other does not take to spirits—takes to 
water. Comic priests—volcanic eruption— 
classical accessories. 

No. 2.—IVANHOE. WALTER Scorr. 

History of middle ages young gentleman 
with two ladies in love with him, Marries 
one; the other takes to her heels. Kidnap- 
ping and fighting—blood and bluster—blows 
and blazes—mediie val accessories. 

No. 3.—DAVID COPPERFIELD, 
CHARLES DICKENS, 

History of modern young gentleman with 
two ladies in love with him. Marries both 
in turn. Last wife “always pointing up- 
wards.” Rude to point. Humorous accessories. 
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ABSOLUTELY PURE trererore BEST 


NO CHEMICALS USED. 
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(1) The Old Bailey is just now so draughty, that (5) Tis the mating-time for beaux and belles and birds, 
The Jury wear a handkerchief or hat. Each lot oft makes the farmer use bad words. 
(2) A Campbell and his bagpipe were assailed. (6) ‘ Take off your hat!” exclaimed a funeral fiend 
So much so, that, anon, his ‘‘ chanter”’ failed. Wishing one’s head to be from winds unscreened, 
(3) At a christening party, one who'd ‘ smiled” awhile, (7) M. Constans meets M. Laur and “ blows” his nose ! 
Treated his friend in a far too ‘‘airey ” style. You'll say, ‘‘ Oh, Laur! that French M.P.s are foes!” 
(4) ‘ I'm very unfortunate,” this filcher thought. (8) A Hibernian ghost has lately larked around, 
‘When I try to nick, in the nick of time I'm caught,” But only “signs” were of his ghostship found ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
—SOMEONE in a far distant 


i‘ mee clime (Hull, I think) has been 
6 telling us that Messrs. Sims and 

















Raleigh’s new piece, The Grey 
Mare, was “manufactured in 
Germany.” I don’t mind very 
much myself if that is so, I’m 
getting rather used to articles 
manufactured in Germany, and 
I’m not by any means sure I 
don’t like them. Most of the 
/ —~ things are pretty good, and some 
of them a good deal better than 


THE COMEDY. — POR. 
TRAIT OF DH. MAXWELL 
fTELLING A “STOKY”™! 


they could be “ manu- 
factured in England,” 
and there is always 
balm to the soul in 
the reflection that one 
blustering British 
workman at least has 
probably lost a 0b. SKETCH OF MISS STANHOPE TELLING A TALE. 
(** Flis-x-2-4/" from the 

gallery. I saw youupthere! You might empty the ginger-bottles 
before you throw them, and I'd rather you didn't empty the oranges.) 
Sut let me get back from Germany. 

THE gentleman at Hull (vot back as far as Hull, you see!) must 
really be a rather far sighted individual to see the resemblance 
between the two plays all that way off; though he has every right to 
kick upa Hull-a-balloo about it, if he is right and likes it, I shouldn’t 
be surprised myself. There is an over ingenuity of complication and 
an occasional sense of drag about 
The Grey Mare (got back to 
London and the play, now!) 
aa / which is eminently sugyestive of 
os a Teutonic origin. (I rather like 
that last expression—* Teutonic 
origin” is distinctly precious, 
and bears a lot of looking at.) 





WHEREVER it comes from, the 
plot of The Grey Mare is 
genuinely comical, and the dia- 
logue (there can be no doubt 
where that comes from. I recoy- 
_ hize the stamp of the Sims and’ 
*% Raleigh mint on the instant, for 

have I not read their names on 
THE COMED ‘ossy. the programme?) is smart, 

amusing and characteristic, The 

play conveys a beautiful moral lesson, too, unquestion- 
ably. It is, * Be careful how you lie!” Never do the 
thing without study and practice. It is a thing which 
ought never to be rushed into; it can’t be done at once; 
years of observation and reflection are required before 
the thing can be done really artistically, with symmetry 
and grace, If you plunge into it recklessly, without due 
reflection or preparation, the result must be disastrous, 
What's worth doing at all is worth doing well. Dr. 
Maxwell’s sufferings, when he tries it on with his first 
lie, are heartrending, but they are nothing to what 
follow. Be warned in time, if you are going to tell a 
lie; do the thing properly and in good style, 





A 
Tuk CoMEDY.— 
THE PERLICE! 





Ma. C,H, HAWTREY plays with all his usual finish and quiet point 
and bids fair to earn as big a reputation as a (stage) teller of truth as 
the one he already enjoys asa champion tarradiddler, It is an intensely 
humorous performance, none the less so from being intensely natural, 








Mr. Eric Lewis has a long and (at points) not specially interesting 
part, and it is some testimony to his ability that it never bores and is 
often very amusing. Mr. W. Wyes once more proves bis sense of 
character in a masterly little sketch, Miss Annie 
Irish is charming and duly emphatic as the suspi- 
cious wife and “ better horse” —though I hasten to 
say that she is not the grey mare of the title—and 
Miss Lottie Venne in a part less whimsical, perhaps, 
than her usual run of parts, in the midst of spright- 
liness, affords us some glimpses of the sterling 
qualities she has at her command, At the same 
time, the ladies (who include Miss Dairolles and 
Miss Armbruster) can scarcely be said to have 
much “show,” while Mr. Charles Brookfield, though 
cleverly and characteristically embodying a fire eat- 
ing Irish Chief Constable with a big moustache and 
a streaky wig, is practically “taking a rest” also. 

Messrs. Gerald Gurney, W. J. Hawtrey, J. Nelson 

and E. Cosham all add to the “ fighting strength ”’ 
of the Company, which certainly “gives a good 7 CRMEDY —-Da- 
account of itself. Finally, I beg formally to re- a BATEER 


: ' : VICTIMISED _ I[N- 
mark that I think the piece is good and a success. Davip-vAL! 





THE VAUDEVILLE.—Mr. Jones's Saints and Sinners has just been 
revived here, with a cast which is in most respects a good deal stronger 
than the one it originally enjoyed some seven years agone. No 
noticeable alterations have been made in the general tenor of the 
play, and its clever 
sketches of character, 
and unquestionable 
moral, as well as the 
‘ false eminence” given 
to one particular re- 
ligious sect in matters 
of hypocrisy and want 
of charity, remain as 
prominently noticeable 
as ever. Mr. Thorne 
repeats his commend- 
able performance of the 
wholesome hearted dis- 
senting minister with 
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A SISTER TO ASSIST-"ER, 


no falling off of the homely, earnest 
qualities which distinguished it origin- 
ally. Miss Dorothy Dorr plays Letty 
with great tenderness and delicacy, 
and Mr. Elwood contributes once 
more a remarkably finished perform- 
ance to the Vaudeville stock, albeit in 
a somewhat (unintentionally) comical 
THE ComMrDY.—A re-moat Con. part. Mr.Conway, Miss Kate Phillips 
TINGENCY OF THE “STORY.” and Mr. E. M. Robson, resume their 
ie. original characters and play with all 
their original success. Mr, Somerset, who succeeds to (and with) the 
character first played by Mr. Macintosh, is 
another decided element of strength. The play 
and the playing deserve a good run, 


Nops AND WINKS.—The 100th night of Mr. 
Pinero’s play, Zhe Times, was reached on Mon. 
day last, and now the company is busy climbing 
onward to the next hundred. There are rumours 
in the air of more new Hamlets, Mr. George 
Alexander is spoken of as one and Mr. W. 8, 
Penley as another. I should perhaps state that / 
the latter will appear in the part in a farcical , / 
comedy called 7he Agony Column, which has 
been written for him by Messrs. Wilton Jones 
and A. Gutman (another Gut -man gone 
wrong!). Mr. E,J, Lonnen is going to manage 
a theatre now, NESTOR, 





THE COMEDY.—MORE 
DAIROLLE-ERY ! 
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HE’S BEAT.’ 
Little Henpeck.—* What, off out again! Why, that’s the third 


night this week!” 
Jack.— Well, if I had a jolly little wife, I should stop at home. A 


? 


good wife takes a lot of beating.’ 
Little Henpeck.— Does she? Try it on.” 





FUN-DE-SIECLE FARCES. 
A BY-BYE ELECTION ; 
Or, PUTTING A CERTAIN “ PARTY” TO BED. 


SCENE.—A Borough (or Division thereof) in—but perhaps we had 
hetter not mention names, it might give pain to some. As curtain 
rises, an election is toward, Bills (..),“ Vote for Braden!” Bills 
(c.), “ Vote for Mooks!” Political Party-coloured flags around. 
Polling Booths heard off. “Rows” (R8., 8.U.E., L.U.E., L.C., R.C., ete., 
etc.). The whole scene represents a picturesque “ set’’-(te). 


FIRST CrowD. It’s a fine day! Let’s go out and elect somebody ! 
SECOND DiTTo. We will! we will! 
Enter MARK Kwiss. Sensation. 

MARK Kwiss. Dearly beloved, I am about to leave you! 
Crowns. So glad! So sorry! Shame! Name! Leave us a lock! 
etc., etc. 

M. K. I have ceased to be Mark Kwiss! Iam now Juke! There- 
fore I can no longer sit 

CROWDS (sympathetically). Poor chap! 

M. K. for your borough! Still, many thanks for past favours, 
ut, in the Upper House, I hope by strict attention to business 

LARGE PORTION OF CROWD. What! Business there ? 
What larks! Oh, lor’! Ho, ho! He, he! Oh,come, wesay! etc., etc. 

M. K. Well, well; all I say is keep your eye on Mooks—The Con- 
servatives’ Very Own Mooniunist ! 

CROWD (mysteriously). We will indeed. 
Enter BRADEN and MOOKS (1.C.) to a mixed reception, and ditto 

music; they chortle the following duet :— 











[ Exit M. K. 


BRADEN. Friends, that you all for me should vote, 
' 


The G.O.M. doth now admonish you! 





MooKs. Oh, like to JUKK, on whom you dote, 
I shall do things that will astonish you ! 


[ The remaining four lines of their verse are drowned 
by hubbub. Presently, however, the crowd sing 
the following chorus to each other :— 


What shall we do, oh, trusty pal? 
Pal-lal-la! Pal-lal-la! 
To vote we soon must look alive, 
Or miss we shall—lal-la! 
To kick up all the same fal-lal 
Each party always does contrive, 
But one is a right good Lib-er-al, 
And the other is but a Conserv-a-tire / 
[ Brew nt to vote. 


Clear stage. Music—Journalisticoso. Enter, “ The Climes,” “ The 
Slandard,” “ The Madvertiser,’ “ The Morning Boast,” ctc., ete. 


“THE CLIMES,” ETC. (chuckling inkily). This is clearly a walk over 
for the Stories and the Mooniunists! Let us rejoice in advance! 
OTHERS. We will ! 
[ They do, in many a leader and article, and then 
wait eagerly. Off (R. and L.). 


Bands play, bells ring, etc., ete. Re-enter VOTERS, headed by 
RETURNING OFFICER, 
RETURNING OFFICER, 
I beg to state that, up to date, 
Your votes I’ve keenly ssrted ’em. 
And now, you see, it seems to me 
Tis time that I reported ’em ! 
And, lo, I find (and bear in mind 
Quite safe is my authority) 
That the Liberal man (or Gladstonia») 
Has a thousand or so majority ! 
Which, when you compare 
With the last affair, 
Is double that much majority ! 

VoTERS. Hooray! 

“THE CLIMES” AND THE OTHER PAPER PROPHETS (pulling 
awful faces, aside). Well, what of it?) Itisn’t much! What's twoor 
three thousand? We didn't want the seat! Besides, we expected 
this result, etc., etc. 

THEIR TORY SUPPORTERS, Quiteso! Bah! We never tried to 
win it! Yah! (Then, aside to each other, furiously) Well, of all 
the——! 

Enter suddenly the SPECIAL \PEACE CORRESPONDENT from 153 
Fleet Street, 

THE SPECIAL PEACE CORRESPONDENT FRoM, ETC. Hold! no bad 
language allowed abaft this FUN-nel! Nay, to any such rude remark 
our answer must be a CURT'UN. 
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A STUDY IN BLACK AND WHITE, 
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THE COOLNESS OF THOSE NIGGERS. 


Lord i i th and the faults of the 
—i ing his reports on Mashonaland. Speaking of the lack of mineral weal 
nage Ries ap ey ee eae What a are we to do with this place?” ‘‘ We,” mind—not the natives !) 
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The modest and unobtrusive Anglo-Saxon had just returned from ‘‘ discovering” inhabited lands and exploring them. 


He sat by his own fire and murmured, 
Really, I’m puzzled what to do with that land!’ 


eae 












































That night he was awakened by sounds in his house, and hurried down, in indignation, to find the intruder; and the 
was puzzled what to do with, and that nigger had walked into his house and possessed himself of 


re stood an aborigine of the land he 
his plate basket. 





2 re-c6c(aJfs) 





























‘Dis brack chile would like one viecey advice!” remarked that nigger. 
do with—hang it !—with nel 
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JOHN BULL’ 
TEACHING THE INFANT KHI 
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A STOUT SUP-PORT-ER. 
Bobby.—* Here, I say! you lea’ go o’ that lamp-post an’ move on!” 
Ebriosus.— Lea’ go o’ th’ lamp-posh ? Tha'eh good! D’privin’ a 
man of ’sh only meansh o’ support!” 


— _— —-~~- ~~ 








Fagin, Ancient and Modern. 


In olden times, a thief was described euphemistically as “a man of 
three letters "—-F UR being the Latin equivalent for an individual who 
couldn't keep his hands from picking and stealing. In the present day 
we have the same tendency to put a gloss on the character of the pur- 
loiner: nay, our description of him is identical with the old one, 
except that we have somehow dropped the word “ three ” out of it. For 





ee 


the most barefaced of modern thieves is surely he who sits day by 


day in the reading room of the British Museum, calmly pilfering the 
brain power of dead and gone writers, and who is pheed to, respect- 
fully and reverently, as “a man of letters ne 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “FUN.” 

DEAR S1R,—It’s time for me (and you) to think about the Waterloo 
—I mean, of course, that race for dogs they run o’er Altcar’s sandy 
bogs. (I call them that, just for the time, because, you see, I wanta 
rhyme, and I’ve the greatest confidence that nobody will take offence 
at anything one does in these exigent emergencies.) As for the dogs, 
upon mature consideration I am sure that you will quite agree with 
me ‘that we shall see what we shall see, and other folks we cannot 
blame who obviously think the same; but I can make (I’m not a 
bat!) a closer prophecy than that by placing here, within your grip, 
the following 








EXHAUSTIVE TIP. 


Now, off let us start (the least irksome of duties) 
To where the soft wash of the sea from afar 

Is borne on the air, and the swift footed beauties 
Shoot gracefully over the plains of Altcar, 

Where Fullerton, winner for three seasons running, 
Has similar notions concerning a fourth, 

And people addicted to chaffing and punning 
Have taken to call it “The meet of the North.” 


Though Fullerton’s chances are great and must charm us, 
There’s Needham—there's Phillip II.—to face ; 
Qui Sa Sano can’t win with that name; Epicharmus 
Is sure to give way to Fitz-Fife or Real Lace ; 
Full of Mischief may be full of favour, and rightly ; 
To Race Course some faith one may possibly pin; 
But, Fullerton failing, we notice (politely) 
Simonian’s chances of scoring a win. 


There’s nothing wanted, after that, to make things pleasant, ‘“ peart ” 
and pat, but open weather: free from rains, congenial friends, con- 
venient trains, a pleasant lunch (with frequent “ wets”), a half a 
dozen lucky bets, the “ pussies” hard to circumvent, some clever slips, 
a roaring scent, and ladies in their gala dress, to make the thing a 
huge success; and, hoping they may get it, sir (to which I’m sure you 
won’t demur), I’m off to catch the early ’bus. 


Yours doggily, TROPHONIUS. 





Watch you say to This? 


Way can a watch which indicates the smaller divisions of time 
never be new 7—Because it is a second-hand one. 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


Ovuk American cousin has the faculty of sleeping soundly, or being 
wide awake, at will. When Italy was fuming over the lynching at 
New Orleans, Cousin Jonathan’s slumber was absolutely loud—the 
Italian Ambassador was ignored while Jonathan snored. 


o * * es ” * 


But so soon as a State, a little State, treads on the long tail of 
Jonathan's own coat, it is a case of waking simultaneously Jonathan 
and snakes—as poor little Chili has found with a vengeance. If Mr. 
Egan had been treated as Jonathan treated our Lord Sackville, or if 


our Lord Sackville had behaved as Mr. Egan has behaved, what would 
our beloved American cousin 


have said then? »« * 

The Gladstonian drink- 
ing song—‘ Here's to the 
Ma(i)den!” . . 

A Mr. Harold Nunn is a 
County Council Conserva- 
tive Candidate for North 
Kensington, Perhaps the 
Kensingtonians will have 
none of him, and bid him, 
“ Get thee to a nunnery.” 

° * * 

The Grippe has assumed 
the proportions of a plague. 
Plague take it—then, per- 
haps, it will take itself off. 

o . « 

The solution of the politi- 
cal problem.— Dissolution. 7 

* * 


* 
The latest phase of High NEW ORLEANS. 








WHAT IS SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE ISN’T ALWAYS SAUCE FOR THE GANDER. 





Life below Stairs.—The German Kaiser inspecting his kitchen. It is 
to be hoped that the Imperial Admirable Crichton will not, in the 
multiplicity of his pursuits, end by making a hash. 

” * * a * * 


The Daily News states that it is expected there will be a number of 
Parliamentary “ pairs” over February. It is to be hoped, however, 
that the Session will, in its later months, be happily fruitful in 
another fashion. 

* * * * * * 


All parties and factions are, however, preparing for the forthcoming 
fights that the session may provide occasion for, and none the less are 
they anxious to know the 
nature of the “ business of 
the greatest importance” 
the Government has pro- 
mised them to begin upon— 
the hopes of agreement 
being strong in some, and in 
others the pleasures of dis- 
sention being eagerly anti- 
cipated. 






7) 











. * * 
The sad and mournful 
letter the Queen has written 
to her people will be read 
with kindred feelings of 
sympathetic sorrow by every 
heart that can feel for 
a : another, especially by those 
EE ee RE who have suffered from 
cys: similar bereavements. 
THE MAN IN THE 
CLocK TOWER. 
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The Inflewintothekennelza. 

[Influenza recently broke out in the kennels 

of the Romney Marsh harriers, The disease 

affected more than half the hounds, and all 

runs had to be abandoned.— Press. ] 

Lo! the dipsomaniac daily 

Wets his thirsty throttle gaily, 

Till with whisky, rum, gin, ale he 
Both his brain and body clogs : 

But we know that his careering 

Is its ne plus ultra nearing, 

When we hear his comrades sneering 

That he’s going to the dogs! 


Lo! the playwright in his attic 

May provide us joys ecstatic 

By his myriad scenes dramatic 
And his sprightly dialogues : 

But we're right in estimating 

That his force is fast abating, 

When we hear the public stating 
That he’s going to the dogs! 


Lo! the “ goddess ”’ charms us sweetly : 
Lo! the “strong man’s” tricks are 
featly ; 
Lo! the modern Tigg completely 
All his victims’ senses fogs : 
But the knave has been outwitted— 
And the giant’s strength has flitted— 
And thé belle may well be pitied— 
When they’re going to the dogs! 


Lo! we've howled and growled irately 
At the Influenza lately, 
For it’s played the dickens greatly 
Both with horses, men and hogs : 
Sut at last we're calculating 
That its force is fast abating, 
And its course is terminating, 
For it’s going to the dogs! ! 
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(1). “No, my dear boy,” said Baron Phool, the great scientific codger, 
“the only way to keep yourself free from colds in this detestable cli- 
mate is to wear a tin great-coat.” (2). “A whater?” (3). “ Pre- 
cisely ; here you have the original, my very own invention. (4). It 











A Dental Dittiette. 
“WHy do my teeth decay, mother ? 
Why do my teeth decay? 
Quite too(th)-thirds,day by day, mother, 
Are crumbling fast away!” | 
“Well, really, J should say, sonny, 
The reason is, I ween, 
You don’t use, day by day, sonny, 
The Dentrifice called ‘SALVINE’!” 





is a trifle difficult to get into at first, but that is a mere detail: 
besides witha little practice— (5). The coat, as you may not per- 
ceive at first sight, is hollow, being of double thickness. 
got it on, you get some kind friend to fill it with warm water, by means 
of a funnel inserted in the tube between the shoulder blades. A sense 
of delicious warmth is then experienced, which may be kept up by 
means of the swing lamp hanging under the metal skirt. ; 
think, perhaps, my friend, on consideration, that the garment is some- 
what unpleasantly warm. D——! I mean, perhaps you will kindly 
(7). Confouna! will you help me quick ? 


assist me to get it off. 
(8). Great bootheels! Give me the rack for a Bank Holiday's amuse- 


ment rather than this again.” 


Having now 


(6). I 








Painful Bye-Openers. 

[Some little time ago, Mr. Schnitzpahn of New Jersey, 
who has been totally blind since August, 1890, experi- 
enced a severe burning pain in his head and face, which 
continued for twenty-four hours. At the end of that 
time, the sight was restored to his left eye. . . . The 
incident reminds Mr. FUN of a case or two in which 
recovery of sight has been attended by a considerable 
piling on of the agony.} 

BLIND was Edwin as blind could be, 

For he worshipped a youthful maiden, 
And he vowed that lovelier far was she 
Than the loveliest sprite of Aidenn. 
Sonnets he wrote of her auburn hair, 

And odes to her teeth so pearly, 

And the rose, he sware, was in hue less rare 

Than the cheeks of his radiant girly. 

Blind was Edwin as blind could be, 
_ Yet when Edwin married his sprightly 
Young damsel, and found to his awe that she 
Took her teeth and her hair off nightly, 
And that minus her rouge, she was coarse and 
_ plain, 
Oh, his sight came back with a burning pain ! 


Blind was Bessie as blind could be, 
For she loved a Lothario blindly, 

And she told herself and her friends that he 
Was, in truth, the most courtly, kindly 

And gentle of men, She declared, indeed, 
If Golconda were hers, she’d risk it 

In bets that for conjugal kindness he’d 
Indisputably bone the biscuit ! 

Blind was Bessie as blind might be, 
But, when Bessie got linked to her hero, 








; 


She learned that more kind and refined than 
he 
Was that wicked old Emperor Nero. 
And when two black eyes she had got from 
her swain, 
Oh, her sight came back with a burning pain ! 


Blind was Bloggins as blind could be, 
For he looked on his rhyme, and “ Blow it 
If verses like these I can write,” said he, 
“ There’s no doubt I’m a tip-top poet !” 
So his stool at his governor’s head he hurled 
In the lair where he’d ledgered daily, 
And to all the journals in all the world 
Began sending effusions gaily. 
Blind was Bloggins as blind could be, 
But, when Bloggins found out, with curses, 
That his ninety-three thousand and ninety- 
three 
Quite ultra-Swinburnian verses 
Were in various editors’ dustbins lain, 
Oh, his sight came back with a burning pain ! 


Blind was Bubbles as blind could be ; 
On a fair prospectus looked he 

Of a gold-mine out in a far countree, 
And big shares in the venture hooked he. 

Blind was Buffles as blind could be, 
For he took a wandering preacher 

To live in his house,and found that he 
Was a thoroughly Christian creature, 

Blind was Buggles as blind might be, 
For he said, in unnumbered speeches, 

“ On the future I’ve looked, and in '83, 





Lo! the end of the world will reach us!” 
But the gold mine went to almighty smash, 
And the preacher eloped with his patron's cash, 
And in ’84, when the earth still stood, 
Howled an angry mob for the prophet’s blood. 
And the sight of these blind (as these blind 

were fain 
To confess) came back with a burning pain |! 








Mr. Jones’ Bvening. 


Mr. JONES gives mixed evenings: A little 
singing, a little carpet dancing, a little reci- 
tation. Some people say that mixing up 
these is like mixing your drinks—it never 
agrees with you, People go there and pre- 
tend to be amused, “If you can’t do any- 
thing else, at any rate you can look on.” 
This is, of course, a very great consolation, 
“Tf you can’t go and climb with the bears up 
the pole and eat buns, you can look on,” It’s 
perhaps about as sensible, 


A Skirmish, 


“CALL yourself a soldier?” said Fanny 
Fyreflie to young Chippy-chap of the Guards, 
“Why, you’ve never smelt powder.” 

“ Anyway, I’ve tasted it,” said Chip, 

“ When, and where?” 

“ Last Christmas, when I kissed a certain 
little lady under the mistletoe,” 

And now the breach between them is wider 
than ever, 
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SHYLOCK OUT-SHYLOCKED. 
Mrs. Skindlewig\\(above—hearing sudden crash in the cellar),— 
‘What's the matter Mary Anne? What are you up to now?” 
Mary Anne (erying).—* Oh, please, mum, I’ve tumbled down the 
stairs, and I believe l’ve broke my ieg!” 
Mrs. Skindlewig.— Very well, then! I shall stop it out of your 
wages. It was perfectly understood that you were to pay for all 
breakages !”’ 











Current Carols; 
Or, Dittics in Doselets up to Date. 
Happy NEWS FOR HOUSEHOLDERS. 

{Mr. Auberon Herbert has just issued a “ protest against all compulsory taxes and 
rates, and in favour of the free consent of each person being given before such rates 
and taxes can be taken from him.” 

FELLOW householders all, upon you I now call, 

Rte a scheme which brave Auberon Herbert has planned, 

Whereby none shall, henceforth (nay, east, west, south or north), 

Be forced to pay Taxes or Rates in this land. . 

“For a Briton,” says he (Mr. H.), “should be free, 

Not kicked here and there like a football of Fate’s!” 

8o he (one of the best) doth in anger protest 

‘Gainst compulsory paying of Taxes and Rates |! 
Chorus,—Of all the best mutinies 
Worth your scrutinies, 
This will beat all, while the world’s on its axis ; 
’Tis intended to spoil the Comm- 
Ission ; and foil the com- 
Pulsory paying of Rates and of Taxes! 


Then, no longer keep cool ‘neath the Tax-tyrant’s rule 
But hasten your Auberon’s project to aid ; 
If you follow his plan, you'll be soon a free man, 
And, but when yen choose, need such tribute be paid. 
Gather round, gather round! for our Auberon’s “sound,” 
That great Individdleist all mere force hates ; 
Come and join, then, this band, to protest, through the land, 
Gainst compulsory payment of Taxes and Rates, 


Chorus,—’Tis true that this mutiny 
May, upon scrutiny, 
Prove that our Auberon’s project most lax is ; 
Still, though there’s no chance for it, 
‘ Sing (as you dance for it) 
Down with compulsory Rateses and Taxes!” 





POLITIOS SIMMUERING. 


PEOPLE are beginning to think about the General Election! Well, 
it’s very kind of em. As far as I’m concerned, it doesn’t matter very 
much one way or the other. Now I’m getting older I can manage to 
do without a good many things. I don’t care about sweetstuff. | 
don’t care about the fit of my collar. I am pretty certain I don’t care 
about politics. , 

It isn’t patriotic, this sort of thing! Isn’t it? Well, what do J get 
out of it, whether it is or whether it isn’t? The well being of the 
country! That’s a sort of talk I don’t happen to indulge in. I'll 
leave patriotism to people who are going in for running new journals, 
I wish ’em luck out of it. Of course, politics are in the air. All the 
local attorneys are making themselves affable to the local snob cele- 
brities with money. That’s always a sign of an election looming in 
the distance. It’s a way the suburban legal luminaries have. 

It’s a big thing to organize an election! I daresay itis. The great 
thing is, after all, to get the cabs and private broughams on your side 
engaged months before the business comes off. Many an election has 
been won by having three cabs more in hand than the other side. How 
nice this looks for the general spirit of patriotism, doesn’t it? I wonder 
how an election would go off without posters, without cabs, and with- 
out the right of paying for halls and committee rooms. Of course, 
there’s no such thing as any sort of squaring being done this way. 

Politics in the air! Well, I suppose politics give a sort of relish to 
some people’s drink. I prefer lemon in my hot grog much more than 
having it flavoured with any talk about the something or the other vote. 

It behoves every man to take an interest in the affairs of his 
country. That’s a nice maxim, isn’t it? It’s a much better maxim 
nowadays to make it the whole duty of man to get a safe 5 per cent. 
on his capital. It’s alla parcel of nonsense. Both sides have been 
bothering me about being properly registered. As if I were a patent 
corkscrew, or something of that sort! Depend upon it, we could do 
without politics altogether. Just the same as the Yankee manage 
to do without servants because they’ve got patent lifts to remove dust 
and bring up the coals, and have water laid on in all the bedrooms. 
The election! Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS, 





~~ 


On a Beechy Head. 


A WONDERFUL grove of fine beeches 
Has someone discovered in Kent; 
Fun’s old friend the Field here from preaches 
A lesson of joyous content. 
The matter need make none feel tearful, 
No; these beeches should make us be(ech) cheerful ! 
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Mamma,— Now, Cissy, dear, what's Four and a Naught?” 

Cissy (promptly). —* Forty,” z 
_Mamma (proudly).—“ Quite right, dear; and what’s Nine and a 
Naught?” Cissy. —“ Naughty!” 
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“THE WRONG. 


(1). It puzzled Bill Sprugg not a little when the Hon. 
Hookancrook Votehunter burst in upon him the other 
evening with such effusive friendliness. Bill felt rather flat- 
tered and pleased, however, and made him welcome. (2). 
He made himself quite one of the family, and invited himself 
to supper in the most engaging way. He declared “ the 
missus’ *’ pudding of pork fat and plums was the best he ever 
tasted, and begged that the children might be allowed to sit 
up a bit longer, although “ the missus” had ‘‘ tubbed the 
lot.” James, the footman, left half a dozen of champagne 
and departed. (3). Bill and the ‘‘gent’’ got on ‘‘ fust 
clarse,’’ and after the kids had gone to roost, he entertained 
his guest for four hours with the music hall songs of five 
years ago (when he was last in London), as far as his memory 
served him. ‘‘ Most amusing thing I ever heard in my life,’ 
cried the Hon Hookancrook. ‘‘ Amazing talent! And you 
tell me you have never thought of the operatic stage as a pro- 








SHOP.” 


fession?” ‘‘ Whoy, no,” said Bill; ‘‘I never knowed as I 
could sing till to-night. Leastways, I never tried afore!"’ 
(4). Mr. Votehunter then proceeded to expound his views on 
various political questions, whilst Bill and ‘‘ the missus,” 
with that inborn politeness which is the natural heritage of 
the English yokel, slumbered loudly. (5). ‘ Well,” said 
Bill, as the dawn drew nigh, ‘‘ we'm ’ad a rare good night 
together, old pard.! but the best o’ friends must part, an’ 
I'm got to git out to work, ye see! However, we takes your 
visitin’ on us all the more kind, seein’ as we ain’t in the 
division o' the county wot you're a-standin’ for, an’ so——” 
‘‘ What//! Notinthe divis——! And after all I've suf- 
fered this night !!” yelled Votehunter. (6). Then he rushed 
out and let himself loose in a hunt after the man who 

ve him the tip to call on Bill, something after this fashion. 
We draw the curtain on the fearsome deed of blood which 


followed. 





That Burglar was 
Booked. 


HE was a bold, bad bur- 
glar, and he broke inte the 
tial residence of one of 
. FUN’s young men, He 
had got the silver plate safely 
packed, the family jewels in 
a Gladstone bag, the cash 
and notes in a valise, and 
everything was in beautiful 
order, for he was a work- 
manlike burglar, and took a 
pride in his business, His 
trap was waiting round the 
corner, the coast was clear, 
and he could have got off 
with his “loot” beautifully. 
But, in an unguarded mo- 
ment, he glanced at the 
writing desk of Mr, FunN’s 
young man, It was covered 
with Fun “copy” in various 
stages. That burglar was 
lost. Once having begun 
to read, he could not tear 
himself away. And then 
smiles gave way to squelched 
and smothered laughter, 
then laughter which would 
not be smothered, then roar 
after roar, yell after yell. 
The house was roused, the 
neighbourhood was roused ; 
the burglar was secured, and 
now he reflects, in the leisure 
which is on his hands at 
Portland, how very unwise 
it is to combine pleasure 
with business. 








Squishy-Squashy. 


[A compound of marmalade and 
jam, called “Squish,” is largely 
given to Undergraduates w 
training. ] 

’'TWOULD seem that certain 
mixtures, made 
Of so-called jam and mar- 
malade, 
When used for an Under- 
uate’s dish, 
Is locally entitled, “ Squish,” 


A curious compound it must 
be 


To have for breakfast or for 
tea ; 

F Un-ites, for instance, scarce 
would wish 

To take on large amounts of 
“ Squish,” 


No wonder, then, the Un- 
dergrads 

(Fun herein greets those 
lively lads) 

Should mutiny and murmur, 
“ Pish | 

Avaunt! and quit our sight, 
O Squish |” 





A PERFECT BoRE: A 
gimlet. 








William’s Juvenile, 


WILLIAM is always kind to his children. He's always ready to give 
them something useful. He gave his little girl a box of paints only 
the other day. He said, “It will help the dear child on in any art 
feeling she may have.” The dear child was nearly helped into the 
grave by it. The sweet innocent chewed a whole green paint for 
amusement, They had in the doctor and the stomach pump. Mrs, 





over there, you bet! 


William made herself unpleasant, and wanted to know whether her 
husband liked coroner’s inquests in his own house in preference to taking 
the children to the pantomime. To make up for this, William let them 
have a juvenile party. He bought a nice lot of extra big crackers. 
He said, “‘ The little ones like to hear a loud bang.” A spark got into 
one of the children’s eyes and nearly blinded her, William owes that 
child’s father £40 10s, 6d, There won't be any letting things stand 





Ge” To OORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, Inno case will they be returned unless 
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(Mr. Robinson, who has tarried too long at a wine supper, finds his wife in a high state of nervousness awaiting his return.) 
Mrs. 2?.—“ HERE I'VE BEEN WAITING AND ROCKING IN THIS CHAIR UNTIL MY HEAD SWIMS ROUND LIKE A TOP! 
Mr. R.—“ JESS SO WHERE I’VE BEEN—IT’S IN THE ATMOSPHERE,” 





John Bull’s Egyptian Baby. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
MASTER ABBAS, one’s happy to say, 
Seems a promising kind of a lad 
On the whole—a description 
Of Royal Egyptian 
That, surely, is not at all bad. 
But before he can properly sway 
’ "Neath his sceptre the land of the Nile, 
He must needs take a turn 
At his studies, and learn 
A good many lessons the while ; 
As the art of men-ruling 
Admits of no fooling 
And calls for both knowledge and style. 


Soldier Bull is attempting to train 
This nice baby in martial affairs : 
And, perhaps, it’s a mercy 
He's got such a nursey 


Geld Modal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Londen. 
Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. 
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=Food= 


Retail in Tins at 1s. 6d, 28. 6d. 5a. 
and 10g,, of Chemists, etc., everywhere. 
Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. 
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To save him from falling downstairs— 
For which purpose, ’tis perfectly plain, 
The Union Jack has its charms ; 
Since, although he can walk, 
Just a little, and talk, 
Up to now he’s an infant in arms, 
And he finds there’s some labour 
In wielding the sabre 
And combating warlike alarms, 








Our leading artists have been interviewed 
as to the practicability of artificial light for 
studios. Everybody now will admit that 
painting is essentially a light occupation, 





“I po like a good, hearty, honest grip,” 
sail Jones ; and he got influenza, He’s not 
ordering any more grip(pe) now. 





Odds and Ends. 


A PAUPER in our village poorhouse is 80 
extremely deaf that when there is any im- 
portant news for him they have to break it 
with a sledge hammer, 





Mrs, GREENSIDE, the wife of the popular 
author, is reported to be somewhat exercised 
in her mind by Mr. G.’s facility in writing 
love dialogue. Lots of the pretty things his 
heroes breathe in the ears of his heroines are 
absolutely novel to Mrs, G., and, as for 
imagination—Rubbish |! 


“A LARGE cantilever bridge has just been 
erected over the River Indus at Sukkur.” 
This achievement has the effect of placing 
the Forth Bridge in the anomalous position 
of being the first—as well :—That in India 
is the Sukkurnd, 
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(1) Because a British ship displayed no U. S. flag with ours, . (5) 
U. S.-timate aright that Brother “Jon.” has got the “ sours. 


(2) Vienna has been visited by Boreas the rude, (6) 
Who blew so hard that men and horses round about were strewed. 


(3) The “ring dodge” once again was tried; tke tryer, though, forgot (7) 
He’d tried the tryee once before. They cr ypped him on the spot. 


(4) The “ Writers’ Clubbers’ Silence Room” will doubtless ke2p its name (8) 
So long as lady members aren't admitted to the same. 


VOL. LV. NO. 1396, 


‘T would seem that old St. St. Valentine is not now serv il faut— 
Mayhap, the New Idealists regard poor “ Val.” as “ low,’ 


Pedestrians suffer sadly from the Cab of tidisineei iow— 
A serious Cab-inet question it should be, you’)! al! allow. 


A landlord who loved firearms discharged them al] around— 
They ought not to discharge him till his reason is more sound. 


A kind old ge at who helped two lads across a busy street, 


Was “ done”’ for his gold watch and chain—in manner rather neat. 
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SLASHHBS AND PUFFS. 


—THE observation that 
“time flies’? may be so 
much of a truism as to 
scarcely repay the expense 
of writing it down, but 
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THE Savoy.—An invitation to the 
Vicar’s Aris. What famous actor 
does this little scene represent ? 
Give it up? Why, Widder-come, 
of course ! 


the thing is always being brought home to one (as though it were one’s 
‘ warrior dead ”’), and one cannot help remarking it occasionally. It 
seems but yesterday—or at anyrate, but some short months ago—that 
I saw The Viear of Bray, “an original English Comic Opera,” by 
Messrs. Grundy and Solomon, make a comparative failure at the Globe 
Theatre ; but reflection, and an almanack or so, tell me it was close 
(very close, being in the month of July) upon ten years agone. 


PERHAPS I am paltering with the truth in describing the failure as 
comparative ; my impression is that in spite of the extreme cleverness 
of the book, and the “ pretty good”’-ness of the music, it wasa fairly 
complete one. The late Mr. W, J, Hill was Mr. Barlow, and Mr. Penley 
was Bedford Rowe, Mr. Walter Fisher, a sweet voiced tenor and a 
good, but somewhat unreliable, actor, appeared as Sandford; Miss 
Lizzie Beaumont was Dorothy (now re-christened Winifred); Miss 
Maria Davis, Mrs. Merton; and Miss D’Auban, Nelly Bligh. After 
awhile—a not very long while—the piece was withdrawn for a few 
days, ani, when the theatre re-opened, it was presented with some 
slight alterations in the dialogue and some considerable alterations in 
the cast. Mr. Hill and Miss Davis remained undisturbed in their 
original parts, Mr, Fisher had en and—wonderful to relate 

—Mr. Penley was found in his place, Mr. C. 
Steyne having been engaged for the part of 
Rowe. Miss Beaumont had been succeeded 
by Miss Emelie Petrelli, and Miss Lizzie 
Coote had become the Nelly Bligh. Some of 
these alterations were improvements—some 
of them were not, and the substitution of 
female for male performers of the “ jolly, jolly 

_ghuntsmen” was a bid for the favour of a 
7,> section of the public which did not “come up 
a's to time.” At anyrate, good fortune never 
came to see it, and it was soon afterwards 
withdrawn, 
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Very different fortune seems in store for it now, 
and I refer to the old story of its 
past to point a moral (as much as 
anything), and suggest how much 
the fortunes of a piece depend upon 
its intelligent production. No doubt 
Mr. Grundy is lucky in having his 
346 piece performed by actors and act- 
resses trained in the special school 
of humour to which it belongs, but 
the attention todetail, the excellence 
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THE Savoy.—He of the choruses and general finish FF YY 4 
Is NOT ONLY AS of the stage management all have Ve 
GOOD AS HE IS, h t h » & th 1 . / 
BUT as Goopas their share in the good result. 
HEOUGHT TOBE. One or two new songs, some new 
, lines and up to date-isms also 
assist—particularly a rattling song and chorus concerning the Jack- 
80N case, 
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THE SAVOY.—THE 
SQUIRE 





. BARRINGTON, not for the first time, displays his demure 
aan clerical garb—his dance with the ballet is exceedingly 
comical and somewhat more elaborate than the one Mr. Hill indulged 
in. Mr. Courtice Pounds is as 
bright and genial, as well as as 
Y-- good a singer as ever, and Mr. 

5 W.H. Denny ‘is fitted like a 
“s, sglove with “the confidential 
family solicitor,’ with a very 
comie song about barristers and 
judges, and in Mr. Richard 
Green, Mr. Carte has a very 
ye valuable recruit with a curious 

resemblance in face, voice and 


manner to Mr. Lewis Waller. It 


a , © | p ; . 
bay ag Soot is a treat to see Miss Rosina 
acti. “Ah, J saw it Brandram back, and even more 


when 2 first came of a one to hear her. pon Mary 

out. It was wor, Duggan plays Nelly Bligh we 

ae — pr ha Senedh it excellently, : 

gi but singing is not herstrong pup savoy.—Law! 
point, I might even call it her weak point, without — 
much deviation from the paths of rectitude and veracity, only I m too 
polite to really do so. Miss Snyder is adorable when she is singing, 
very American when she is speaking, and too much given to Nautch 
Girl like jerks and posturings when she is doing both. Indeed, as far 
as she and the ballet ladies are concerned, the trail of The Nautch 
Girl is over them all. They seem to take a curious and inexplicable 
pleasure in gently swaying from the waist, and fold themselves back- 
wards with great pride and apparent satisfaction. 







‘ 





THE two scenes, the Village Green and the Vicarage Grounds, are 
very beautiful, and the dressing—from designs by Mr. Percy Anderson 
—particularly tasteful. Everybody was called before the curtain and 
a healthy and lengthy run seems in store for Zhe Vicar. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. Wyndham was to have given the audience 
at the Criterion Vourteen Days last (Tuesday) evening—without the 
option of a fine, I wonder? (programmes and cloak rooms free)? A 
new comedy is to follow after Fourteen Days—in a month or two, 
probably.—The last nights of Forgiveness 
are announced, so now for Oscar Wilde’s 
play, A Good Woman.—Professor Herko- 
mer has been giving a very interesting 
lecture on “ The Stage” (I’ve only read it). 
Some of his ideas have already been put to 
the test of experience, and, alas! found 
wanting; and it strikes me that most of 























the others, if similarly 
tested, would share the 
same fate, although 
their humorous aspect 
might make them 
popular for awhile. 
The lecturer remarks 
that he might some 
day write a hand-book 
on scenic art, but is 
saddened by the re- 
flection that he must then know too much. With all respect to the 
enthusiastic Professor, maybe he has in these matters arrived at that 
consummation already !|—A Tighland Legacy was duly produced at 
the Court last week, and duly received with appreciative ee. 
NESTOR. 
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THE SAVOY.—THE TRAIL OF The Nautch Girl 18 
OVER THEM ALL. 
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COACH-ING HIM. 

Lottie Luvly, Principal Boy of the leading provincial pantos., to 
her husband, the Hon, O. L. D. Josser.—‘ 1 wish, love, you wouldn’t 
ilirt so with the other girls, not that I’m very jealous, but you should 
have some regard for their feelings. By-the-by, what about that new 
brougham, darling ?” 








A Warning to Valentine Poets. 
I1.—The Screed submitted to MR. Fun. 


ON Valentine’s Day, on Valentine’s Day, 
At 8 A.M. of the clock, 
Will a legion of London’s fair maids display 
Deep feelings of bliss in a jovial way, 
And the hearts of gay gallants grow still more gay, 
At the sound of the postman’s knock ! 
For, though many traditions of days of yore 
Have skedaddled from Earth, to return no more, 
And though Valentine joys are at length opined 
To be worthy of none save the childish mind, 
Yet lovers do still— 
And eternally will— 
To the old fashioned custom delightedly cleave, 
And their love tokens post on St. Valentine’s Eve. 
So gallants and maids, on Valentine’s Day, 
Expecting good gifts, will flock 
To their several doors in an eager way 
At the sound of the postman’s knock ! 


On Valentine’s Day, on Valentine's Day, 
At 8 A.M. of the clock, 
Many people in London will cusswords say 
And, amidst their ire, on their cheeks display 
indisputable signs of profound dismay, 
At the sound of the postman’s knock ! 
For scoundrels in London there be who prey 
On their fellow men cunningly, day by day ; 
And their victims, though pluckless to carp, or frown, 
Or kick, at the villains who grind them down, 
Yet yearly do still— 
And eternally will— 








Their feelings of hate for the grinders relieve 
In the old fashioned way on St. Valentine's Eve. 
So tyrants and knaves, on Valentine’s Day, 
Will receive an electric shock 
When they’ve crawled to their doors inashamefaced way, 
At the sound of the postman’s knock ! 


II,—MRr. FunN’s opinion of it. 
So loud with laughter old Fun did roar 
That he stopped his sanctum clock, 
When that screed about Valentine looked he o’er ; 
For the song was in stanzas twenty-and-four, 
And each stanza the self-same burden bore— 
* At the sound of the postman’s knock !”’ 


Then the idiot bard who had penned that lay 
He began to revile and mock : 
“ You drivelling dotard, go ’way! go ’way! 
And take a look at your Almanack, pray ! 
Since—in '92—St. Valentine’s Day 
Will fall on a Sabbath, come say, come say 
How Londoners’ hearts can grow glad and gay, 
Or gloomy and grieved, on St. Valentine’s Day, 
AT THE SOUND OF THE POSTMAN’S KNOCK!” 








Free Education. 

Bill Stumps (aged 7).—“ Where are you going, Gertie?” 

Gertie Girton (aged 8).—*“ William, I have been taught to consider 
it infra dignitatem to answer a question couched in ungrammatica] 
language. If you care to ask me whither I am going, I shall be happy 
to tell you!”’ 


Keptomania, 


A RECENT fashion article says that “ ladies’ hands cannot be care- 
fully enough kept.” Experience shows us that the only ladies who 
ever “ keep” their hands at all are those who haven’t been pressed by 
any desirable young fellow to give them away in marriage ! 
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WHAT IT WILL COME TO. 

“Ere y’ar, sir! Speshul! Latest scandal an’ divorce perceedin’s ! 
Orful discloshers—all for a tanner!” 

“What! Sixpence for a halfpenny paper? Shameful! It’s a most 
flagrant attempt at robbery !”’ 

“Garn! ‘Ow about the perlice? Ain’t I runnin’ the risk of bein’ 
lagged for sellin’ im moral littererchoor?” 
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Lady Clara.—“ You’vVE BEEN STAYING DOWN WITH THE DUKE, HAVEN’T YOU, CAPTAIN HIGHFLYER?” 
The Captain.—‘ NO SUCH LUCK! I’VE BEEN STAYING DOWN WITH THE INFLUENZA!” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE parliamentary forces are drawn up in battle array and stand 
surveying each other, grim with the conviction that they are on the eve 
of a battle to the death. The Grand Old Man back from the south of 
France in wonderful fighting trim, an old parliamentary hand full of 
trumps and up toal! kinds of knowing tricks. The other side are greatly 
weakened. First, by the loss of their late leader in the Commons; 
secondly, by the translation of Hartington to the Lords, where he will 
be simply an “ extinct volcano,” for in the great political questions of 
the present time the Lords don’t count; thirdly, by the death of Mr. 
Parnell, which has to a great extent closed up the split in the Irish 
ranks, or at all events weakened the influence of the anti-Justinians. 

A gloomy réunion, the opening of this Session of Parliament, The 
air is heavy with memories of the 
dead and gone. Never, perhaps, in 
times of peace has there been a 
more mournful gathering. 

What will the coming Session 
bring forth? That is the question 

of the hour. What has the new 
Leader of the House got up his 
sleeve in the way of Irish Local 
Government? Is he going one 
better than either Gladstone, 
McCarthy, or even Redmond at the 
game of parliamentary poker ? 

What shape will the new idea of 
ona for old age take? Will it th 

thought—perhaps talked over— v 
and then consigned to the limbo of 
political themes until such time 
a8 some party shall want a rallying 
cry? 

It is to be hoped that the pro- 
tracted Labour Commission will be 





NO ROOM HERE, JOE; BETTER TRY OVER THE WAY.” 


more fruitful of results than Commissions generally, and that its out- 
come will not be merely one of those blue, but seldom read, books.’ 

Let us hope that the present Session will do something to render 
some of our existing laws understandable of the people, even if it 
passes few new ones, ¢.g., the laws relating to public meetings, copy- 
right, patents, trade marks and others too numerous to mention. 

At the Cabinet Council held on Thursday, the Queen’s Speech (’) 
which will be before the country about the same time as this number, 
most probably received its final touches, and conclusions were arrived 
at as to what attitude the Government would pose in when the doors 
of Parliament were thrown open. 

On Friday night the first of the great series of Liberal demonstra- 
tions in London was held at the Crown Baths at Kennington Oval. 
This “ Great Series” is expected to 
have a powerful effect upon the 
electorate in the not very dis- 
tant General Election scramble by 
pointing the way that they should 
go, and turning the heads of the 
undecided to the wisdom of those 
who know best. 

The ring is staked, the comba- 
tants are ready—so now look out 
for the fighting. 
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IF all roads lead to Rome, then 
Rome must be the Colossus of 
Rhodes, 








HE sang Pinsuti’s Last Watch, 
and someone said Waterbury pretty 
song. 


DANCING EyEs :—Hoptics. 
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(1). There was once a good, but simple girl, who was rather more 
than awfully mashed cn stage plays and acting. (2). And who 
from certain misguided applause received during a more than usually 
deadly performance of Ophelia, considered herself something of a 
sparkling genius. (3). There was likewise a remarkably honest 
agent who, hearing of this good girl’s perplexity, not unconnected 
with the fact of a small quarterly income, took exquisite pains in 
training her genius in the particular groove in which it was allowed 
it ought to shine. (4). So this good man introduced the good girl 
to his spouse, who taught elocution, and had an ancient Lady Mac- 















beth air about her. (5). And to his talented daughter, who in- 
structed the budding genius in deportment and a course of step 
dancing. (6). And the extras in the way of books were something 
fearful and wonderful to behold, (7). And the money went tumb- 
ling out like anything. (8). But reward came. In due time the 
good girl was introduced to a real live manager. (9). And, it being 
a pretty busy time, obtained an important engagement with an appro- 
priate salary. 
[ We are still waiting to see the genius’ name 
announced on the bills, 
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A CHANCE REMARK, 
Tommy Touchdown.—* Come along; let’s spin up for kick off! 
Mine’s a head!” 
Mat Maulingoal.—* Is it? 
wood, Tommy ! ” 
[And then the Beestripes growled at the rough game the Waspbar 
Captain played after Maulingoal had gone off in the ambulance! 


I always thought it was a chump of 





FUN-DE-SIECLH FAROES, 
Or, THE LATEST LAND-RAT-IFICATION., 
(A Truly Rural Try-on—in severa! unwarrantable Acts.) 


Time—mpccoxcr., ACT I. ScENE—A Common (but not garden) 
tract of Land, Stocks #.U.£. A few geese holding a Demonstration on 
the Right of Public Hissing, t., Two Ducks and a half on pond B.C. 
the two (parents) teaching the half (offspring) to imitate the Beck- 
withs, A Village Porker rolls contemplatingly in mud near pond ; 
the OLDEST INHABITANT discovered resting on seat, under finger- 
post, Several of the YOUNGEST INHABITANTS playing cricket, I- 
spy-I, and other unlawful games. The SUN gradually slopes smil- 
ingly Westward, to appropriate music, 

OLDEST INHABITANT. Ay, ay, goo an! goo an! 
zame whan I wuz thee aige ! 

THE YOUNGEST INHABITANTS (with insane glee). Goo ut, maites ! 
toon, lad! roon! Keck ’un af he wunt drop barl! Eaut? naw, 
‘twusn’t, Heaw’s that, Oompy-er? Laig afure weckut! etc., etc. 

THE Ducks. Quack, qua-a-ack ! 

THE PORKER. Groont, groont ! 

Manorial music, Enter the LOCAL SQUIRE and ia multitude of 

RETAINERS, 

SQUIRE (loeking around), This seems a fine common, 
I not grab it? 

RETAINERS (grovelling). Why not. indeed, master ? 

SQUIRE, It shall beso! Am I not the Baronet from “the Hall,” 
and is not my will law? 

FIRST RETAINER. Ay, marry. Crowner's ‘quest law. 

SQUIRE. Then I command ye, clear off these commoners—both the 
so-called human and the others—and fence me round this fair tract of 
land, It likes me well; I will call it after my name. 

| RETAINERS do as bid, The OLDEST INHABITANT mumbles 
defiantly, The YOUNGEST INHABITANTS howl, 

RETAINERS. An't please you, O Squire, the populace object. 

SQUIRE. Put the centenarian in yonder stocks! Plunge the young- 
tters in yon pond, 

[These orders are promptly obeyed ; then they fence the 
Common in, 

SQUIRE. 'Tis well. And now erect this board, which says, ‘ TRES- 
PASSERS WILL BE HANGED, DRAWN AND QUARTERED WITH THE 
Utmost RIGOUR OF THE Law.” [ Tableau. 

ACT Il. SceNnE—A Public Pathway leading to River's Brink. 
Two PEDESTRIANS trudging wearily along. 

FIRST PEDESTRIAN, Ah, neebur, this be a blassing, this be, this 
zame shoart cut aff of towpath up to veelds yon. 


Gi’ it’un! Idid 


Why should 








SECOND PEDESTRIAN. Varry trew, Maister Maashtoob; it saive 
ower ould laigs a bit. But whaat be comin’ yander? 
First PED. (scanning the horizon). Ai doan’t see not nowt, 


Enter suddenly ARISTOCRATIC GRABBER with ARMED 
RETINUE. 

THE A. G. (to Retinue). This is a pleasant path! Ay, and a pic- 
turesque, to boot. I will annex it. (Annewes it R. and L., C., B.C, 
L. C., ete.) 

First PED. (to Retinue). Savin’ your hon'rable wushupses marciful 
pardon, but this ’ere be a pubberlic right o’ way, this be. 

SECOND PED. Ay, it be, sure-ly! 

THE A.G. (purple with rage). Rebellion! and from mere hinds! 
String them up to the nearest tree. 

FIRST AND SECOND PED. But, sure-ly——(They are strung up), 

THE ARISTOCRATIC GRABBER. "Tis well! Thus perish all who 
dare interfere with the Summary Seizure of Land. (Zo Letinue.) 
Affix these boards to certain of the surrounding trees—‘ This is a 
Private Road. There is No Thoroughfare. All Infringement of ¥ 
Copyright will be Punished by the Gibbet!” (Zhe boards are nailed mon 
up.) There! And now, on to the river’s brink! (They on.) 3 

ACT III. ScENE—The Marge of the Stream. Boats on business 
and p'casure bent. Punts here and there, containing ANGLERS, 
accompanied by appropriate refreshment, ANGLERS dotty—that is, 
dotted—here and there on bank, but otherwise perfectly harmless, A 
Riverside Inn at a convenient corner. Some boats tied up; river's 
tide dittv. General peace and joy. 

Enter suddenly the GRABBER GHOUL and his GANG (as before), 

THE G.G. Aha! what do I see before me? Ariver? And people 
daring to use it for businessiand pleasure! Boating! By my halidome ! 

And fishing, forsooth! I grab this stream! (Does so.) 
ANGLERS, BOATERS, PLEASURE SEEKERS, etc. But, sir! 
THE G. G. But me no buts! sir me no sirs! This river, these 

banks, yea, this very towpath do I seize! Yea, twinkle, twinkle, 

Star orno Star! As for these interlopers—(indicating the BOATERS, 

ANGLERS, etc.)—pitch them into the stream. 

[ His gang rush forward to obey his behest. 


Startling music. Suddenly appear on the Stream the good Ship 
“Common Sense” (Captain FUN). 

CAPTAIN Fun, Avast! Belay there! Grabbers ahoy! (The 
GRABBER and his GANG shrink back in affright.) Your little game 
is 'about up! Your little doom is about sealed! Your Land and 
Water Grabbing shall yet be foiled by Captain FUN and his right 
good crew—the BRITISH PUBLIC! 

THE BRITISH PUBLIC. Hooray! 

Tableau—F UN, THE GOOD FAIRY, TRIUMPHANT; OR, THE GRABBER 
GRABBED ! 








ee FS eee 





Curtain at Discretion. 




















UNDENIABLE PROOF. 


Regular Diner.—*1 say, waiter, this cod isn’t at all up to what I 
had here last week.” 


Wait r,— Really, sir, I think you must be mistook, for I can assure 
you it's a cut off the very same fish\” 
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Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets Up to Date. 

{Mr. Gladstone has found his visit to Biarritz a 
favourable opportunity of entering upon another new 
study, namely, that of Basque literature and history! 
His friend, the other G.O.M., Mr. FUN, is therefore 
about to send Mr. G. the following ditty for his domes- 
tic use.] 

I’m engaged in another new study 

Out here where I’ve had a good time— 
Out here where my cheek has grown ruddy— 

Now I’m in a less changeable clime. 

You know, when I have any leisure 

From my urgent political task, 

In studies occult I take pleasure— 
Such as delving in Homer’s rich treasure ; 
But now, lo! I add to my measure 
A series of lessons in Basque ! 
Refrain, 
Yes, your own G.O.M. 
(Whom many condemn) 
Is at study a gem, 
And has many a task, 
He’s at languages quick, 
And at “ China” he’s thick, 
He’s great on theology 
And ev'ry ’ology ! 
And in Political 
Themes—analytical, 
Not to say critical, 
Even Levitical. 
And to his store 
He daily adds more 
To fill up learning’s cask. 
And that’s why you read 
That in case of a need 
Your own Will 
(Learning still) 
Is now studying Basque ! 
‘Tis a glorious study this Basque-ing 
In literature of old Spain, 
And not long is Mystery masking 

The knowledge J wish to attain. 

But don’t let our dear, friends, the Tories, 

Think Z shall not be up to my task ; 

1’m ready for the?riwhims and stories, 
And am likely to soon damp their “ glories” — 
For your William still well to the fore is, 
Although he’s now basking in Basque ! 
Refrain. 
Though your own G,O.M. 
Is at study a gem, 
He is equal to them, 
And will tear off their mask ! 
Though at languages quick, etc., ete. 
[ Continue, ad lib. 








Odds and Ends. 


WE thought flogging was abolished in the 
Navy; didn’t you? Well, how is we are 
always reading about sailors being lashed to 
the mast ? 


THE mother of the canine race—Dog-ma. 
The mother of the asinine race — Ass-ma, 
The mother of the hat-maker—Ma-hat-ma, 


THE reason it is against the law for the 


king of birds to be sick, is because it is ill- 


eagle, 


THE ensign who ran away from the fight 
with the regimental flag clasped tightly in 
his hand certainly came off with flying 
colours ! 


NEW Verb added to English Language 
since the Establishment of Venice at Olympia : 
— To Gondole.” 


“THE American Bisons and Bisonesses at 
present only number 1,696.” Who made it 
his bisoness to count them ? 











‘ 














9 | LE |] 
ivT* icHT « i ————— i 
with AL a } 


























= | 
a | ! 
EPRCY | 


cc | 4! 





(Rats’ heads are hardly the ideal ornament for a 
pretty woman. Yet it appears that they are common 
enough on muffs, boas and hats this winter.—“ 1 AND 
Z,” in The Globe.) 

Be 
HIGH rose my lady’s hair with sudden awe, 
Low dropped with wild affright my lady's 
jaw : 
What pen, though scaring sketches skilled to 
draw, ; 
Could form the fearsome form my lady saw ! 


Upon my lady’s vision fierce had dashed 

An imp! a fiend! a ghoul! a brute that 
lashed 

A dragon’s tail, and vicious molars gnashed, 

While from its eyes Avernian lightnings 
flashed ! 


My lady’s startled heart went pit-a-pat : 

My lady on the floor fell, fainting, flat : 

And yet the Shape that in her presence sat, 

Thrice magnified by fear, was but—a harm- 
less Rat! 


(6) “A Baricut ipea | Hil 
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II, 
High rose my lady’s voice with words of 
praise, 
Low sighs my lady sighed of rapt amaze : 
What Muse, though wont wild eulogies to 
raise, 
Could sing the sight that met my lady’s gaze? 
A poor dead creature’s head ! a head so fair, 
So sleek, so smooth, so sweet beyond compare, 
That had the creature’s other parts been there 
And living, she had loved that creature rare! 


My lady’s heart had once gone pit-a-pat 

When at her side a poor Mus Major sat: 

And now she wist not, as she bought her hat, 

That on her head she'd wear the head of that 
same Rat! 








Oure-i-ous. 

Inquiring Youth.—*“ What is the difference, 
apa, between a Doctor of Medicine and a 
octor of Divinity ?” 

Papa.—“ One, my son, is engaged in the 

cure of bodies, and the other the cure of souls.” 
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PEAS 


APPORTIONING THE BLAME. 

ITilda,—“ Did you see Charlie Dashwood drive off with that nasty 
little Symperson girl?” 

Georgic.— Yes; and he told me only half an hour ago that he'd 
have been delighted to see me home, only you'd bored him into pro- 
mising to take you.” 

Hlilda,—“ Why, he said just the same to me about you !’ 

Georgic.—* There 1 always did detest that Lottie Symperson ?” 
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New Leaves. 


AFTER feasting on the fine fiction in Longman’s, we taste its “ Desert 
Fruit,” admire its “After Waterloo” and its “One, Two, Three.”— 
We open The English Illustrated and find a portrait of Mr. Arthur 
Balfour, and some laudatory remarks. Mr. Henry James begins the 
story, “ Nona Vincent,” There is a “ Description of the London and 


a\ 


North West Railway Locomotive Works at Crewe,” some remarks 
about Mrs. Humphry Ward, “ Pianos,” “ Mosques,” and “A Girl of 
the Period.”—We cannot tell all the fine and captivating things in 
St. Nicholas (good St. Nicholas); you will see them yourselves, but 
don't miss or skip “ Crooked Dick,” “The Little Man ‘in the 

tra,” or “A Year with Dolly.”"—The numerous serials of the | 
Tract Society are about as good as they can make them—near 
les?,—Almost any other subject in The Welsh Rericow is preferable to 
“The Sin of Ananias and Sapphira.”"—There is no lack of what is 
good and usefal in Jiewsehold Words.—As a guide to stamp collectors 
Bric-a-B rv is safe and sure. They should get it and stick to it— 
The National Union of Teachers have put forth a amphiet to show 
how they are subject to “compulsory extraneous vaties ” as a duty 
they owe to themselves—In Part Il. of his “Gipsy Children,” Mr. 
George Smith, of Coalville, explains the efforts (humane, strenuous. 
sympathetic, self-sacrificing and noble efforts thev are. too) he is 
making to benefit, if not regenerate, the neglected nomads. 
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A Difficult Feat. 
THE other day. a little blue eyed three-year-older was taken out for 
ber first walk after an attack of influenza. After a little. she looked 
Up appeaiing.y, and exclaimed, “Ob. mamma! 


‘ : I've got such a head- 
ACHC in mY eet 














TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE Eprror oF “FuN.” 


Srr,—Here we are, I may remark, once more agog for Kempton 
Park! And isn’t it delightful fun to think the season has begun? 
I’m sure I scarcely need explain I'm feeling half as young again as— 
as I did a month ago (which my exalted spirits show). It makes me 







laugh aloud and sing to feel that we're approaching spring ; and when a 
I think that winter’s done, I’m nearly cranky, Mr. FUN, and fling my = 
hat into the air and dance a jig in Eaton Square, and turn a somer- w 
sault or two, exclaiming, “ Cock-a-doodle-do!” It’s childish, I am 


quite aware, and makes a lot of people stare—they do not understand 
—I think that they attribute it to drink!—but poor, indeed, says 
Wisdom's voice, are hearts that never «ill rejoice ; and when my feel- 
ings overflow, to put it straight, I let em know. But let _us call a 
truce to joy and get us to the horses, boy; and here’s what I've to say, 
old chap, about 
THE HURDLE HANDICAP. 
WHEN Nature and the Fates combine to form the mettled racer, 
With gentle touch we handle it, with loving eyes we con it, 
And, dreaming of success and wealth (though courting, p’r’aps, a facer), 
How eagerly we try to get our “little bit” upon it! 
Now Kempton’s Hurdle Handicap affords enough excuses 
(The entries are voluminous, in spite of “ declaration "), 
For putting “noble animals’ to ordinary uses 
Of giving odds and taking odds (they call it “speculation ’’). 


Benburb at twelve-stone-nine is not so tempting as he might be, 
Though, taken on his merits, he is best described as “ stunning ” 

And, though The Tyke is smart enough, I think he cannot quite be 
Described with strict veracity as being in the running. 

There's Origen, a goodly horse and rather lightly weighted 
(Though scarcely of the quality of circles that are inner), 

And William (called the Silent), but it may as well be stated 
That “one of Cannon’s lot” is pretty sure to be the winner. 


Well, there’s your little tip, my lad, and (on the whole) it’s not so bad ; 
and I may tell you, Mr. Fun, I mean to go and see it run. I’ve made 
arrangements for the day—to take my little pony “shay,” with furs, 
and lunch beneath the seat, and wine and smokes and all complete. 
I'm also taking (p'r’aps it’s rash) along with me a little mash. She is 
the best of little pets, and bets and gets my cigarettes ; she’s fit and 
fetching, far from plain, about nineteen and rather vain; a pleasant 
lunch she calls “ good biz.,”° and has a tender love for “ fizz.” At such 
a time all care one shelves—I think we shall enjoy ourselves. Suppose 
you make a third, old cuss? Yours alwaysly, 
TROPHONIUS. 








RIGHT AND LEFT. 7 
Aiir.—* Oh, porter—am I right for the 3.15?” 
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THE BITER BIT, A VALENTINE’S DAY ROMANCE. 
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(1). “Hah!” thought Mugley, as he surveyed his friend Mashing- 
ton, with whom he shared his diggings, on the eve of the 14th, 
‘ Thinks he'll get all the pretty ones, as usual, I’ll bet! but he won't 
if I can prevent him.” (2). Next day he kept a sharp look out for 
the postman. “Ah! here he comes at last. A ‘penny ugly one’ for 
me, ofcourse!” (3). “ The letters, sir,he, he!” “ Allright, put them 
down.” (4). “ Now for a little careful manipulation with the aid 
of steam power.” (5). “ And now, Mashington, my boy, you shall 
have my ‘penny ugly one,’ which I have~not even looked at, and I 
will have ‘your pretty one.’ Fair exchange is no robbery. There, 
































there 
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the deed is done!” (6). “ Hullo! what’s this? Only his tailor’s 
bill, after all. Gad! I might have left him this. Hark! here he 
comes. Now for some fun. It'll be as good as a play to watch his 
face when he gets his ‘ ugly one.’” (7). “ Only one letter for you, 
old chap! There it is. Some love-sick damsel, I suppose.” (8). 
Mashington. “Hooray! thzt’s something like a valentine! Some- 
one’s sent me a tenner, without a word, as a little surprise. Hip, hip, 
hoo——come and have a drink, old chap.” Then Mugley realized 
that he had been rather too clever by half. 








What We may Expect to Hear in the Future, 
ScENE—Aing’s Road, Brighton. 

Visitor (exrcitedly).—“ Look! look! there’s a lady in the water! 
Quick, my man! Why don’t you go to her assistance? Surely you 
can swim! You are a boatman.” 

Longshoreman Billy.—“ Yes, marm; but yer forgets Z’m only a 
Brighton boatman.” 


Monkey Brand. 
Sir THOMAS Beooks’ address of thanks, deep gratitude, indebted- 
ness, for not having been elected, is known among the electors of the 
Rossendale Division as Brooks’ (soft) Soap! 





It is no use for a handsome actor to try to smooth his artistic 
career with a pro-file. 








GH To COORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay /or Contributions, Inno case will they be returned unies: 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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THE BEST WAY IS TO SLANDER VALENTINE. 
Views PP th gli ) ‘Oh, dear! How provoking! They're quite two sizes too 
smaiil ! 
Miss Avene (she t] ht she should har iplim 


had them).—“ Meant for a compliment, dear. J 
| 


shouldn’t wonder. He knew you could get the inged, and I dare say he felt nervous about 
sending your proper size—it might seem insulting, you know!” 


A Humble Petition. 
PRESENTED ON ST. VALENTINE HIS Eye. 
AH, ladye, at thy feet, pardie, 
I loute me like a slave. 7 
For here upon my bended knee, 
I have a boon to crave ; 
I have a boon to crave, ladye 
(So that I have thy grace) 
Shall wrathen thee and raise, maybe, 
The blushes to thy face. 
And, sooth to say, this boon of mine 
Concerneth good St. Valentine. 
sut that I have thy grace, ladye, 
To win this boon of mine, 
Good heart I’ll lack for minstrelsie, 
And stomach, eke, to dine : 
And stomach, eke, to dine, pardie ! 
If thou do me despite, 
Full small my glee by day will be, 
And scant my rest at night. 
So, ladye, grant this boon of mine 
Ah! do not be my Valentine! 


_— 
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Upon some other wight, pardie, 
I pray your choice may fall, 

For, soothly, it is plain to see 
Thou’rt not my style at all; 


7 


hou'rt not my style at all, ladye. : 
For, coldly beams thine eye, 
Uncomely be thy face to me- 


Thy figure all awry, 
So let thy scorn algate Le min 
And do not be my Valentine. 
Thou art not nobly born, ladye. é 
Thou has no subtle wit, 
Thou hast no gold nor land in fve 
Ne hopes of getten it ; 
Ne hopes of getten it, pardie ! 
And curst thy temper, too 
(Thy rages be a sight to see!) 
Thou art a dedly schrewe. 
So, pr’ythee, grant this boon of m 
And dv NOT be my Valentine ! 





The Valentine Epidemic. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
THO’ the time has passed when Beauty bright 
My heart’s chain wove 
Altogether, till I dreamed all night 
Of love, still love; 
The fourteenth day 
Of Feb-ru-a- 
Ry yet claims my esteem 
For impressing on this world of strife 
A pleasing theme. 
While commingiing the stern facts of life 
With Love’s young dream. 
Oh, the Valentine is ne'er forgot 
When age creeps on, 
But its memory still haunts the spot 
Whence youth has gone: 
It still display 
In sundry ways, 
A messacry 
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And although it may not always tel] 


Of Love’s young dream, 
It can shed a ray—and just as well— 
On Life’s dull stream. 











BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED 
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NO _CHEMICALS USED. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Téulonising the MEGErs. 
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Ca nag coal For luck 





"Paling vata ns 


Aetj, es under 5¢ yere provocation. 


(1) Such a Tyrolean snowfall in this Era, (5) Lo! Sullivan, at times in the “Ring” a “stayer,” 
Rather damps the merry native’s Tyrol-ira ! Is poet, as well as pugilist and: player ! 
(2) This Teutonizing Negros (which is chronic) (6) To tell one he’s but fit to mend the road with 
Is medicine that, mayhap, is too-too tonic, Is a strong enough ex pression just to go vad witb, 
(3 ) For claiming a 8ea Capta 1in as relation. (7 ) A 1 youthfu | burg] ar—yea, a pro ud your g polter— 
This tar was pitched into a local “ station.” Was caug rht whil le hiding where he didn’t orter. 
(4) These Jacol oe Stu-artl ess ve neratio n, (8) Although he carried coal for “ luck,’ this carrier 
Suggests a kind of mental Ab ation ! Is, for watch stealing, now in gaol a tarrier. 
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SLASHBS AND PUFFS. 
€.%e —“ WHOEVER can Bl 
‘ ais > Syd Susan aa we have 


said to ourselves over and 
over again (and when I say 
“ we,” I mean it in a strictly 
journalistivickian sense, 
“What Susan,” we have 
further observed to the 
same person—“ What 
Susan—be she Blue Ey’d, 
Grey Ey'd, Brown Ey’d, 
Green Ey’d or Boss Ey’d 
—can ever hope to compete 













THE PRINCE OF WALES'’S.— THE 
SKIPPER. 


in our affections with the one 
and only Black Ey’d lady of 
that ilk? Whether in her 
original form or that given to 
her by the rollicking bur- 
lerque writer (whose other 
name is F. CC, Burnand, 
Keq.).” What was our 
(chastened) delight, then, to 
recognize in the Blue Ey'd young person none other than the love of 
our babyhood and adolescence with her eyes somewhat lightened in 
tint. It is a satisfaction to be able to record that, although her eyes 
have now been black and blue, there is as yet no indication of any 
green in them, 





A SMACK ON THE COAST OF DEAL. 


Blue Ey'd Susan is neither individually (as a character) nor 
collectively (as a play) either the well regulated and nicely spoken 
young person of the drama or the wild spirited creature of the 
burlesque. She is a little of both—a sort of (more or less) judicious 
blend, The blend has scarcely blended sufficiently yet — wants 
mellowing and rendering down to the ex- 
Wf) tent of about a quarter of its bulk. Then, 
Wj, with a little low comedy spicing, it should 

Py Li Y 4, make a palatable concoction enough ! 
) i y Yi, The music is bright, melodious and full of 
ig * Yi . 
fil ~~ s% variety (and old friends!), the scenery 
yy KC im yw Yj / 







first-rate—the first a little cold and 
ar Yj. “crowded,” perhaps, though the “real 
hh - Oh yy / breeze’’ that flutters the Union Jack isa 
i AL. / great compensation, and worth all the 

>, w/ y money ; the second scene is a triumph (I 


tf / 


Ur ¥ Zan wonder—as a matter of curiosity—whether 
POL it isn’t founded on a scene which belonged 
4 Jf | to The Planter?). The dresses, too (con- 






sisting principally of uni- 
forms), are magnificent 
and effective (though 
making no great demands 
upon the invention of the 
designer) and have been 
turned out in excellent 
style by Alias and others, 
Mk. ARTHUR ROBERTS 
was not so funny on the 
first night as he is going to 
be, but he made us all die 
of laughing all the same, v4 
He really is so ridiculous, Tax PRINCE oF 
THE PRINCE or Wa.es's. YOu know! Weall know WALES's-- 
—A Navricat Moncrav. his rollicking fun and tee — 

. readiness in turning even ~  S 
stage accidents to account ( pace one which occurred on this occasion) ; 
but there was something clever in a much higher way in the way he 











‘“ ith temptation ” in a soliloquy which (if I mistake not) 
selene ‘eal to the late Douglas Jerrold, Esq.—so, alas! in the 
whirligig of time does the pathos of our 
5 forefathers become the bantering humour 
of their degenerate sons! Susan, in the 
person of Miss Nellie Stewart, a curious 
reminder of Miss Eastlake, was a little 
over-sprightly, perbaps, and a little under. 
tuneful (both the possible effects of a 
natural nervousness), but she certainly 
has “good gifts.” Miss Marian Burton is 
William. There is nothing “ half-and- 
half” about her singing, nor is her acting 
exactly small beer, but the latter is not 
altogether quite so brisk as it should be, 
Miss Grace Pedley is the sweetest of May- 
flowers, while Gnatbrain, as a gardener, 
may well be excused the desire to pluck, 
Gnatbrain, by-the-way, as played by Mr, 
Chauncey Olcott, is quite an exhilarating 
refreshment from the free, unaffected 
method of his singing—his voice is good, 
2 i: od Sigg too. Mr. Arthur Williams has little to do, 
ss. UGA HO ut he puts his mark upon the little that 
me aie cs, a scout him, Miss Katie Seymour in- 
dulges, for once, in a smart hornpipe—it 
is for more than once, by-the-way, for it isn’t constituted so as to 
escape an encore, and doesn’t—and rattlingly well done it is, too. Mr, 
Willie Warde, who has arranged all the dancing, bears a share in this 
well, too. Miss Katie 
Barry’s cheery smart- 
ness as a middy should 
not, and is not likely 
to be, overlooked. 





Mr. ABUD has 
commenced his mana- 
gerial career with a 
healthy spirit, which 
ought to carry him 
rightalong. The piece 
has been “put on” 
with a happy mingling 
of lavish complete- 
ness and good taste, 
and the capture of Mr. 
Hugh Moss as stage 
manager was a master 
stroke! There is 
always something 
particularly notice- 
able in Mr. Moss’s — 
work, and the details Tuk PRINcE OF WALES'S. —(HORN)PIPING TIMES. 
of this production— . 
especially on board the Dauntless —will bear a lot of study, down to 
the demeanour of the sentries and sailors on and off duty, and such 
slight things, as all strangers to the ship being duly provided with 
“ permits,” which they show as they come aboard. The play, I should 
perhaps remark, is by Messrs. George R. Sims and Henry Pettitt. 





ODS AND WINKS.—A correspondent, 
upon whom I place the utmost reliance, 
sends me the following. When I say I 
place the utmost reliance upon him, I 
mean I know the piece he mentions 
must have been produced, because his 
inventive capacity is not equal to the 
concoction of such a thing. For the 
rest — well, this is what he says :— 
“George Thorne and F. Grove Palmer 
have written a genuinely funny panto- 
mime in Mother Goose, which Miss 

Thorne produced at the Public Hall, Croydon. The principal char- 

acter is ‘ Nonentity.’ Oddly enough, Mr, Pawle managed to make 

something out of it. The stage manager, Mr. Edgar Smart, deserved 
and received hearty applause for his clever impersonation of Macaire 
in dumb show. It was a powerful performance.”—By the Sea at the 

Empire has reached a “second edition, enlarged and improved.” This 

gay production, in which all sorts of persons are seen “doing their 

trips” at Margate—Signorina Bettina de Sortis (in a beautiful short 
skirted tourist suit, I suppose it is) obliges with the most ravishing 
trips of all—has decidedly “ come to stay.”—To-morrow (Wednesday) 





evening, Mr. Geo. Schneider gives his Annual Concert at the Brixton 


Hall, Acre Lane, NESTOR. 
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CHURCH ». STAGE. 
“How is it we so seldom see you at church on Sunday evenings, 
Mr. Buskinsock ?” 
“* Well—er—fact is I usually attend the—er—matinée now.” 








The Converted Ghoul. 


[“ The grubbing that goes on among the belongings of dead celebrities.”— Globe.) _ 


I, 
SLOWLY he crawled in the midnight’s gloom, 
From floor to floor, and from room to room ; 
Crawled like a snake on his sinuous way, 
Till he reached the room where the dead man lay. 
Had he sought that chamber to drop a tear 
O’er the lifeless form of a comrade dear? 
Did he stand in the presence of cold King Death 
With a heart subdued, and with bated breath ? 
Was his spirit uplifted in speechless prayer 
For the peace of the soul of the dead man there? 
Nay, the presence of death was a farce to him, 
And his mission was ghoulish, and foul and grim. 
Scant time on the motionless face he gazed, 
But the motionless fingers he roughly raised, 
And such fingers he severed with penknife keen 
As were circled by circlets of glittering sheen. 
Then he went on his way, and his heart was calm, 
And his conscience untouched by the faintest qualm. 
Now, this impious deed, as described by FUN, 
In the kingdom of jolly John Bull was done. 
And, when John was informed in the course of time 
That the fiend who committed the heinous crime 
Had been captured at last, he arose well pleased, 
And, belying his look of good humour, seized 
A few hammers and hatchets, and staves and things : 
And “ The ghoul,” so he howled, “ who can rive the rings 
From a dead man’s hand, is too foul to die 
By a Christian death! Iwill lynch him, I!” 
And had not the hand of John Bull been stayed 
By the mightier laws that himself had made, 
He had punished the wretch in the public street, 
With the gruesomest doom that a wretch may meet ! 








II, 
Ten years passed on—’twas a weary while ! 
And the ghoul was freed from his durance vile, 
And his form was lean, and his health was wrecked. 
But his ravenous soul was uncurbed, anchecked, 
“ By sacrilege ever,” he hissed, “ throve I, 
And by sacrilege still I will live—or die. 
But I'll manage so neatly my impious game 
That John Bull will accord to me praise, not blame! ” 
Then slowly, slily, by night, by day, 
He crawled like a snake on his tortuous way : 
Crawled to the chamber of Death, and there 
Robbed not dead hands of the diamonds rare, 
But ravaged the shrine of the dead man’s heart, 
Tore from his bosom each once keen smart, 
Pilfered each heartbreak, and tear and sigh 
That had broken his rest in the days gone by ; 
Then the griefs of the life of the dead man sold, 
And diffused them afar for the greed of gold! 


Now, this impious deed, as described by Fun, 

In the kingdom of jolly John Bull was done. 

And John, when he heard of it, laughed with glee ; 
“This despoiler of dead men’s souls,” said he, 
‘Does a laudable work. Let me place him high 
In my heart’s esteem. Let me haste to buy 

All the dead man’s secrets. I ween that they 

Will beguile me an indolent hour away !"’ 








‘Actions Speak Louder.” 

Counsel.—* Will you tell the Jury, Mr. O'Hanlon, what the prisoner 
said to you?” 

Witness.—* Yer hanner, if wan o’ the djurymin will shtep over fore- 
ninst me from beyant there, it’s wid pleasure Oi’ll tell him that same.” 

Counsel.—* Come, no nonsense! Tell the Jury from where you are 
what the prisoner said.” 

Witness.—“ An’, faix, how can Oi, sor? The wretch only spuk to 
me wid his boot !” 





Self Condemned. 

Major Blut} —* Dear me, Miss Filbert! what an early bird you 

are! Really, I did not expect, in taking my morning ramble, to be 

caught by——” 

Miss Filbert.—“ Caught by an early bird,eh? Then you would 
have me infer that you are a worm?” 

[ And the Major begins to feel uncomfortably like one— 

that has been trampled on, 
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A SHORT RUN. 


. Friend.— Is the play a go?” . 
Dramatist (sadly).—" Yes ; but I had hoped it would be a stay! 







































































5 
. . 
at if 
PL we 

ne Feet 

We 
sd 

j RSE 5 Re 

bars a vie. 
it 

i gh>,.* #8 
ce i! es 

db A tagt 

fe fag 
Cai 
ow. ig 

§ 











FEBRUARY 17, 1892, 


$$ 





















A BASE 
=< ae 
= \ LAZZZLAA 
: ora ——_ 
, ——ao—, { a | 
TEFTH |} A ; 
BATRACTRD || 





























accovdin ly, 
bein 3 
+o loo r 
a vec br | 
ex periment 


FAG 


Hh . 
His st | | 


Sent 


resent 


INGRATE. 
MOLLY ge / 


os 
LSS 


























MM returne id os 
chuckled th a r a bil the peer Uy! asa with an ahble- “ : 
peruncher the den nh bes \ Ee ticve tn veered tramp m the agonres of toothache. ng ae Jnend |" 
— who psn iat 1s ‘ comes & on , gard Seruacher ot ee be gee you Sutter us! Come, and 
eeth fixed’ This new Nerve Killer’ of mine ll take it 7 ' . 
out of him, TU be bounds. Must try ib on Some of the de- eine tar at seg: GE a SS 






Servi oor first 
"Serugh! as 

| Lin half afraid 

its deadly.” 





“Head a lhe farther back! Thats wt 
Mouth a tHe wider open’ Hold hum taht“ M" 
Forceps T shall now proceed to drop one drop 
of the’ Nerve Kuler’ ute your tooth and you 

will mstantly {eal . 





your Pan free of charge.” —= ‘Se Se 





- "Great Scotr!! The ma 
up the whole show ! Of aul 


_ 











“See 
my loafer's bust : 4 
the ungrateful vaga bonds '! Well 


there! If this aut enough to Put charity out-of fashion al - 
together!" 





th a ee 





The Light that Failed. 
AND THE DARKNESS THAT SUCCEEDED, 
Being twoVery Familiar Experiences inthe Transition. 


( For whose existence here in print, MR. FUN'S poet is largely indebted to the lines of an 
esteemed legend.) 


STANDS he at the lighted portal of his club house in the West ; 
Hails the one remaining hansom prowling on its midnight quest, 


Cabman says he’s very sorry; atables near Southampton Row ; 
Horse been out since half-past seven ; cannot take him now to Bow. 


Not a word says poor McClubster—words are not at his command ; 
Gives he, though, an evil look, and shakes his clenched glovéd hand. 


Then he bravely staggers forward on his journey lone and far, 
And he thanks the stars above him that he’s brought a good cigar. 


Takes he now the weed, and puts it firmly, fondly "tween his lips ; 
Feels for matches in his pocket gently with his finger tips. 


Finds he but a single vesta; calls it such a wicked name ; 
Thrice he strikes it on his trousers ere it bursts into a flame, 


Oomes a cloud upon his glory ; comes a ruin on his might ; 
Comes, in fact, a gust of wind, which renders naught the only light! 





Silent, stricken, pale and rigid gazes he with glist’ning eye, 
Till his noble heart, nigh bursting, heaves a mournful, mournful sigh, 


And he hates the night wind's murmur and he hates the cab he hailed, 
And he grinds to nothing—crunches with his heel Zhe Light that Failed. 


II. 

They were sitting in the garden 
Near the old, old trysting tree, 

And her little brother Tommy 
Had conspired for a “ sprec.” 

He was standing close behind them, 
And a box was by his side, 

_ With the words “ Red Light ” upon it— 

And a match to this he ’pplied ! 


But the firework was faulty ; 
It was damp and would not burn ; 
And poor Tommy, disappointed, 
Walked away with disconcern. 
And the lovers went on sitting 
Till the stars in heaven paled.| 
Had they known what danger threatened, 
How they’d bless Zhe Light that Failed! 
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~~ 
AND THEY WERE HAPPY EVER AFTERWARDS. 
“ Ethel, I want us to go thro’ life together, dear. Won't you be my wife?” 
“Yes; but not for life—that’s so long, you know, and just think of the 
pleasure of a sensational divorce.” 








FUN-DE-SIEOLE FAROCES. 


OF. MUDDLES OF THE MOMENT. 
) (A Political Patchworkmanlike Hotch-Potch in Two Absurd Acts.) 


ACT I. Scene—Leavenshire House, situated in a Piccadillyt t . 
hood, W. LOONIUNISTS discovered in Council, JUKE — 


JUKE. Although (applause) I have recently been promo 
tively ee place—need I say that I altadé to the House ~s ae ae Fog 
tion)—yet, ‘lieve me, I will continue to do quite as much as I hare done before 
(“ Hear, hear, “ Encore,” etc., etc.) in the cause of Gliberal Looniunism! 
(Enthusiasm, shouts within, etc.). Therefore have I invited you to favour me b 
your presence to-day—for which many thanks (cries of “ No, no!” & Don't 
of" Moor,’ heart") y that A nd elect, in place of myself (murmurs 

, hear!” )a mniunist Le i Som 
paces, Ot ody Gieent ader in the House of Commons (a voice, 





JUKE (smiling under his coronet). It has been suggested 
that Sirenery Games should be offered this position of trust 
(“ Hear, hear!” “ Hooray!” ete.). But—I say but—Sir- 
enery has himself said that the only one fitted for this 
post is Mr. Joseph Noshameberlain, the Most Brilliant Coat 
Turner of modern times, and the most distinguished of the 
Retrogade—I mean Advanced—Section of the Gliberal 
Party (cries of “ Joe!” * No!” “Oh!” “ Boh!” “ Woh!” 
etc., etc.). 

JosEPH. Fellow Democrats—I mean Tories—I, as a true 
citizen—that is to say, aristocrat—gladly and rapidly (but, 
of course, with appropriate humility) accept the honour 
you have offered me, and I shall have much pleasure in 
accommodating my opinions to your needs, and (cries of 
“ Hip-hip-ocrisy,” “ For he’s a jolly good Seller,” etc. End 
of Act and of the JUKE). 


ACT II. Scene—The vault of the House of Commons, 
TimE—The Eve of the Session, 1892. The Lorp 
CHAMBERLAIN, YEOMEN OF THE GUARD, and other 
Retainers enter to music, “ Gunpowderotreasonoso,” 
and peer nervously around, 


THE L. C. (tremblingly) C-c-come, f-friends, it now falls 
to our duty to-to look and see if we can find the wicked 
Guy Fawkes or any of his descendants lurking in any odd 
corner hereabout ! 

OMNES. ’Tis most true, your lordship, and no error ! 

THE L.C. Ha! List!—what’s that? A noise! (All 
hold on to each other with deep intensity.) 

First YEOMAN. Belike ’tis a crowd i’ the road above, 
your lordship ! 

SECOND Y. ’Tis certainly not below, an’t please you. 

THE L. C. In that case let us on. (They on. Aside.) 
But, beshrew me, rather would I e’en face a whole army of 
infuriated playwrights whose works I had refused to license 
than I would pursue this search for Gunpowdery Plotters. 
Ha! that noise again ! 

SEVERAL YEOMEN (guardedly). It certainly does seem 
above. 

OTHERS. Two ducats to one it 7s above ! 

THE L.C. Done! anddone! Letuse’enexplore. (They 
silently and tremblingly mount by a secret staircase to 
the roadway.) See, see! What is that? Is not that a Guy 
Fawkes passing by toward the Cross of Charing ? 

OMNES (breathlessly). A Guy Fawkes! There is a group 
of him! Let us follow. 

THE L. C. You may do so. (They do so. The group they 
silently follow now take from under their mysterious cloaks 
a large number of wreaths of large white roses, while several 
of the group transform themselves into a kind of musical 
advance guard, and whistle furtively “‘ Over the Water to 
prea and other airs with which they haveibeen Jaco- 

itten. 

LEADER OF THE GROUP. Halt! We are now arrived at 
the statue of the second Charlie, of more or less pious 
memory! Here must we invoke the Mahatmas of History 
to soon restore unto us the true Stuart-ful Succession. 

THE GROUP. Amen! Nem, con., etc. 

THE L. C. (aside to his band). Good gracious Queen 
Victoria! What do we hear? Treason to the Throne! 

A YEOMAN, Let ’em be throne out! (He is promptly cut 
in twain with a halberd.) 

THE L. C. See! they are about to pile their wreaths on 
yon statue! Shall we not repulse them with great 
slaughter ? 

THE YEOMEN, ETC. Ay, but what if ‘they be armed— 
yea, even to their false teeth? (They draw back and hold 
a County Council of war.) 

LEADER OF GROUP. And now, fellow Jacobites, pile we 
our floral tributes on this blessed statue, and—— 

A POLICEMAN (suddenly arriving). Here, pass away 
there! You are requested not to touch the statues on pain 
of forty shillings or a month. 

THE JACOFRITES. But we pine for the Restoration of 
the Stuarts—we love Mary Queen of Scots—and these 
wreaths are to show that we—— 

THE POLICEMAN, Can’t help it! Can’t have no ob- 
struction—pine or no pine. Take away them there wreaths, 
and if you must use ’em, keep ’em till they’re yaller, then 

r'aps you can put ’em on Beaky’s statue down the street ! 

olly Queen of Scots, indeed! (Flourishes baton. Exeunt 

the JACOFRITES in terror, L. Kaeunt the CHAMBERLAIN 
etc., to hear the other Queen's Speech, RB.) 
CURTAIN AND CALM. 


yea Ra ae 9 at 
at up a)  S aae 





































































ust 
sir 
his 
oat 


ral 


aD 


ue 
it, 
ur 
in 
of 
ud 


oa MEE ig SAM 


Ngoc 


a; SPs ae nM ges SR ee oleae 
es ~ 4 - 5 Aft le SS ae Swe et 4 * 
PO PES SIE Te Ree ET PLO a EY Set te he ea 
SiS a St SAAR a ee ee Ses ; 





FEBRUARY 17, 1892. 





The Conquering Hero. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE Conquering Hero, 
whose missions galore 
Have carried him far from 
his own native shore, 
Must chortle to feel that 
his travel is o’er. 
Hark! the big drum 
Warns us he’s come : 
Here’s General Booth just 
returning to “hum ”! 


Like a giant, refresh’d as 
a giant can be, 

With his seven - league 
boots he steps over 
the sea 

That divides us from 
France, and is beam- 
ing with glee. 

Loud brays the band, 
Stunning the land 

With brazen wind instru- 

ments: isn’tit grand? 


The Salvation laddies and 
lasses display 
A wonderful warmth iu a 
wonderful way 
When receiving the chief- 
tain they humbly 
obey. 
Cymbals they clash, 
Tambourines bash— 
Their Army seems bent 
upon making a splash, 


Britannia, of course 
(though she mayn’t 
have avow’d 

Complete admiration), 
forms one in the 
crowd 

Which is greeting this 
leader, so potent, so 
proud, 

Say, does she shrink 
From him, or wink 

Upon him, or welcome 
him? What do you 
think ? 


an ey 


‘THE debt of London is 
£9 3s. 8d. per head,” says 
Sir John Lubbock in The 
Fortnightly Review. I 
have a family of twelve; 
could you tell me where I 
ought to apply for our 
share ? 
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years roll on like anything; and 


name, 





little failings on the part of others. 








(1). There was once a medieval personage who 
did a deuce of a lot of good, and signed his name 
with a flourish that would have frightened a tom 
cat. (2). And he died and left a pot of money 
to the monks, with special instructions that a right 
down gaudy tomb should be erected. 


(3). And 
in due time 
comes thither a member of the British public in 
search of a convenient object whereon to carve his 
(4). And, the verger being asleep (a 
most unusual circumstance), he proceeds to gratify © 
his ardent longing. It will be observed the monu- 
ment is rather the worse for wear owing to similar 
(5). Having 
completed his work, he is charmed to discover that 
his name is identical with deceased occupant, 
(6). So now, having been left a fortune and begin- 
ning to appreciate “cultchaw,” he has it surrounded 
by an iron railing,and gets his pedigree dodged up , 

‘in a direct line from the medieval personage and exhibits it after dinner to his friends, who say, “Ain’t it wonderful,” 





























») THOMAS SMITH PEDIC Hel 


J ~~ ODPL ESnAM | 


1 | t { L Thoma mmiitet ty 























COMING IN. 


“THE town is gradually beginning to fill.” Jones says this as if it 
mattered to him very much whether the town was full or empty. 
You always notice that when a man lives at Peckham Rye or Camden 
Town he’s violently interested in West End news. It’s the habit of 
the semi-suburban lunatic, And a beautiful specimen of the tuft 
hunter he always is. You and I have quite enough to think about 
our own families and acquaintances without bothering ourselves much 
about that kind of nonsense. ; 

“The West is looking quite busy,” continues the beggar, “quite a 
lot of people in Bond Street.” A lot of difference that surely must 
make to him. I believe the man’s so imbrued with this sort of thing 
that if he had his mullet grilled in a page of an old “ Debrett,” he’d 
think it was better than if it had been done at the Café Royal. I 
believe he’d like to be buried in a coffin made out of carriage panels 
with coronets on them. 

“ And people come up and do a little shopping before Parliament 
opens.” Yes, There are the milliners lying in wait behind their 
glass shop doors, like spiders waiting for flies. Yes; and there are 
the “ mantle blocks” trying on things, and making a parcel of claret- 
cask looking old women think that they can show off drapery, and 
things will fall in lovely folds on them, It’s enough to make one 


sicken of human nature to watch the poor old, withered, furbelowed 
fashionable gulls. 

Then to see the old women riding here and there to find out who's 
in town and who isn’t, As if their little frittering, chattering set 
made up the whole blessed world. Some people seem to be born to 
live in a gallipot, and think that that constitutes the universe. That's 
the way, anyhow, of that particular species of imbecile, They find 
plenty, too, to imitate them who ain't as well off as themselves, 

It’s the nature of people, though, to want to come into London as 
it is for flies to go to catch ‘em alives, The results, too, are generally 
about the same. Workmen “come in” from the country, To find 
the streets paved with gold, I mene, Even if they could with 

nny loaves it wouldn’t be so bad. Well, they soon sink down to 
eared to work for the sweater. Then the gin shop. Then the 
pauper’s cheap contract coffia, Coming in totown. Bah! 

DIOGENES TUBBS, 


Se 











ACCORDING to Mr. J. W. Palm2r, of 281 Strand, the result of the 
Postal Conference at Vienna has been that efforts are being made by 
the Germans to carry into effect the law for prosecuting stamp forgers, 
These efforts are the only instance in which we cannot object to some- 
thing “ made in Germany,” 
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AN APT QUOTATION. 
Young Hostess,—* Now, doctor, what do you think causes the great 
amount of misery there is in our poorer districts?” 
Dr. Grimeoff.—* In the words of Wordsworth, I should say ‘ Drink, 
pretty creature, drink !’” 





THE TROUBLES OF MRS, PHTTIFLOG, 


CAUGHT, BUT NOT CONVICTED. 


“WHAT a mean article he do be, that Smith!” soliloquized Mrs. 
Pettiflog, as she entered her new lodger’s bed sitting room, with a big 
fire shovel in her hand, “To think of his fixin’ up that there ugly old 
tea chist, an’ gettin’ a hundreth o’ coal at once, ’stead o’ helpin’ a pore 
widder by hevin’ a scuttle off her at the time. But I do be stick up 
for my rights!” and she viciously stuck her shovel into the tea chest, 
and filled it to overflowing with the mean article’s households, But 
as she reached the door, en route for her own domain, she heard a 
light step on the stairs. Unexpectedly, in the middle of the day, the 
mean article, true to his meanness, had come home! 

Not having time to cross the room again, Mrs. Pettiflog whipped her 
load under the bed, tore her duster from under her apron string, made 
a wild dab at the mantelpiece, and blurted out : “I do be just cleanin’ 
you up a bit an’ dustin’ you down a bit, Mr. Smith!” But Smith had 
a mighty good eye and a mighty bad opinion of Pettiflog: and he at 
once exhumed the “ damning evidence,” and howled, “ You horrid wo- 
man! I’ve caught you stealing my coal!” Then, then did Mrs. Petti- 
flog’s sterling and innate honesty of purpose assert itself, She burst 
into tears, 

“Mr, Smith, I do be had lodgers forty year, an’ niver, man nor boy, 
do I be hev bin excused 0’ sich afore. They coal do be under yer bed, 
sir—becos—becos—(sobs and thinking cap)—becos as how you com- 
plainted o' bein’ cold o’ nights, so I were a-seein’ if I could be lay a 
fire under yer bed, which, if so be I could, you could be keep it a- 
burnin’ there all night. Which I did be meant it fora pleasant sur- 
prise for you, or wouldn't hev be left off my job when you be came in,” 


MORAL.—What's a fellow to do when he’s got a landlady like 
Pettiflog ? 





PETTIFLOG HAS HER PRICE. 
_ Last Tuesday evening, Mr. Smith, of Pettiflog'’s, had a card party, 
Six friends and himself assembled in his little sitting room to smoke 
drink Spanish brandy, and play ha’penny nap—with a “ kitty,” The 





furious, and was kept up so long that the guests on 
in an ray cotta’ violently with several matutinal milk. 


men. ; z 

. Wepnespay. Mrs. Pettiflog (to Mr. Smith).—“ Mr, 
sesitte sin, T Aa hev a crow to pick with you. Be you call yourself a 
gentleman, and be keep the hull house awake the hull night long? I 
be hey you to know I be hev a lot o’ lodgers to study, an’ I won't be 
stand no sich goin’s on in no house o’ mine, sir ; 80 you be knowsit, An’ 


out you be go, if you don’t be like it!” 
* 


* * a ® * 
M, last Thursday to 5.30 A.M. last Friday, Mr. Ezekiel 
J aa ms Pettiflog’s baci ron. friends—seven friends, And the 
noisiness of the Smith party, compared with the Bedlamesque hulla- 
balloo of the Jones’ party, had been as a succession of gentle whispers ! 
9.30 a.M., FRIDAY. Mrs. Pettiflog (to Mr. Jones).— Mr. Exequiel, 
sir, don’t you be apologify to nobody ! There ain’t none o’ my lodgers 
would be study you, so don’t you be study them, sir. What it be suit 
you todo,do! An’ if any o’ them do be grumble about the kerrumpus, 
I be jolly soon let ‘em know as I do be master in my own house, I'll 
be settle ’em quick ; don’t you be apologify ! 
MoRAL.—Smith! Smith! Smith! why didn’t you square Pettiflog 
—even as she was squared by Jones—with a quartern of rum? 








Young de Tomkins.—I call Macaulays ‘ Lays of Ancient Rome 


very fine poetry, don’t you? 
athe (a libbars critic of the new school). “You call Macaulay's 
lays what you please ; I call them Macaulay’s Essays—in rhyme, 








RIGHT TO A “T.” 
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“There, now, I thought as much!” 
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Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 
A DITTY FOR DRAMATIC CRITICS, 


(Walt Whitman, recently writing of the tragedy of 
Fazio, described it as a “Rapid running, yet heavy 
timbered, tremendous, wrenching, passionate play |") 
On, all ye critics of plays and players! 
whether your form is the old or new, 

Or if you're a “ Critic of Dauntless Grammar” 
(to borrow the Bard Buchanan’s view)— 

Lo! I commend to your deep attention such 
a nice phrase in the Whitman way— 

“A rapid running, yet heavy timbered, tre- 
mendous, wrenching, passionate play!” 


REFRAIN, 
Then Archer and Watson, 
Scott, Walkly and Wilde, 
Also Nisbet (a Scot’s son) 
With science up-piled— 
Yes, come, ev’ry critic 
(Who spotteth a fault 
With style analytic), 
And list to Bard Walt. 
Yea, carefully study his phrase, I pray ! 
Let it with cunning 
Be well remimbered— 
This “ rapid running, 
Yet heavy timbered, 
Tremendous, wrenching, passionate play !” 





You’ll own that some modern dramatic critics 
full often possess a peculiar style. 
Some are haphazard, some highfalutin’—some 





very—bit shy.” 


been after?” Zhe Colonel.—* Duck.” 
(And Miss P. told her dearest friend she believed the wretches winked, 





| tf 


J 
: 
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The Captain (to the Colonel, who has just met Miss Prettypert).—* Hullo! What have you 


MAKING GAME OF HER. 
The| Captain.— Good sport?” The Colonel,— Not 





of them soothe you and others rile. 
Some are severe, and others lively, but ¢hey’ve no such phrase in “ cri- 
tiques ” of to-day, 
Like a “rapid running, yet heavy timbered, tremendous, wrenching, 
passionate play!” 
Then Archer and Watson, etc. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Mr. JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN has not yet gone up to the Lords, but 
is qualifying, no doubt, for a coronet by acting as a ducal vice. What 
a transformation for the man who was at one time, if not quite like 
Toupet in The Dead Heart, the “terror of kings,” at all events the 
bugbear of the House of Lords. 

The search for explosives which, since the days of Guy Fawkes, has 
been an annual institution, took place on the Monday preceding the 
— They didn’t find any explosive, nor, so far as is known, a 
policy. 

Mr. John Morley went very thoroughly into the question of old age 




















Tallyman Joe.—“Yere y'are, warranted genuine Birmingham make. Splendid 
article. Only five pounds down, an’ a pound a year for forty-five years.” : 

Hodge and his Wife.—“ Don’t quite see how ‘twill work, Joe, lad, an’ it seems a bit 
dear, doan't ’e ?” 


pensions at Newcastle, and stripped the subject of many of the gar- 
ments of fallacy whereby it has doubtless been calculated to fascinate 














the unwary. If pensions for old age are to be founded at all, a new 
fund will obviously have to be created out of which they are to be 
paid. Now, the question is, who is to provide that fund—the work- 
man himself? If so, he will be simply paying to the State what he 
would otherwise be paying to the friendly societies which, on the 
whole, up till now have performed their functions well. Then again, 
the already tax-burdened lower middle class—the people whose incomes 
range from two to four hundred per annum, they obviously cannot 
and ought not to be called on to provide comfort in old age for a class 
very little—in some cases not at all—worse off than themselves, To 
my mind, pensions for old age will have to be provided by a taxation 
of unearned increment, plus a graduated system of income tax. Let 
the Duke of Stilton pay over to the State a fair portion of the increase 
in value of the expiring leases falling into his hands, and Mr, Croesus, 
of the Stock Exchange, and Mr. Jobbery Broker, of Mincing Lane, 
pay double the amount of tax upon so much of their incomes as ex- 
ceeds say five thousand pounds, treble on the excess of ten thousand 
pounds, and so on, ad infinitum, Here is a suggestion for a Radical 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, for which I stipulate for no charge— 
except a pension in my old age, 

In fact, my artistic collaborator has hit off the situation, Mr. 
Chamberlain wants to sell Hodge and his wife, or rather, to sell to 
them an article which is likely to prove somewhat costly in the end. 

Sir William Harcourt, the Opposition William the Second, tried 
hard to draw the Government as to their little game re Irish Local 
Government and currency reform, but couldn’t get a note from them, 
even a one pounder, on either subject. Too many tricks in view, 
Balfour has, to show his cards, 

Tom Milvain’s speech was capital. Tom some day will be Solicitor 
General. The Member for Durham looked well in his Court (not his 
Law Court) dress. 

Sir William Harcourt and Sir Charles Russell very properly gave 
Lord Salisbury a drubbing for his onslaught on the Roman Catholics, 
and, indirectly, an additional castigation has proceeded from higher 
quarters ; for, in the morning papers reporting the proceedings at the 
opening of Parliament, we read that the Queen has been pleased to 
appoint the Marquis of Bute as Lord Lieutenant (that is Her 
Majesty's deputy) in the County of Bate, This is Solly Butefully 
rebuked. 

If this Parliament, in the fag end of its life, does something to 
render the Employers’ Liability Act a workable statute, and less liable 
to be driven through with a coach and six, it will have done something 
to justify its existence, 

‘here is much real work to be done, so [ trust the House will not 
waste a‘third of its time in debating upon the Address to the Throne, 
as until this is complete, no real business can be proceeded with, 








Very Shocking News—An Earthquake. 
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A Quiet Country Ride. 


“ You’RE convalescent now, 
and soon 
You'll gain yourstrength,” 
the doctor cried, 
“ lf—every fine, dry after- 
noon— [try ride!” 
You'll take a quiet coun- 


The mandate gave poor 
Brown “the pip” ; 
For how could one, who 
ne’er had tried 
The noble art of horseman- 
ship, [ride ? 
Enjoy a quiet country 


His ignorance, howe’er, he 
hid, 
And straight to Tattered 
Sal's he hied, 
‘“T want a horse on which a 
kid [try ride.” 
Might take a quiet coun- 
He soon bestrode an ancient 
steed 
Which jogged along with 
gentle stride ; 
And much he smiled to 
think that he'd ' ride! 
Secured his quiet country 
But, lo! his hack gave proof 
hat it 
Had, in its youth's exul- 
tant pride, 
A hunter been, though now 
but fit ‘ride. 
To take a quiet country 
For, when some huntsmen 
hove in sight— 
When “Yoicks! Tally- 
ho!” they cried— 
it pranced and reared, and 
seemed to quite | ride. 
Despise its quiet country 


Its blood grew hot — its 
youth came back : 
O'er dale and mountain, 
far and wide, 
At twenty miles per hour 
that hack (ride! 
Pursued its quiet country 


And, when the thrilling 
chase was done, 
To Brown the foremost 
huntsman cried— 
“ Mescems, good sir, you've 
found good fun 
In this delightful country 
ride!" 
sut Brown leapt down in 
doleful mood, 
And on a walking hunt 
he hied— 
To catch and kill the doctor 
who'd [country ride ! 
Prescribed that quiet 
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A QUIET COUNTRY RIDE. 
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Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, 
the points being rounded by a New Process. N.B.—Att- nti m is 
also drawn to the r New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of 
Gembility. Assorted Sample Box, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
from C. BRANDAUER & Co.'s PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 





CADBURY’S 
COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE terrors BEST 


NO CHEMICALS USED. 





ablished (for the Proprietors) by W, Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.O. 
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(1) To throw cigars at a Gondolier is certain! kind 5 {biti ith i 
gars y unkind, (5) The Cart-Horse Exhibition, with ite “ gees” so large 
Such an action’s not unlike to make a poor Venetian blind. Made our artist have a night-horse (that is, nigho tacos al niske 
(2) The newest thing in burglary—and such intense affairs— long. 
Is to call and book a date for alterations and repairs. | (6) Some Guardians of the Green Isle by a dame were made to skip ; 
(3) Now the Coalies’ strike is over, there’s a chance again of fire, | If she'd fright some foes of Erin’s, we would cry,“ Hurroo, hip, hip!” 


The full stop to our coal-on is a thing that none desire. | (7) Land grabbers are again at work—now Eltham Park they spot ; 
(2 Sista teeta Os tec es ee Sincts end te fakes, If the public, though, allow it, they deserve to lose the lot | 


su ite Vy TY) ' - o? +] ; ‘ 4 S eure : ’ . . . 
But its (s)now use to despon ] and think were full of pains and (8) S windling sweet meat lotteries Italian thieves now ran, 
Ces. Sweet-meetings, though, in chokee have for some of them begun, 
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—WHEN I suddenly remem- 
bered that I hadn’t seen The 
Mountebanks, there was no- 
thing for it, of course, but to 
go and see The Mountebanks 
) at once. So— with the kind 
‘permission of Mr. Sedger”—I did it, 
and I am much refreshed. I’m bound 
to say I found nothing in the piece for 
which I was not fully prepared for, 
besides that Mr. Gilbert is now a pretty 
“ calculatable quantity” (if he’ll allow 
me to call him so—and whether he will 
or not) I’d heard and read nearly all 
there was to be heard and read about 
it, and seen pictures and sketches from 
it “all over the shop” (so to write). 
(This latter circumstance, by-the-way, 
has induced me to avoid giving you 
sketches of the principal characters— 
of whom you have probably had a 
sufficiency by this time—and present 
to your notice three performers whose 
counterfeit presentments have not been 
so widely distributed—namely, to wit 
and videlicet-—“A Tamorra,” “A Village 
Girl,” and “A Monk.” I venture to 
think that this will be found a pleasing variation from ordinary 
custom.) Nevertheless, with all these disadvantages of knowledge 
and premonition, I was not bored for 
an instant —in fact, enjoyed myself 
thoroughly—wherefrom I deduce that 
either the play is a consumedly good 
one, or one of a kind peculiarly grate- 
ful to my sympathies, I try to think 
these are one and the same thing. 

I have succeeded in thinking these are 
one and the same thing. . These 
are one and the same thing. 


iC 


THe Lyrric.—A TAMORRA. 






I DON’T propose to go into details wy 
The dialogue is as full of those whim- 
sical perversities which the author has Z 
accustomed us to (and which so many.’"7777~ 
ple persist in taking seriously, bless” “777 
em !) and neat verse and clever rhyme -Y 
as its predecessors of the same school. %~// 
The greatest rhymester of the day hasn't Fe ( 
risen superior to the difficulty of 
rhyming to the word “ Duchess,” 
though,—not that I, or anybody else 
cares. The music, except for one 
rollicking song and chorus and one Tag Lyric.——A VILLAGE GIRL 
dainty song, is disappointing, but one 

cannot be hard on it in all the circum- 
stances, 


THE clockwork figure business is 
quite as funny as it is said to be; Mr. 
Monkhouse allows too much expression 
get into his face, otherwise there is no defect 
in the working of either of the figures. Miss 
Jenoure is a second Jessie Bond (if it isn’t too 
bad to suggest unoriginality by comparing her 
with anybody). She's pretty, shapely, 
sprightly, arch and cleverly appreciative, and 
can dance and sing very well. That's good 
enough for me. Mr. Frank Wyatt is an elegant 
and smiling chief of the Tamorras. Mr. J. 
Robertson is all that can be expected of a tenor 
and a hero (and J expect much). Mr. Brough 
I thought a little dull—though he bears his 
= in a “ticking” trio with some “go.” If 

fiss Ulmar doesn’t know how a Gilbertian 
_, heroine should be played, I want to know who 

does, and, of course, she sings beautifully, but 

— SK. the music gives her no serious chance of show- 

Tus LYRIG.—A Monx. ing = her higher vocal qualities. Miss Lucille 
aunders is excellent in every wa Mi 

Eva Moore sings an old woman's song-—-quaverines of tle oo 


plete, very cleverly and funni! : an’ 
oug Ryan ‘em, y an nily. Mr, Ryan's scenes are Al—keep 
















THE PRINCESS’s.—The new and astonishing melodrama just pro- 
duced here is called The Great Metropolis be- 
cause it deals with lonely lighthouses, open seas 
and tremendous storms and shipwrecks. There 
are equally good and cogent reasons for the inci- 
dents and characters of the drama, but there is 
no need to go into them. Suffice it to say that 
“sensation” is supplied with reckless prodigality, 
that the cast is a good one on the whole, that the 
scenery is exceptionally well done (although the {¢ 
moon seemed to have heard of Professor Her- % 
komer and went in for larks), and some real life “4 
saving apparatus used in the big scene aroused #f 
feelings of enthusiastic excitement in the bosoms 
of the audience. | 











Mr. Henry NEVILLE played the hero as he / 
has played many a hero in his time, and as he // 
will (seemingly) play many another in the course 
of the next hundred years orso. Mr. Abingdon 
portrayed uncompromising villainy with uncom- 
promising cleverness, Mr. Fuller Mellish wasted 
some intensity and art on poor materials; Mr. 
Henry Bedford gave his genuine comedy instincts 
a rest for once, and indulged himself (and the 
delighted “ gods”) with some extravagant farce. 
Mr. Herberte Basing played a dapper young man ig at Sale ES 3'3.— 
of kindly instincts too sketchily; and Miss Gyrrep a Sturie 
Sheridan, his companion in airy badinage, 
suffered from somewhat the same complaint. Miss Ella Terriss was 
sweet and winning, oh 
as a heroine should » 
be, and her brother 
Tom played with 
energy and deter- 
mination. Long life 
to The Great 
Metropolis ! 


















Nops & WINKs. 
—Mr. C. H, Abbott, 
who has. written 
Fast Asleep, and is, 
with the assistance 
of Mr. Giddens, 
going to produce it 
at the Criterion this \ 
very (Wednesday) #” J 
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THE PRINCESS’S.—THE OTHER KIND OF MARTYR. HENRY STILL AT IT! 


afternoon, has sent me (and other fellows) a list of instances of people 
falling asleep under strange circumstances. It doesn’t 
contain anything about dramatic critics taking occa- 
sional nods and (forty) winks at matinées, and if Mr. 
Abbott's play is anything like what I expect it to be, he 
is hardly likely to be able to add anything of the kind 
from experience. Mr, Abbott, although quite a young : 
man (of singularly aristocratic appear- me 
ance—we were once taken for twins—in 
the dark) has already distinguished him- 
self at the helm of a popular “ comic,” 
and may well be expected to give a good 
account of himself. J hope to give a 
good account of him next week.—There 
was once a short story, which, being 
elaborated and having an objection- 
able little American girl placed there- 
in, was produced at the Haymarket. Z 
= A. mv i meh Somerset somewhat THE VAUDEVILLB. — A. be 
istinguis imself as our bosom thrown into an extravagl” 
acquaintance the vagabond father, but good Rg ng nl To cigied inte 
little else happened. That play (practi- seeing a matinée piece TWICE !! 
cally) reappeared at the Vaudeville the 
other afternoon (with the American girl suppressed) as Major Hope. 
Mr. Somerset did as before. That's all, NESTOE. 
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A MOTHER’S BOY, 
Anxious Youth.—I say, do you think I’ll ever have a moustache ?-” 
Barber (after thorough examination).—“ Well, I can’t say as I do.” 
Anxious Youth.—“ Hem! that’s very odd. Why, my guv’nor has a 
tremendous moustache! ” 
Barber.—* Ah! that may be ; but perhaps you take after your ma.” 








The Japanese Dustman. 
(But “we know that Dustman—he comes from Sheffield !”’) 


AA Japanese gentleman has invented a little instrument which enables its possessor 
to send a cloud of blinding dust into the eyes of a foe at a distance of twelve feet.] 
THOUGH many and many a cheeky cuss 
We’ve known at times, our stars we thank 
That no ill wind has blown to us 
This dust-discharging mountebank. 
For upright, downright, barefaced cheek 
Our downy juggler Japanese 
Is not content the cake to sneak— 
An eight pound loaf he seeks to seize ! 
Why, older than the Age of Bone, 
As ancient as the west wind’s sighs, 
Is that peculiar practice known 
As throwing dust in people’s eyes. 
So it’s meet that we treat asa cheat complete, 
And greet with discreet derision 
This man from Japan with his bran new plan (! ! /) 
Of obscuring with dust our vision ! 


When Romulus himself professed 
The Sabine people’s firmest friend ; 
When Alfred, as a minstrel dressed, 
Through Guthrum’s camp contrived to wend ; 
When Jacob netted from his dad 
The blessing that was Esau’s right ; 
When Bagdad’s Caliph, meanly clad, 
The crowd’s vagaries viewed by night ; 
When Bishop Hatto made the poor 
His seeming kindness much admire ; 
When curst Iago in the Moor 
Lit up the green-eyed monster’s fire ; 
When Sirens gave melodious vent _ 
To charming songs in charming wise ; 
Say, were not all these dodgers bent 
On throwing dust in people's eyes? 
So it’s meet that we treatfas a cheat complete, 
And greet with discreet derision 
This man from Japan with his bran new plan (/! /) 
Of obscuring with dust our vision ! 


While tippling clerks their masters tell 
Of influenza’s fierce attacks ; 


are well stricken in years!” 





While non-existent ills are well 
Discovered by designing quacks ; 
While Human Nature gulls and cheats 
Humanity at every ce, 
From bustling Change to Shoreditch streets 
Where legless hoodlums nightly dance ; 
While Tories fish for votes by schemes 
That strongly smack of tweedledee ; 
While, everywhere, deception seems 
To flourish like a green bay-tree ; 
Can any juggler from Japan 
For ‘cute Britannia’s use devise 
A single wnfamiliar plan 
Of throwing dust in people’s eyes? 
Nay, it’s meet that we treat as a cheat complete, 
And greet with discreet derision 
This man from Japan with his bran new plan (!///) 
Of obscuring with dust our vision ! 








William is Busy. 

SomE of William’s fellow clerks have been away with influenza, 
so William is busy. When William is busy he says that he is looking 
after the work. He does look after the work—such a long way after 
that he never comes up near enough to do it. He says he’s active, so 
he gets up ladders to get down bundles of papers for a fellow clerk 
who’s got a game Jeg. And then he drops the bundle on the game 
legged clerk’s head. He says this is because he is a little too zealous. 
We think it is because he’s a great deal too chuckle-headed. William 
says, “I have my good points,”’—but we can only see his bad pointe 
We should like to knock ’em off sometimes with an office ruler, We 
all wish William well—well at the bottom of the office coal cellar, 
with five tons of Wallsend on him to keep him quiet. 
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SHARP FOR HIS Y-EARS. 
Schoolmaster.— So, by this letter, George, you’ve been a bad boy 
at home again—I'm surprised at you, considering that your parents 


George.—“ 80 was I well stricken in ears—they’re tingling yet,” 
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New Leaves. 


f-.“ In the Garden of Citrons,” by Emilio 
Montana, translated from the original 
Spanish by J. T. Grein (Henry and Co.). 
In this short and sweet Idyll a rather mor- 
bid minded youth awakes to asense of the 
brighter life in the clear light of love.— 
The two books, “Card Tricks Without 
Apparatus,” and “Card Tricks With 
Apparatus,” both by Professor Hoffmann 
(Frederick Warne and Co.), if properly 
studied, will put people up to how the 
tricks are done, but patient and _perse- 
vering practice is needed to perfect them 
sufficiently to play up the tricks success- 
fully.—‘“ A Familiar Name,” by an M.P. 
(Thomas Beecham, St. Helens). This is 
a full, true and particular description 
of Mr. Beecham's Pill Factory. The 
works are evidently as wonderful as the 
pills they produce, and the gigantic trade 
that is done in them.—* Tuberculosis 
and its Successful Treatment,” by Ro- 
bert Bell, M.D., F.F.P.S., etc. (David 
Bryce and Son, Glasgow). If successful 
treatments of this deadly disease are 
possible, this may be one of them. 
Everything tending in that desirable 
direction is worthy of careful considera- 
tion, and of a trial—“The Transactions 
of the Cremation Society of England” 
will be read with consuming interest by 
all the advocates of body burning. ‘ 

The February number of Zhe Cosmo- 
volitan, one of the best of the American 
illustrated magazines, is full of exquisite 
work. Sir Edwin Arnold's delightful 








A WISE 
The Hon, Flashby.—*Y ou mean to say the fellow 
7 " * , s : > 
called you a scoundrel, and you didn’t kick him ?” 
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DISCRETION. 
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THE ONE THING NEEDFUL. 
Old Boy (in charge of fair Carolian).—“ AH, MY DEAR, you Look CHARMING ! 
Young Girl (who has some anxiety about the supper).—* OH, WELL, THAT’S ALL RIGHT, IF YOU HAvEN’T Lost YouR MONEY.’ 
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I'VE QUITE LOST MY HEART!” : 











Mr. Blacklegge.—“ Certainly not. 


A 
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A kick’s 


thrown away on a man a foot taller than yourself 
—€specially when he wears a number ‘nine’ boot, 
and knows how to use 


| 
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article on “Love and Marriage in Japan,” 
is followed by others on “The Petroleum 
Industry,” “The Columbus Portraits,” 
“ Leading Amateurs in Photography,” and 
a host of others —In the Review of Re- 
views, the character sketch, “ Three of the 
Dead,” means Cardinal Manning, M. de 
Laveleye and Benjamin Scott, and there 
are fine portraits of each. The number 
necessarily contains a mass of other in- 
teresting material, 





HE sucked a stick of dynamite, 
His fame for aye increases, 
And will until the world shall cease ; 
His tombstone says he rests in peace, 
It ought to say in pieces. 


My Cousin Harry. 


My Cousin Harry is great on ties. He 
says there is nothing like a good tie. He 
has taken to hiding himself behind an 
extra big one lately. Perhaps so that 
his tailor sha’n’t see him. He says girls 
like to see a handsome tie. There is some- 
thing in this, because if they keep their 
eyes well fixed on his tie they can’t see his 
face at the same time. This will save them 
from fainting, anyhow. The boys in the 
street are sometimes struck with it. They 
want to know whether he is trying to 
commit suicide, because he’s had his night- 
shirt dyed blue and twisted round his 
stick-up collar so as to throttle him- 
Harry is a good lad; there are not many 
like him, This is a comfort. 











et tase br 


LPNS 
Heme 


FEBRUARY 24, 1892. 


EUN. 79 





—_ 


FUN-DE-SIEOLE FARCES. 


TORY TOLERATION, 


(A Comedietta on the Current Con- 
servative “ Conscience.) ' 
[AUTHOR’S NOTE.—A well known Tory 


employer of labour lately discharged certain of 
his employés for having dared to evince Liberal 


and Radical opinions.) 


ScENE—A Factory in Britain, the 
Land of the Free. Men discovered 
merrily working. Entertothem the 
GooD EMPLOYER. 

THE G. E, Ah! good lads! good 
lads! Working away,I see! ’Tis well. 
I havea mind to reward ye. But how? 
Let me see. (Aside.) Now, some 
would raise your wages as a token of 
approval, but I have another and a 
better way. (Aloud.) Yes, by Jingo! 
(Aside.) Jingo isthe word! (Aloud.) 
1 will e’en shed upon ye these tickets 
for a few nice bright Conservative 
meetings to cheer ye after your day’s 
toil. 

A FEW WORKMEN. Thank yer 
kindly, sir. 

THE G.E, No thanks,I beg. I love 
to do a kind action. I was born so! 

[ Beit. 

OTHER WORKMEN (smiling grimly). 
Conservatives, eh? Yes, a lot 0’ good 
they do for the Average Toiler, don't 
they ? 

THE FORMER WORKMEN. Hush, 
for goodness sake! He'll hear you— 
or some of the chaps round about will 
tell him, 

OTHER WORKMEN. Let ’em! 

[Bell for leaving off. Exeunt every- 

body, with more or less alacrity. 

ScENE—TZhe Same.—TIME—The neat 
morning. Men discovered hard at it 
as before—only more 80. 

MEN. With a fol-lol-lol and a lol- 
lol-lay ! 

We give a fair day’s work for 

a fair day’s pay. 

EMPLOYER (entering). Good! So 
you do! so youdo! Good lads! good 
lads! Persevere. (They doso.) Well, 
and how did you like the Conserva- 
tive meetings? Jolly, weren’t they? 
Soothing, too! And what wisdom was 
uttered! What true sentiments! What 
fine patriotism! What love of Free- 
dom ! 

SOME WORKMEN. 
Hooray ! \ 

THE Emp. Yes,hooray,indeed! And— | LD 
(to a hand who whispers)—what’s that ? | 
—(frowning with great violence)— = |___ 
some of the men DIDN’T GO! Never! It 
cannot be that there is mutiny in this camp of workers! Eh? 
what’s that? Tom Brown, Bill Jones and Jack Robinson were 
the chief absentees? In the name of Liberty, I must make an ex- 
ample of them! Their wages are reduced one-half henceforth. J7// 
teach them to show disrespect to the Sacred Conservative Cause of 
Freedom, Now, understand me, all of you. To-day is our bye- 
eiection, I shall expect—England expects—every man to do his duty 
—that is, to Vote Conservative. If I find any defaulters—well, you'll 
see ! [Exit furiously. Tableau of Fear and Trembling. 


SCENE—The Same. TimE—After the Election, MEN at work. 
Enter EMPLOYER, green visaged and glowering. 


THE Emp. Order! (All cease.) Now, look here! Our candidate in 
the blessed cause of Conservatism or Liberty is not in! Treachery 
has been at work—(sensation)—and I hold in my hand the names of 
the traitors, I demand that those traitors step forth. (Calls over 
several names, The owners thereof boldly step forward.) Fiends—I 
can call you by no other name—what doom is sufficiently terrible for you? 

THE FIENDS (grinning). Wedunno! Giveitaname, guv'nor, etc., etc. 

THE Emp, What doom is dreadful enough for such scum—scum 
who, I doubt not, regard even Gladstone as a politician ? 
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Ay, ay, sir! 
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Brrp-iw-anp Cauent (count) FQULTRY..” 
AND CORNERS OF OLD LONDON, 


THE F.s. We do—and a good ‘un, too! 

THE EMP. (tearing his hair). Men, you hear that—they do! And! 
daresay you even consider that Ireland has suffered some injustice in her 
day ? 

THE F.s. Rather! 

THE Emp. What effrontery! And very likely you imagine that the 
great and gracious Lord Salisbury’s recent attacks on that nation, and 
his righteous sneers at the Roman Catholics thereof, were uncalled for ? 

THE Fs. Just so! 

THE Emp. (fainting). Good heavens! And you would, I doubt not, 
even give Ireland some measure of Local Self-Government, and, in 
fact, would endorse all the nefarious reforms these Liberals would fain 
give the still United Kingdom ? 

THE F.s. We would—and our party will! 

THE Emp. (shrieking). Oh! that we lived in earlier times, that ye 
might be beheaded or boiled in oil or something. As it is, I dismiss 
ye, traitors, without notice and without characters, Go! Ye pollute 
this fairearth. Oh! that I 

Ls left raging as Police Constable FUN Al hevers 
around him suspiciously. 
CONSERVATIVE CURSES AND CURTAIN, 
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tat STAMPING OUT THE MICROBE. 


—— 





vr 

















wus 
if 
| 
| i 
alt 
a: 
*¢ 
in? 
: “ie 
Mb 
ee 
We know a man whose energy in destroying Influenza Microbes sets a most profitable example to the public generally. He has read that the 
bacillus is small ; and this affords him a rough, but effectual, means of identifying it, Anything larger than a good sized dog he decides not to be 
a bacillus, When a piece of flue floats about the room, he seizes it triumphantly, and hurls it into the fire. ‘That’s saved somebody from an 
attack!” he says triumphantly. 
ya 
; ‘ = is always on the war ee he tracks the enemy to his lair behind curtains, in cupboards, up chimneys, in the dustbin. ‘ Ha! that one 
thought to escape me!” says he, He is really a great benefactor to the public, 
: 
: | 
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One day, lately, he succeeded, after a severe chase. in striking down one of the 
v slue of it. “ Yow may call it a microbe, or wotever the word is.” 
hole you for fifteen shilling,” 


pests. Then its owner came out, and insisted on receiving the 


Bu Sa ae Raa, I said he, “but I calls it a Barkshire, and the best o’ the ’ole litter; and Ti 
jut, then, even scientists Can t aiways recognize the microbe, ] 
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HER MAJESTY’S SERVANTS. 


Butler—“ NOW THEN, ARTHUR, URRY UP. DON’T YOU 'EAR THE BELLS A-RINGING ?” 
I DON’T CARE FOR NO BELLS! I’VE GOT THE PLACE, AND I MEANS TO TAKE 
eed in the Huuse of Commons who sat on his shoulders,”—BEACONSFIELD, 

[ See Cartoon Verses p 86, 


Footman.—* BOTHER THE BELLS! 


IT HEASY.” ve ny man suri 
4i4f3 he IT never sau Any man &U 











ae: RS. 
sig Rae 


ato war said Se Me: 


re. 


semmennmnsines - 
bate NP . 
a 


FUN. FEBRUARY 24, 1899, 


THE MAHATMA AND THE LORD CHIEF JUSTICE. 
A MATTER OF FACT FABLE. 
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An elderly Mahatma, having at early And having, ina moment of misplaced confidence, precipi- Was exceedingly surprised to find himself 
sunrise one morning from the pinnacle tated himself down the parlour chimney of a semi- given into custody on a charge of ‘ breaking 
of a pearly pivot mountain top flightily detached villa, occupied by a retired pork butcher and into and entering a private dwelling house 
flighted himself to dear old England, his estimable family, with felonious intent, 
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And being presently conveyed to durance Being brought to trial, he, after causing a number of letters to be precipitated through the Old 
vile amid the jeers of the populace. Bailey ceiling, was about to place an Astral Body in the witness box, for the purpose of giving evi- 

; dence as to character, respectability and scientific status, when his Lordship, winking the other eye, 
observed that, “ With regard to the former, it was never his custom to take notice of anonymous communications; and concerning the latter, he 
doubted its ability to take the oath according to the established procedure of an English Court of Justice, and he should therefore sentence 
the prisoner to twelve months’ ‘hard,’ without the option of appeal.” MorAL.—Theosophy is not all beer and skittles. 
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SPLIDGINGS’ FIRST BABY. 


You see, it was this way with Splidgings. He went and got married. 
It was, of course, a foolish thing to do, as all his friends asserted with 
much unnecessary vehemence. They said it was an insulting shame 
to think of such a selfish action, and they agreed that Splidgings was 


- a 


—— 


\ Sa || 
\ . ar 


—< aol 


» i 


iW) 


V . 
yy 
yi 
i" j 4 
edd 
idk: 
< ety Ui, 





if 
} 


il Hl T 














behaving abominably in deserting them for a chit of a girl. Who 
was going to play accompaniments to their songs at their weekly 
smoker? That’s what they wanted to know. Splidgings suggested 
Martleby. “‘ Martleby?” they all shouted, in boisterous chorus. “They'd 
be D'd if they were going to ruin their voices for the sake of Martle- 
by’s wretched playing!” Martleby, having overheard the last part of 
the discussion (having appeared in the billiard room of the “ King’s 
Head,” where this scene was taking place) discreetly crept downstairs, 

The excitement did not cease for some time, and they almost per- 
suaded Splidgings to give up all idea of matrimony. But, notwith- 
standing the many arguments of his friends, Splidgings, a few days 
afterwards, avoided an action for breach of promise by marrying the 
girl of his choice, Eulalie Jellico, and, after the honeymoon, settled 
down in the salubrious neighbourhood of Camberwell Green. 

Thenceforth Splidgings cut the smoking concerts that were held 
weekly at the “ King’s Head,” and devoted his evenings to his wife at 
their own fireside. His former friends were not of a revengeful kind, 
and so they never lost an opportunity of shaking hands with him, and 
hoped he was all right. They condoled with him, of course, and told 
him where he would always find a home and a welcome if his wife 
treated him badly. They weren’t the sort of men to desert a companion 
in distress simply because he had made a fool of himself. 

Now, some months after Splidgings had been married, he was 
offered by his firm to fill the manager’s place in their branch at Liver- 
pool, which he gladly accepted. It was only to be for a time, and it 
was arranged that Splidgings should go alone and leave his wife and 
mother-in-law behind at Camberwell. Several months, however, 
passed before Splidgings could get away from Liverpool, and when at 
last he started for London his heart was filled with joy, for only a few 
days previously he had received a note from his mother-in-law, saying 
that his wife had been ill, but was better now, and they had got a 
darling pet asa surprise for him. Of course, Splidgings knew what 
that meant. “I’m a father, that’s what I am!” said Splidgings a 
hundred times to himself on the journey. “I hope it’s a boy ; girls 
are 80 expensive, and want such a lot of looking after. Then the 
fellows come fooling around so much after a girl. It must be a boy.” 

It will be observed that Splidgings looked ahead pretty much. He 
already saw his offspring grown up and on the point of marrying. 

_“T wish I really knew whether it is a boy or not. Why the deuce 
didn’t they say ?” murmured Splidgings, once more. 

He found it was no use bothering about it. Whatever it was, it was 
his first baby, and so he must be content. When the train arrived at 
Euston, Splidgings thought he would just run into the City and report 
himself, In the City he met a number of his old friends, and to them 
he imparted the joyful news that he wasa father. So the father’s 
health was drunk, and the mother’s health was drunk, and the baby’s 
health was drunk, and, by the time Splidgings reached Camberwell, he 
was almost drunk himself, 

He let himself in with his latchkey, and heard crooning and strange 
noises in the parlour. 

“ My baby being nursed,” exclaimed Splidgings, and he was about 
to go in when his mother-in-law came ont. 

* My dear John, Eulalie must not be disturbed. She does not know 
you're coming, and it would be too great a shock for her. Come and 
have some tea,” 








“Can't I see her, and—and the ‘surprise’?” ardently::inquired 
Splidgings. 

“No; she is not well enough yet. By-and-by, x 

So Splidgings was led into the back parlour, and his tea while 
his mother-in-law went to see to the invalid before he could ask a 
single question. If he only knew whether it was a boy ora girl! He 
listened at the closed folding doors, and became so bewildered with the 
chattering of the women on the other side, that first he could have 
sworn they said “he” and “him,” and then “she” and “it.” Great 
Scott! Surely he had not got twins? At that moment the servant 
girl came in to clear the things away. He tackled her. 

“ How’s your mistress—boy or girl?” 

“Oh, mistress is getting all right. She had ‘em very bad, though ; 
but she'll soon get rid of ’em now.” 

“Get rid of them?” shouted the aghast Splidgings, jumping up ; 
and the girl, convinced that her master had taken leave of his senses, 
bolted out of the room without a word. Splidgings sank into a chair. 

“It’s twins !—that’s why I’ve been kept in the dark! I'll go and 
have this mystery cleared up. What did that girl mean by saying 
that she would soon get rid of ’em? Get rid of my twins! Why,she 
must be mad!” He rose and started for the door just as his mother- 
in-law returned. 

“ Take me to her.” 

“ Not to-night.” 

“To-night. I must see my wife and the babies.” 

“ The babies ! ” screamed his mother-in-law, “ what babies?” 

“My babies! Am I not the father of twins?” 

“No, sir—not to my knowledge. You've come home mad or drunk.” 

“I’m not drunk, so I must be mad. Let me go into the other room 
and see the ‘surprise’ you wrote about,” roared Splidgings. 

“ The ‘surprise,’ as you call it, is eating cat’s meat, and your wife 
has had them too bad for you to see her yet,” answered his mother-in- 
law, convinced that Splidgings was temporarily deranged. 

“ Do you mean to say that you are feeding it on cat’s meat?” 

“Of course. What else could we give it?” 

“ What ?—feeding my baby on cat’s meat! I'll turn you out of my 
house this instant!” 

‘“‘ Mad!” said his mother-in-law, edging away. “I don’t know what 
you are talking about, with your ‘ baby’ and ‘twins’!” 

“It’s a hideous nightmare,” said Splidgings, to himself. “I shall 
wake directly.” Then suddenly, “Twins! Didn’t you say my wife 
had them?” 

“*T said your wife had the measles,” 

“Then, I’m not a father?” 

* No.” 

Splidgings was certain that he was sound asleep now, and all was a 
dream. However, he feebly inquired, “ And the ‘surprise’?”’ 

“* Why, the bull pup you’ve been wanting so long.” 

With a groan Splidgings fell back in his chair. He wasn’t a father. 
after all, and had only 
got a bull pup, and his \F 
wife had had measles, | 
This was all he could 
make of the affair. 
What would the fellows 
at the “King’s Head” 
say? They must never 
know. They had con- 
gratulated him on being 
a father, and he was no 
father, therefore the 
matter must go no 
farther. But it did. 
The whole story leaked 
out by some means or 
other, and the members 
of the smoking con- 
cert bought a muzzle,a 
dog’s collar, seme 
Spratt’s biscuits, did 
them up ina neat parcel, 
and dispatched Martle- 
by, who was kept com- 
pletely in the dark, to 
wish Splidgings joy, and 
to ask if the mother and 
child were doing well. 
Poor Martleby! Splid- 
gings was not a fighting 
man, but he very nearly 
killed Martleby, and it’s a dangerous thing, I can tell you, to ask 
Splidgings how his first baby is, notwithstanding that in due course 
Mrs. Splidgings did present him with a son and heir, who had no 
hair to speak of, but who really was Splidgings’ first baby. 
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NOT THIS TIME! 




















(1). Stonebroke yearned for a fish dinner, but from the state of his 
exchequer it seemed probable that yearning would be all he would 
tof it. Suddenly, however, a bright idea struck him. (2). And 

is entry into that shop looked worth a thousand a year, at least, 
8). “Salmon! sir? Yessir! Everything on the bill, sir? Yessir, 
‘reckly, sir!” (4). “Well, I'm grilled! If that gent don’t choke 
‘iaself in ‘arf a minute I'm a bally fried bloater!” (5). “There! 
I knowed ’e would! Got a bone a foot long in’is windpipe! ‘Elp! 




















Police!” (6). After wrecking most of the furniture in his convul- 
sions of agony, the wretched man at length rolled through the open 
door into the street, | (7). When he somehow recovered with 
amazing rapidity, and took the home track like a flash of lightning. 
No doubt if he hadn’t run full tilt into a “copper,” who took him 
back to the shop, that would have been the cheapest fish dinner 0” 
record. As it was, Stonebroke found “it came about as dear as they 
make ’em!” 











—- 





WE know a man with such a wooden head that he always uses a 
jack plane when he requires shaving. 


A STARTLING paradox.—No matter how heavy a gas bill may be, 
it jas nevertheless, always a Light account. 


IF a person cannot sing because of fog in the lungs, is it quite 
permissible to say that person is hoarse de combat ? 


NOTE.—Birds pair in the Spring. Then go hopping on the 12th 
of August, the Ist of September and the Ist of October. 
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LIKE HER IMPUDENCE! 
He,—“ Curious PLAY, ISN’T IT? AUTHOR’S QUITE A YOUNG MAN, TOO!” She (fervently).—“ OH, I HOPE Not!” 
He (rather startled).—“ Ex |—EzER—Wuy ?” She.— BECAUSE HE MAY LIVE 80 MUCH LONGER, YOU KNOW—AND WRITE MORE PLAYS.” 








across the road: thought at first it was some form or the other of a 
jumping rat, etc. It’s a comfort that some people have got the time 
to look after a parcel of birds instead of keeping their eyes on their 
daily business, 

Then there's the gentleman who is staying in the South of England, 
and who has got something to say about the great size of robins in 
sheltered districts. How the weather is so warm at Hastings that he 
saw a lively little redbreast making a magnificent feed off the wild 
strawberries in Fairlight Glen. 

As to the habits of London birds, I leave all that to Jones. I never 
could see anything particu- 
larly lovely in a lot of 
r ws squabbling and 

ghting in a pool of gutter 
water. It’s only imbecile 
idleness that makes people 
waste their time in watching 
such confounded nonsense, 
I'm sick of the birds ! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 


THH TIME OF BIRDS. 

St. VALENTINE’Ss day has passed, and the birds are pairing! Jones 

told me this as he looked up at the bit of blue sky above the chimney 

Just the size of his pocket handkerchief. Well! It’s a good 
job that St. Valentine’s Day has passed. And as to the birds, I don’t 
quite see how they can interest me or anybody else who isn’t exactly 
fit for Hanwell. Yes! the birds are rather busy. The girl who 
brings in my breakfast always goes to shake the crumbs out on to the 
road—* to feed the,poor little things,” she says. A lot she cares about 
them. She hasn’t got the honesty to say that she only goes out so 
that the butcher’s lad or 
somebody else can come and + 
grin at her. That’s the way 
with all of them. 

Then there are the letters 
to the papers about the 
birds. I’m about tired of 
them by this time. Some- 
body’s always got something 
to say about an eagle that’s 
been seen on the top of St 








— 


Paul’s, or a heron trying to 
fish for sprats in one of the 
tasins in Trafalgar Square. 
Then, again, there is the 
mildly observant lunatic 
who hears a nightingale 
singing in his patent dust- 
bin, where it ‘has~ taken 
shelter from the frost. 

Some fellow, too, has al- 
ways got something to say 
about swallows that don’t 
hibernate. How he walked 
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For “Afflictions Sore.” 


ConpyY’s FLUID is the sove- 
reign cure for sores and 
wounds and bruises, 

And it is worth its weight 
in gold for all ite many 


uses. 

It brings both comfort and 
relief to all the “sore”-ly 
tried, 

And foul infections near it, 
too, can never long abide. 














in a country lane, only ten 
miles from the Post Office, 
and saw something skim 


FRENCH AS IT IS SPOKEN—BY ENGLISH ABROAD. 


Lady (hailing a carriage).— Garcon, étes-vous fiancé ?” : 
Drie Tn. oleae Lady.—“ Prenes moi donc. 

















Horse GUARDS — Groom 





B22” To CORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, er pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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THE PHILOSOPHER. 
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see he was 
~ “a2 Philosopher. 










[besides, he said he 
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What passes amongst them there, might show Of hurry ; “says he, “I’ve got the place, 
. A lot in this direction, And I means to take it heasy!” 
; “In vino veritas,” they say, 
The footman Balfour lolls about, So let who will attack us ; 
And quite declines to be put out : . N : 
: ’ In his new inline G’out with you! We'll donk deep droughts of raddy wine. 
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NO CHEMICALS USED. Refuse all Substitutes. 
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Celestials’ little trucks. A kidnapped (2) bridegroom. Le artist + Ye yockey: 
| (5) In taking the cake some would fain be employed— 
But taking the Pan-cake you'd better avoid | 


The Chinese, desiring a frontier to claim, 
Soon made “ ancient ” land marks to mark out the same, 


(7) This dame kidnapped a bridegroom aboard of a yact t, 
,ut she yachtn’t to do so; now ‘tis said she did not, 








(1) When the Battle of Waterloo (Cup) is re-waged— 


“ Wat-er-loo-sing affair!” cry the bunnies engaged, 
j 


' @ | . 
io (2) Sandown Park’s First Spring Meeting makes many a one | @) 
Cry, “ How happy could I be with Esher!” Eh, Fun? 
(3) To smoke microbes out is a good plan, we read ; 
Bacilli think Bacca a very ill weed! 
(4) Oxford dolts played with pepper when Bernard Shaw came ; ; (5) 
But their gay cay-enne-deavours made some say, “’Shaw! Shame!” 
VOL, LV, NO, 1399, 





Jockey Barrett was sued by a budding R.4A., 
And anon ‘twas R-A-nged B. a fiver should pay. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


“4 YY —DRAMATISTS are 
| G incorrigible creatures | 
Haven’t we told them 

4 

J 





over and over again 
that to screen the fair 
fame of a sister (or any 
) other relative) at the 

expense of a husband's 
feelings is conduct not 
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Tne GLOBE.—Olga giving | 
that terrible architectural 
information—* There's the 
door, sir!” 


only unworthy of a 
British heroine, but 
utterly subversive of 
sympathy and _  con- 
ducive to aggravation 
and irritation? And 
yet they will do it— 
they keep on doing it, 
and never take the lesson of the inevitable and invariable failure to 
heart. One of the latest sinners in this respect is Mr. Louis N. Parker, 
a gentleman who has written one short piece, at least, considerably 
above the average of merit. A Bohemian, or all fiddle-de-dee (the 
second title is mine, but anybody is welcome to it), the piece just 
produced at this house, not only suffers severely from the defect in- 
dicated, but the bottom is carefully knocked out of any effect the 
Villain was likely to make, by its being made manifest in the first 
scene that a convenient doom is continually at hand to put a stopper 
upon him the moment it becomes necessary to adopt that course. I 
don’t remember a play, at the moment (though I have seen some 
queer ones), where more careful provision has been made for self- 
stultification of the plot. 





OLERGY AND MILLETT-AIRY ! 


THERE is nothing specially striking in the “character” or the 
dialogue either. There is some brightness in some comedy scenes 
between a hypocritical curate and a sprightly young lady, the 
daughter of his vicar; but the brightness is mainly 
owing to the excellent form given to it by Mr, 
Allan Aynesworth and Miss Maude Millett—the 
lady's style is deliciously true and piquant. Miss 
Mlorence West and Mr. Lewis Waller took good 
care of the “strong” parts, and Mr. F. Everill and 
Mrs. Canninge, as an elderly couple, could hardly 
be found wanting; Mr. Carson was scarcely my 
idea of the gallant soldier man, but he plays with 
earnestness enough. 


THE St. JAMEs's. —“ L’audace! L'audace ! 
Toujours Vaudace!” would seem to be the motto 
of the great and (no doubt) good Oscar Wilde, Esq. 
Audacity has served him well ere this, and doubt- 
less will again. Almost certainly will in the case 
of Lady Windermere's Fan, a very poor play 
indeed when tested by the canons, But it will be 
saved from its just fate, partly by the notoriety its 
author has achieved (or had thrust upon him) and 
the consequent desire to see “ what his play is like,” 
and partly by its almost continuously humorons 
ay, rh dialogue. The humour is rather artificial, and con- 

“Tags AuTHor.” ists mostly of rather laboriously built up paradox, 
but it is just the sort of skin deep cynic fun which 
suits a certain kind of “ sassiety ” audience—and others. Perhaps the 
most genuine comicality in connection with the piece occurred when 
the author amble! amiably on in front of the curtain, cigarette 








“ blue carnation ” and all complete, and delivered himself of a speech | 

Whether the self-approval expressed was to be taken in sober serious. 

ness or as assumed for the occasion, the assumption was decidedly 
funny ! 





SoME (and a good 
slice) of whatever 
success is achieved, 
however, will be due 
to the acting, although 
it shows weak spots—a 
circumstance some- 
what unusual at the 
St. James’s. Miss Han- 
bury, though she tried 
hard, and with a con- 
siderable measure of 
success, can scarcely be said to have risen to 
the more exacting demands of the character pup gp, Janes's.—A 
of the young (and not very pleasant) Lady Beau! AnD a Goosx! 
Windermere. Mr. Nutcombe Gould, too, is 
misplaced as the gay Lothario—in fact, he isn’t the least little bit 
gay—though he is, perhaps, too good an actor to be relegated to a 
lifetime of “ aristocratic old men.” I couldn’t quite believe in Miss 
Marion Terry’s “ wickedness,” either, in spite of the cleverness of her 
performance. Mr. Alexander contented himself (and us, in a sense) 
with the assumption of a small (and not very probable) character ; 
while there is nothing but the monotony of praise for Messrs. H. H. 
Vincent, Webster and Tempest, and Misses Coleman, Laura Graves 
and the rest—with just an extra pan, perhaps, for Miss Coleman and 
Mr. Vincent. 





THE ST. JAMES'S.— 
WILDE! H'M! 





PRINCE OF WALES’S.— Blue Hy’d Susan is different from what 
she was, H.M.S, Dauntless has been slewed round a few points, and 
is now seen (in the second act) broadside. And a good job, too; one 
is getting a bit tired of the mizen-mast, companion-ways, etc., of the 
end on view—besides, the set is brighter, and there is more room for 
the high jinks necessary to these pieces. A good deal of the dialogue 
has been thrown overboard, too, giving the ship a much needed 
lightening of superfluous matter under which she threatened to 
founder. All this improves the show immensely, and it seems to have 
started on a prosperous voyage, running well before the wind. But 
why not have found out the necessity for 
all this at first ? However, better late than 
never, and we've got it now. 













Nops AND WINKS.—WMatinées are going 
it this week. Up to the time of writing, 
however, nothing of consequence has turned 
up, except that, between two poor pieces at 
























the Vaudeville, appeared 
one called Only a Model, 
which is a very fair speci- 
men of a one act play of 
a slightly sombre order. 
It wants some overhaul- 
ing, though. Miss Edith 
Gordon played the “ model,” with some acceptance, too.—The Court 
programme has court on so (if I may use the expression) that Mr. 
Thomas has extended his lease for another month—Zhe Black Flag 
is now waving over the Olympic. NESTOR. 


THE Sr. JAMES'S.—-TRUE MAN, HANBURY, 
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at top-hats, off bridges flying, What's the matter? what's the matter? 


that the winds, about them veering, 
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THE ARISTOCRAT, THE HURRICANE AND THE NAVVY. 
A LATTER Day FABLE. 
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A haughty aristocrat— (Whose remote ancestors had chartered an ark of their own),— Was taking an afternoon crawl, when, to 
his intense indignation, a sudden gust of wind blew off his hat. “To think,” he cried, “that my hat 
should be blown off! mine above all other hats in the world! It is a most unsufferable liberty |” 
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A moment later, the wind increased to a Propelled him with such force against the hat- When the storm had subsided, the navvy, 





small hurricane, and, lifting a navvy, who _less aristocrat, that they both fell to earth; the after picking himself up, stretching bis limbs 
was issuing from the portals of the “ Spotted navvy’s shovel breaking its fall across the skull and casting an eye over his personal belong- 








Dog,” completely off his feet, of the blue blooded unfortunate. ings, said, hoarsely, “ It’s lucky for you, guv- 
‘nor, as you fell underneath, otherwise I might ha’ been hurt. As it is, Z°Ul trouble you to fork over the price 
f a new shovel!” MoRAL.—Nature is no respecter of pereons—neither, for the matter of that, is a navvy. 
I I ’ J 
a an 2 
Malevolent March. | Soon may send their forms careering | Wanton March, of months the wildest— 
WHAT’s the tter? what? ? Off the scaffolds high. Raging March, the rudest, riledest 
Why does tio hcg wis Pag mane | Why do folks, who dwell in humble | Month of all the year! 
Just at present cheer'ly chatter “ Buildings,” dread, while night-winds — What's the matter? what's the matter ? 
’ Of a harvest rare? Lest their homes sata etc ehraety te Why has Fun begun to chatter 
Why does each foresee that splendid Why! ono ‘hn cote ate . In a hopeful key, and scatter 
* Tiles” will shortly by descended | Measly March, of a - i 1 = To the winds that gloom 
Tiles be mashed and squashed and rended— | Savage March, of ote a "he ‘ide * _ Which through winter months imbue] his 
; Wrecked beyond repair? _ Blustering March, the h cm, ” ba | Sunken spirits? Why eschewed bis 
Why are hatters prophesying Month of all the year | Age-worn aspect? Why renewed his 


Pristine youth and bloom ? 








a me ine se; | Why ate gare waxing fatter? det big Te 
Roaring March of months the rou hest— | ‘Cause the gale is strong to shatter ’Cause he knows sweet Spring is coming 
Tumid March of months the tou feak- = Lamps and window-panes. : When old March gets here! 

Stormy March the bluffest vruffest Why weeps Farmer Hodge? He sees nis As the night ere dawn is drearest, 
Month of all the ae ! Kine o'er tops of tallest treeses | So the month to spring-months neare: t 
; ‘ : Wafted by remorseless breezes | Is the wildest, worst, severest 
What’s the matter ? what’s the matter? | To Elysian plains. - Month of all the year! 
Why do teeth of builders chatter | Why do temperance men so qaeerly | 
Oer their work? They deem their latter Zigzag in the streets that clearly | ; :) SEE > ‘isi 

End perchance is nigh : They are proved or quite, or nearly, FAR(CE) SEEING P£OPLE.— Visitors to the 

Daily, hourly, much they’re fearing | Drunk? ‘Cause March is here ; | Criterion. (N.B.—This is not a paid adver- 


Windy March, of months unmildest— tisement,) 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 
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Toe GLOBE.—Olga giving 
that terrible architectural 


information—‘‘ There's the 


door, #ir! 


only unworthy of a 
British heroine, but 
utterly subversive of 
sympathy and _  con- 
ducive to aggravation 
and irritation? And 
yet they will do it— 
they keep on doing it, 


GP 





Haven’t we told them 
over and over again 
that to screen the fair 
. fame of a sister (or any 
) other relative) at the 
j expense of a husband's 


mae, vy 


? “) —DRAMATISTS are 

Hl G incorrigivie creatures ! 
q 
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CLERGY AND MILLETT-AIRY ! 


and never take the lesson of the inevitable and invariable failure to 
heart. One of the latest sinners in this respect is Mr. Louis N. Parker, 
a gentleman who has written one short piece, at least, considerably 
above the average of merit. A Bohemian, or all fiddle-de-dee (the 
second title is mine, but anybody is welcome to it), the piece just 
produced at this house, not only suffers severely from the defect in- 
dicated, but the bottom is carefully knocked out of any effect the 
Villain was likely to make, by its being made manifest in the first 
scene that a convenient doom is continually at hand to put a stopper 
upon him the moment it becomes necessary to adopt that course. I 
don’t remember a play, at the moment (though I have seen some 
queer ones), where more careful provision has been made for self- 


stultification of the plot. 


THERE is nothing specially striking in the “ character’ 


+] 


or the 


dialogue either. There is some brightness in some comedy scenes 
between a hypocritical curate and a sprightly young lady, the 





THE 
Toujours l'audace !”’ 
of the great and (no doubt) good Oscar Wilde, Esq. 
Audacity has served him well ere this, and doubt- 
less will again, Almost certainly will in the case 
of Lady Windermere’s Fan, a very poor play 
indeed when tested by the canons, But it will be 
saved from its just fate, partly by the notoriety its 
author has achieved (or had thrust upon him) and 
the consequent desire to see “ what his play is like,” 
and partly by its almost continuously humorons 


daughter of his vicar; but the brightness is mainly 
owing to the excellent form given to it by Mr. 
Allan Aynesworth and Miss Maude Millett—the 
lady's style is deliciously true and piquant. Miss 
Mlorence West and Mr. Lewis Waller took good 
care of the “strong” parts, and Mr. F. Everill and 
Mrs. Canninge, as an elderly couple, could hardly 
be found wanting; Mr. Carson was scarcely my 
idea of the gallant soldier man, but he plays with 
carnestness enough. 


St. JAMEs'’s. —“ L’anudace! L’audace ! 
would seem to be the motto 


en ee dialogue, The humour is rather artificial, and con- 

iT. ts's. rire i , athe 
“THe AUTHOR.” ’ ts mostly of rather laboriously built up paradox, 
ut it is Just the sort of skin deep cynic tun which 


suits a certain kind of “ sassiety ’ 
most genuine comicality in connection with the 
the author amble! amiably on 


audience—and others, Perhaps the 
piece occurred when 
in front of the curtain. cigarette, 











“blue carnation” and all complete, and delivered himself of a speech | 
Whether the self-approval expressed was to be taken in sober serious. 
ness or as assumed for the occasion, the assumption was decidedly 





THE ST. JAMES'S.— 
WILDE! H'M! 


funny ! 





SOME (and a good 
slice) of whatever 
success is achieved, 
however, will be due 
to the acting, although 
it shows weak spots—a 
circumstance some- 
what unusual at the 
St. James’s. Miss Han- 
bury, though she tried 
hard, and with a con- 
siderable measure of 


success, can scarcely be said to have risen to 
the more exacting demands of the character 
of the young (and not very pleasant) Lady 
Windermere. Mr, Nutcombe Gould, too, is 
misplaced as the gay Lothario—in fact, he isn’t the least little bit 
gay—though he is, perhaps, too good an actor to be relegated to a 


lifetime of “ aristocratic old men.” 





THE ST. JAMEs's.—A 
BEAU! AND A GOOSE! 


I couldn’t quite believe in Miss 


Marion Terry’s “ wickedness,” either, in spite of the cleverness of her 
performance. Mr. Alexander contented himself (and us, in a sense) 
with the assumption of a small (and not very probable) character ; 
while there is nothing but the monotony of praise for Messrs. H. H, 
Vincent, Webster and Tempest, and Misses Coleman, Laura Graves 
and the rest—with just an extra pan, perhaps, for Miss Coleman and 


Mr. Vincent. 





PRINCE OF WALES’S.— Blue Hy’d Susan is different from what 
she was, H.M.S. Dauntless has been slewed round a few points, and 


is now seen (in the second act) broadside. 


And a good job, too; one 


is getting a bit tired of the mizen-mast, companion-ways, etc., of the 
end on view—besides, the set is brighter, and there is more room for 


the high jinks necessary to these pieces. 


A good deal of the dialogue 


has been thrown overboard, too, giving the ship a much needed 
lightening of superfluous matter under which she threatened to 
founder. All this improves the show immensely, and it seems to have 
started on a prosperous voyage, running well before the wind. But 


why not have found out the necessity for 
all this at first ? However, better late than 
never, and we’ve got it now. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Matinées are going 4/ 
it this week. Up to the time of writing, }// 
however, nothing of consequence has turned 
up, except that, between two poor pieces at 


THE Sr. JAMES'S.—TRUE MAN, HANBURY, 





















AND Co. 


the Vaudeville, appeared 
one called Only a Model, 
which is a very fair speci- 
men of a one act play of 
a slightly sombre order. 
It wants some overhaul- 


ing, though. Miss Edith 


Gordon played the “ model,” with some acceptance, too.—The Court 
programme has court on so (if I may use the expression) that Mr. 
Thomas has extended his lease for another month—Zhe Black Flag 
is now waving over the Olympic. 
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THE ARISTOCRAT, THE HURRICANE AND THE NAVVY. 


A LATTER Day FABLE. 
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PROSECUTED. 











(Whose remote ancestors had chartered an ark of their own),— 





Was taking an afternoon crawl, when, to 


his intense indignation, a sudden gust of wind blew off his hat. “To think,” he cried, “that my hat 


should be blown off! mine above all other hats in tl 








Propelled him with such force against the hat- 
less aristocrat, that they both fell to earth; the 
navvy’s shovel breaking its fall across the skull 
of the blue blooded unfortunate. 


A moment later, the wind increased to a 
small hurricane, and, lifting a navvy, who 
was issuing from the portals of the “ Spotted 
Dog,” completely off his feet, 


1e world! It isa most unsufferable liberty | 





When the storm had subsided, the navvy, 
after picking himself up, stretching his limbs 
and casting an eye over his personal belong- 
ings, said, hoarsely, “ It’s lucky for you, guv- 


‘nor, as you fell underneath, otherwise I might ha’ been hurt. As it is, 7’Ul trouble you to fork over the price 


if a new shovel!” 





Malevolent March. 
WHAT'S the matter? what’s the matter? 
Why does every London hatter 
Just at present cheer'ly chatter 
Of a harvest rare? 
Why does each foresee that splendid 
* Tiles” will shortly by descended 
Tiles be mashed and squashed and rended— 
Wrecked beyond repair? 
Why are hatters prophesying 
Chat top-hats, off bridges flying, 
soon will in the Thames be lying ? 
Why? ’Cause March is here ; 
Roaring March, of months the roughest— 
I umid March, of months the toughest— 
Stormy March, the bluffest, gruffest 
Month of all the year ! 


Soon may send their forms careering 
Off the scaffolds high. 
Why do folks, who dwell in humble 
* Buildings,” dread, while night-winds rumble, 
Lest their homes should tumble, crumble ? 
Why? 'Cause March is here ; 
Measly March, of months the maddest— 
Savage March, of months the saddest— 
3lustering March, the boldest, baddest 
Month of all the year! 


What's the matter? what's the matter? 
Why are glaziers waxing fatter? 
‘Cause the gale is strong to shatter 
Lamps and window-panes. 
Why weeps Farmer Hodge? He sees his 
Kine o’er tops of tallest treeses 
Wafted by remorseless breezes 
To Elysian plains. 
Why do temperance men 80 queerly 
Zigzag in the streets that clearly 
They are proved or quite, or nearly, 
Drunk? ’Cause March is here ; 
Windy March, of months unmildest— 


What’s the matter ? what’s the matter? 
Why do teeth of builders chatter 

‘er their work? They deem their latter 
' End perchance is nigh : 

‘iy, hourly, much they’re fearing 


‘ | , ; ; 
ial the winds, about them veering, 


rT) 





MORAL,— Nature is no respecter of pereons—neither, for the matter of that, is a navvy,. 


Wanton March, of months the wildest— 
Raging March, the rudest, riledest 
Month of all the year! 


What's the matter? what's the matter ? 
Why has FUN begun to chatter 
In a hopeful key, and scatter 
To the winds that gloom 
Which through winter months imbuel his 
Sunken spirits? Why eschewed bis 
Age-worn aspect? Why renewed his 
Pristine youth and bloom ? 
Why is FUN a love-song humming? 
Why at his piano strumming? 
’Cause he knows sweet Spring is coming 
When old March gets here ! 
As the night ere dawn is drearest, 
So the month to spring-monthe neare: t 
Is the wildest, worst, severest 
Month of all the year! 








FAR(CE) SEEING PEOPLE,—V isitors to the 
Criterion. (N.B.—This is not a paid adver- 


tisement,) 
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of doubt. 


WS, It 1s caused by 
e pericosml 


ienza?” said he; “that’s exactly what I live here to avoid. 
ipers Which causes the epidemic ; and I don’t see any newspapers out here. 


C polariz utions in 


Until. half an hour after, another friend said, “ Lor’ 


don’t you know what causes the Intluenza? 
smash every snail I see, and I haven’t had the disease yet.” 
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Snails ! 
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TOSSING THE PANCAKES.— BALFOUR'S LATEST. 
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OUR GRANDMOTHERS KNEW THE 













TRICK. 





Dr, Switcherly.—“ With you, Plumply Major, I am deeply shocked. 
What excuse can you hope to advance, or how can you attempt to 
palliate the atrocious crime of purloining the produce of my hen- 


roost ?”’ 


Plumply Major (sobbing).—* P-p-p-please, sir, it was all Suckington 


Minor’s fault! He—he egged me on!” 


FUN-DE-SIECOLH FARCBES., 











THE NEW DRAMA AND ITS DRAMATIST, 


An Hsthetic Enetic, 


In Three Portions. 


SCENE I,—A’sthetia, THE O’MILDE discovered smoking a quitetoo- 


utta cigarette, 


THE O'M. (posing ponderously). What shall I do to once again 
achieve fame—or at least notoriety? Lilies fand Sunflowers a 


the nocturnal Jacky Siffleur is absent, Blue China is cheap 


and, alas! in obedience to the Poet’s Adjuration, “ Get 
I have had to part with my precious tresses. 


re off, 
to-day, 


your hair cut,” 


Nobody seems too-too 


knocked at my novelettes, although they are painted in Dorian Gray 
tints; even my brother Bill, begorra! has given himself in marriage 


to a mere American millionairess ! 
attract notice? Ah, I have it! 
gorgeously.) Yes, it shall be so! 


the Past. Whatho! Without there! 


What shall I do, then, in order to 
I'll write a play. What! (giggles 
But first to invoke some Spirits of 


[ Enter the SvIRITs OF CONVENTIONALITY, of PLAGIARISM, 


SAUCINESS, etc. 


THE O'M. I thought of writing a play—if you would be co kind as 


to—— 


THE SPIRITS OY, ETC. Certainly, with pleasure! We knew you would 


be glad of us, 


Windermerest Fantasia heard OFF as scene changes.) 


SCENE Il.—A Managerial Sanctum. T1mE—Jn due course. 


covered MR. ACTOR-MANAGER with him THE 0’ 
manuscript, 
Mk.iA.-M, But, my dear Osc —~ 
THE O’M, Give me leave, friend. 
worse—an actor likewise, 


that the Playwright is All. 


Here is ink, Write away. (They bang door and leave 


the O'M. hard at it—meaning the Drama—not the door, A Lady 


Dis- 


M., with him a 


You are but a manager—nay, 
! I have somewhere said (I think it must 
be in to-day’s Peterborough Courtier) that actors are but puppets ; 

Now, Jama Playwright, therefore, etc. 
etc., etc, (talks in carefully prepared impromptus for several pages) 
in short, my dear Manager—my very dear Manager—this is 


’ 


a Society 





posed Intrigue—supposed Intrigues are supposed to exist 
on thon in feclste, 70 know. It’s plot, if one may call it so, ig 
distinctly French, with many precious touches of sweet Unhealthiness, 
don’tcherknow. What! Yes,the Fan episode is old; but see with 


what wit I surround that Fan! 


-M. Yes, but—— 
Tas OM. Quite so! quite so! You are doubtless right—but J have 


w. You, you see, are only a highly intelligent young 
me Sor avon ha Br why boast ? Enough that this play of 
mine is certainly the best since Shakespeare, Sheridan, Congreve, 
Dumas, Lope de Vega, etc. But the great charm of my play is its 
scheme of Colour! My heroine wears Electric Blue; the lady whom 
she suspects of carrying on an intrigue with her husband (a lady who 
is really her mother, by-the-way, a sweet natural touch, don’t you 
think 7) she wears Radiant Pink, and so on. All the men wear rich 
and harmonious Blue Carnations in their coats—like this (shows his), 
the Sunflower and Lily being, as you know, off. 

Mr. A.-M. Quite so, old chap. But—— _ 

THE O’M. In short, all society (so-called) will flock to see the play, 
and J shall achieve fame, and you (a mere player) will shine with a 
kind of reflected glory which—— (left talking). 


SCENE III.—Auditorium of the Theatre Royal, St. Jims. Timr— 
First night of the foregoing play. FASHION, CULCHAW, VOGUE, 
SWAGGERDOM, etc., sitting in front. They cackle deadheadedly, 


FASHION. What a delightfully, wicked play! And—ah! there’s 
dear Culchaw! How d’yedo? (Gives finger.) 

CULCHAW (taking it), Thanks, awfully, What sweet literature! 
And how roguishly true to Natchaw ! 

VoGuE. Quite pschiitt, Z think. eo ’ 

SwWAGGEKDOM. Yaas ; upto date all thetaime. Quaite like reading 
those delayhtful divawce repawts, hey? _ 

F., V., C., 8., ETC., ETC. And—oh! I jsay, that remark he made 
about... How true! . Rude, but what insight! Etc., 
ete. (Then reverentially). But, hush! The curtain has fallen, and 
see—here is the dear authaw! Bwavo! ‘Caw! Speech! ’Caw! 
Ktc., etc. 

THE O'M. (toying with a fragrant cigarette, which he puffs from 
time to time). Ladies and Gentlemen—(sensativn)—I appear be- 
fore you because—(cries of “ Bravo !””)}—because I feel that you wish 
to thank me for the highly intellectual treat I have this evening been 
good enough to give you; and these players, whom I have somewhere 
in my works described as Puppets (I think it must have been in this 
morning’s Telephone—(cries of “ Yaw, yaw!”)—this play, which I 
have graciously allowed to be produced—(enthusiasm)—is undoubtedly 
the cleverest thing that the mere and effete stage has been honoured 
with. (Cries of “’Caw,’caw!”) I assure you, it has given me the 
greatest delight to see it this evening. I hope you have had the good 
sense to experience the same delight. (Cries of “Ya'as, ya’as!”) 
Believe me, J know of no finer play. Even these actors—perhaps the 
finest and completest all-round company in London—could not spoil 
it. The dialogue is the neatest, sweetest, most precious, most brilliant 
and epigrammatic J have ever met, and I feel sure that all critics of 
any culture will endorse my views. And in conclusion, I leave my 
blessing—and this cloud of smoke—(gives some more puffs)—among 
you, ladies and gentlemen. (Withdraws pictwresquely.) 

* * * * ~ * 

CHORUS OF CERTAIN Critics. “ Undoubtedly the cleverest,” etc., 
etc., “ Gave us the greatest delight,” etc., etc. . “We know of no 
finer play” . . . “The dialogue is the neatest, sweetest, most brilliant, 
etc.” [ Prompter FUN at this rings down the Curtain, 








To Voters, 


SOUTH St. Pancrasites, ye, who'll soon vote 
For your Councillors, lo, ere you strut on, 
We urge you to carefully note 
That some candidates aren’t worth a button ; 
(Pan)-crass ignorance, though, 
You'll undoubtedly show 
If you don’t support honest John Hutton ! 





Saturday to Monday. ' 

PEOPLE in winter time like tc doa Saturday to Monday just as 
much as they do in the summer. They have a run down to Brighton. 
They have hot Brill’s baths in the morning, and hot whisky and water 
at night at the “Old Ship.” Then they have a good deal of sherry at 
the Bodega. Then, when their hearts are swollen with gratitude and 
contentment, and their livers are swollen too, they goand take a walk 
on the town side of the King's Road and get the draughts in their 
spines from the streets running off. Then they get queer. On the 
Monday, they have to have a brandy and soda the first thing in the 
morning to pull themselves together. Then, when they’ve got into 
town, they’ve got “heads on them.” It’s a pity their heads werent 
blown off before they tried a Saturday to Monday blow. 
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Good Advice and 
Good Example. 


[The female students at Newn- 
ham College have been debating 
as to whether ladies undergoing 
an academic education may be 
allowed the use of slang.—Press.] 


THE Newnham College gals, 
of late,— gleans— 
So Fun from Cambridge 
Have had a jolly stiffidebate, 
And given each other 
beans. 
The point from which their 
sparring sprang 
Was whether swagger gals 
Do right or wrong in spout- 
ing slang [ pals. 
When tattling with their 


“A vulgar girl,” said purists 
grim, 
Beloved of men is not!” 
And tomboys answered, 
“Such a whim 
Is stuff and tommy-rot. 
You'll find that every dude 
and toff [slapbang 
And swell is mashed 
By gals wot’s good at chuck- 
ing off [slang!”’ 
Their chests a bit of 


But let those Newnham 


donahs grab 
A wheeze from FUN, and 
stop [gab 


Their game of letting ugly 
From pretty kissers drop. 
In hoodlum speech let cos- 
ters bawl, 
And _ pothouse blokes 
harangue, 
For Newnham tarts there 
ain’t no call [slang. 
To sling no blooming 


And if there’s one among | 


those gals [ got 

Who such a knack has 

Of mouthing slang while 
with her pals 


That cheese it she can not, | 


Then let her collar right- 
away 
This screed from FUY, 


and chuck [day, | 
Her blinkers on it twice a | 


Till on her memory stuck 
Is every line. And thus 

she’ll cop 
The style in which to trot 
Pure English out, and not | 
let drop rot! | 


a 


No Old - Kent - Roadish | (3). So the very next day he started off on the | balloon, An 
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Li SOw Zr’ Trea Wye 

(1). “I’ faith, Abbot Boniface,” quoth little Longbeau- | sprint. (4). And after that ioaugurated a new game 
coup the Sacristan, “but thou’rt getting thundering | called FOTTEBALLE, which he instructed his brethren 
stout. Wantest thou fasting, vigils or exercise that thy | in with startling success. (5). Then in a weak 
carcass is getting so unwieldy?” (2). “ Unwieldy,” | moment he involved the aid of Brother Smith, who had 
murmured the good Abbot that night as he surveyed | once been a professional puncher. (6). Alas for the 
himself in his mirror before retiring to rest. “It’s like | old Adam! Brother Smith had not forgotten his old 
his blooming cheek. Still, now I come to look, a little | trade. A fearful “hylse in the grummit,” was followed 
more angularity of outline might be an advantage.” by the —Te of Abbot Boniface like a “ bust” 

now the monastery is minus a head, 























THE SCHOOL PARTY. | enough if they were slapped and spanked as they were in the good old 
THAT idiot Jones has been cackling about sweet girlhood in its days of boarding schools. The spanking made their blood circulate. 

early blush. I never cared much about sweet girlhood. There are There are the high school girls and the high art school girls. They 
two things I hate—girls between fourteen and sixteen, and young like to talk about the Arts. They teach them how to do water-colours, 
white mice before they have grown quite white—both kinds of animals They couldn’t draw as much as a tin-tack straight from the carpet 
are bad enough when they are full grown. They are beastly when with a screw-driver, much less sketch the lines of a flat-iron. They 
they are not. All the girls that I’ve ever seen are fourteen or bring home pieces of paper that look as if they had been smeared 
fifteen ; are either stumpy or stoopy or stupid. They are all sharp with Worcester sauce and the cat had tried to lick it off. They call 
enough—like a fourpenny penknife; but the sharpness is never this painting in sepia. Sweet — As if I liked to see them altoge- 
any good for anything. J never could see the sweetness of young | ther at a Cinderella dance. There are the spotty girls, and the sore- 
girls or of young boys. The small boy at the juvenile party stuffs | eyed girls, and the bony, whose arms look like big horse-radishes. 
himself openly. The young girl eats steadily and quietly, tote she | I’m so fond of them. They are so kind to each other, too—know all 


can get through more—and she generally takes home something in 
her pocket. Then people are always so charmed with them. They 
look so interesting. “Too full of sympathy—kind people.” It’s only 
because the sweet child is turning green with too much trifles, kept of a family. 
down with chunks of chocolate. 
























| 





the other girls whose dresses are turned or come from their mother’s 
or their elder sister's. How charming to be the father of one of them. 
I’ve never had the smallpox in my time. I've never been the father 
I’ve got something to be thankful for, anyhow. School 


Girls like that would look healthy girls at a school party. I hate ’em, DIOGENKS TUBBS. 
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A SNIFTER. 
Host —* Why did you strike my dog? He only sniffed at you.” a 
Visitor.—“ Well, you don't expect me to wait till he has had a taste of me, do you! 





Rhyme and Reason. 


THE poet of the olden time, 
When wit was in its golden 
prime, 
Would oft commit a fearful 
crime 
And swear a horrid curse, 
For when he couldn’t find a 
rhyme 
He went and blanked the 
verse. 














AFTER Adam and Evehad 
caten the apple, we are 
told they were ashamed, 
This is doubtless the origin 
of the expression, “Once 
bit, twice shy.” 





Kiss me Quick. 
WHEN February comes [ 








sing— 
“Oh! kiss me quick, my 
dear, 
For Father Time is on the 
wing, 
And with him flies the 
year.” 
When February’s flown 
away, 
The maiden’s smile is 
arch ; 
| She cries, “ My kisses quick 
| repay, 
For Time is on _ the 
| March.” 








lishment was the 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


VERY small beer is the Small Holdings’ Bill, introduced last week 
by the Minister for Agriculture. What could have been expected from 
the party of the Squirearchy? It will be good for landlords who want 
to sell their Jand, and the County Councils that will buy it ; it will be 
good for the lawyers, but it will, as at present framed, be of little 
benefit to the peasant, and as for the ratepayers and the taxpayers, it 
will help to make their pockets lighter and their hearts correspondingly 








oS 


a” 


TiM (at the Tabie). “ Oirish stew, bedad! I call it a 
regular bash,” 





heavy. 

Mr. Balfour's Irish 
Local Government 
Bill has had to run 
the gauntlet of ad- 
verse criticism not 
only inside but out- 
side the House. The 
Irish press are as 
severe upon it as the 
Irish party. In- 
tended no doubt as 
a sop to Cerberus it 
has intensified rather 
than stifled his dis- 
content, deepened 
rather than stilled 
his growl, Says 
Chef Balfour to Pat, 
“‘ See what a savoury 
Irish Stew I have 
made for you, Pat- 
rick,” and the 
Emerald Islander, 
who is far from 
being as verdant as 
the land of his birth, 
shakes his head and 
replies, “Stew, is 
it? Bedad, sorr, that 
mess looks to me 
more like a hash!” 

Welsh Disestab- 


principal object on the political tapis on Tuesday, 
Taffy prefers to go to chapel rather than to church, £0 his represen- 





tatives tell us, and he not unnaturally asks why he should be forced 
to maintain an establishment to which he does not belong. 

Thanks to the action of the Salvation Army, Mr. Matthews stated that 
the Eastbourne police were deprived of their rest on the day which most 

ple, except, apparently, the Salvationists, agree should be kept 
ome, and in which no manner of work should be done. If the Army 
has failed in putting down the Eastbourne townsfolk, it has succeeded 
in putting up their rates, 

Lord Herschell’s Bill to further protect the gilded youth under 
twenty-one was read last week a second time in the Lords, Perhaps 
somebody some day will bring in a bill to protect tradesmen and 
others from infants. ; 

So far as Mr. Provand’s Bill to shorten women’s hours is concerned, 
I am a cordial advocate of women’s rights. He proposes to fix the 
maximum at seventy-four hours per week, and [ agree with him. 
When the ladies get into the House of Commons, the limit will, per- 
haps, in the case of lady members, have to be extended ; but then the 
work there consists mostly of talking, and it takes a lot of that to tire 
them, 

Mr. Balfour, scenting defeat in the air, after opposing the measure, 
asked Mr. Provand to withdraw it, but he was obstinate, and scored, 
practically, a win off the Government. f 

Mr. Goschen had his complete (7) answer to the crowd 0 
questioners on the African Survey affair. 

Mr. Balfour’s stumble over the Scotch Local Taxation Grant was 
like putting his foot in it, 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








William on the Sunshine. 


WILLIAM has a way of talking of the weather as if it were a per- 
sonal friend of his. “I like sunshine,” he says. As if sunshine were 
Jones or Smith or Brown. “ The birds like the sunshine,” he mumbles 
on. “I like to hear them sing in it after a shower.” This is when “" 
sees a brace of sparrows fighting over a crust on the dustbin lid, an 
the Tom cat is trying to stalk them from the garden wall. This 18 & 
sort of pastoral to William. Then he remarks how the sunshine — 
it look quite like Spring, and gazes at the old tinned green pea tin that 
they used to keep his children’s guinea pig’s food in—it reminds — 
of spring lamb. William would like to write a natural history. 1¢ 
thinks he knows something, too, about plants. We should like © 
plant William—in a nice cheap grave, 
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sty Geornce W,Atas 


A DANGEROUS CHARACTER. 
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4 y ROPE " Also His Two Prinein 2\ Wives LAN LDIE l 
bE 2 i 
ee i, 
: Vv) 
| : RE ite 
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: Z- EZ , “Oh' Policeman, | ob - (2) 4 z 

Serve that you have a Z,.1000000,— ‘Hobrect' Lor bless yer no Suv Ony ; 

| gress iary gyacetul and beautiful Statues in too delighted Put ib where you Uke. They're all a- | 

| tHris newgh bourhood . Do yo ie the author. L oiah equally lovely, ‘eisit- they 2 5, AA pays your mo- 

{ : M . . "e< | J : > . : 
ties would ob yeet- to my placing this oh pl hey and you takes your choice, eh? Any of this 
upon one of them as a token of respect: tok suk you Sun?" | 

4 ys ~ ‘ 

($.) Bland Stranger, "Ah - the {ack is - Lve 

ate ? € ‘ - . 

; = taken rather a fancy do thes one. L thule L-- k 

) shall place my wreath "_— ‘Z.t000000,— “Wot"' Ct) Foutunatel another constable was 

Show respect to a Stooart sta- within hath aad the dangerous 

, tue! No you dont’ Its 

Agr the rales ' 
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be 
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LE ge a « =" ~ 
‘ Tu yan of Perverted Syn I as 
\ ‘ ' > : a] y Tt L1ksS Ow 
Yet back. Here’ Hil Help Secured ere he could Accquipl ish the wile deel . 

2 _,,. HALLO! Scribbler, old man. Let me congratulate you. Read in | Pots and Pans, 

3 this morniog’s paper that your new play convulsed the house, and THE great God Pan is dead, although, 

: ri the audience in a roar from beginning to end. Bravo! old Wylde Oscar says he’s not, 

e Ow ” 
rp. : The gods of old 

“Yes, that’s all very well; but allow me to inform you that my | I have bees told, 

4 pce was a—tragedy |” Went with their Pan to pot, 

2 — | 

_ Uncle Queerhy.—Where did they discover that bust of Pallas that | “I po so love those old English stone jugs,” said Bounder. And 

is being exhibited now ? the friend of his bosom weighed in with,“ We all cherish an affection 
for the place of our birth.” 





Aunty Quarian.—Why, at the Crystal Pallas, to be sure. 
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HE DIDN’T ASSIST. 
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Mr, Quiteso—“ 18 THERE ANYTHING I CAN DO TO ASSIST YOU, DEAR MISS BLOOSTOKKHN?” ee 
Miss Bloostokkha.—“ THANK YOU, THERE Is. IF you Don’t MIND, YOU MAY JUST SIT DOWN THERE AND LET ME LOOK AT YOU, 
Mr. Quiteso—‘ LooK AT ME? WHy, HOW ON EARTH WILL THAT HELP You?” 
Miss Bloostokkhn— 1 AM WRITING AN E3SAY ON CHARACISRISTICS OF THE MODERN Fop.” [ But—see title. 
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Tossing the Pancakes. 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


PANCAKE Tuesday comes and goes 
Most regularly yearly ; 
Ancient custom, as one knows, 
Ifas marked that epoch queerly ; 
Once, I think, at Shrovetide cocks 
The “ sports" were fond of shying ; 
Since, they’ ve ceased their cruel knocks, 
A gentler pastime trying. 
Tossing up a browny pancake from a frying- 
pan 
Is something apt to puzzle one completely : 
Westminster has found that out, and 'tisa 
clever man 
Who manages the operation neatly. 


Balfour, when his turn he takes 
At Governmental “ bossing,” 
With his Irish pancake makes 
An awful mess in tossing ; 
Jackson’s toss, though scarce success, 
Appears to fail less sadly ; 
Chaplain, too, avoids a mess, 
In fact, he don’t do badly. 
Legislative pancakes from the Members’ fry- 
ing-pan 
Are tossed about in many a direction ; 





All the same, our Ministry seem; not to have 


a man 
Who's able to achieve it in perfection. 





— 
CURRENT Topics.—Currant cakes. 
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Gold Meda] Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. 
Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. 
FOR 0 CHILDREN 
AND 
INFANTS, INVALIDS. 
Retail in Tins at 1s. 6d., 2s. 6d., 5s., 


and 10s., of Chemists, etc., everywhere. 
Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. 










London : Printed by DaLzigl Baoruens, at their Camden Presa. High Street, N.W.. and P 1olasued (for ti 


Odds and Ends. 


“ PRODGERS the pawnbroker's going to give 
adance. Going?” 

“ia” 

“ How’s that?” 

“‘Can’t. My dress suit’s gone to three of 
his balls—and isn’t back yet.” 


“It’s all very well,” said Gasper, “ to talk 
about a stitch in {time saving nine. I know 
jolly well that having a stitch in my side 
made me lose the 9.30.” 


A PoLITICAL coincidence with a difference. 
Lord Salisbury is very fond of his nepher, 
but Gladstone prefers his Nice. 

















ca a ca | 
Write as smoothly as a lead pencil. neither scratch nor spurt, | 
the points being rounded by a New Process. N.B.—Att: ntion is 
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COCOA 


also drawn to the r New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers AB BEST 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of | THERE FORE 


flexsbility. Assorted Sample Box, of either series. for stam 
from C BRANDAUER & Co.: PEN WORKS, BIR 4 


Wednesday, March 2, 1892. 


NO CHEMICALS USED. 
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The Tailor that dared lo 
Send in his bil. 





Gipsy forlune tellers Zempl~ 
poor “Sarah Jane Vo steal. 
(1) It is not very nice, whenlyou’re not e’en in “smalls,” 

Chasing burglars all over the garden walls. 
(2) The Golf Handicap, planned by our Parliament folk, 


“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


(uctioes in Gerlin: 


Will need a “ Link's” eye. (Dost observe the wee joke?) 


(3) The return of our blithe G.O.M. to these shores 
Is a (G.O.) M-etic to some Tory bores ! 


(4) A tailor, who dared send a masher his bill, 
' . “v7 , } bt ent ” re 
Found it soon an(n)ill plan, for the poor “snip™ got 
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je. Eo 
Taking his wWaler away 
(5) To blow,us all up, doth mad March now essay, 
Yet we, murmur, “ Ma(r)chére!” for the Spring’s on its way. 


(6) Fortune tellers still cause girls to lie and to thieve, 
'Tis strange that the “ Jay”-’ll in jail birds believe |! 
(7) In Germany, Capital and Labour doth fight, 
For alas! there (as here) Labour’s in a ead plight! 
(8) Water-workers, it seems, much oppression may show, 
Which conduct is what French call water that’s l’eau, 








Handicap. begin. 
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VAUDEVILLE. —If Mr. Thorne 
has not “scored a success” (as 
the objectionable phrase goes) 
with Mr. Fred Horner’s Happy 

Returns—just produced—then is there no 
indicative virtue in hearty laughter during 
the progress, and enthusiastic applause at 
the finish, of a play. I don’t insist that 
there is virtue in these things—for my own 
part I thought the enthusiasm a trifle too 
enthusiastic—I only put the case. There's 
a good deal of hearty fun in the piece, 
however, of all kinds, from the delicate 
verbal to the romping pantomimic. Mr. 
Cyril Maude has the best of the situation, 
I think, and makes the best of it. Mr. 
Thorne’s comicality and style go a long 
way towards making the baronet with a 
taste for sparring matches a prominently 
amusing character. Miss Dorothy Dorr’s 
stately seriousness of method is more 
marked than ever in a part which demands 
something of a more trivial vein, but all she 
does is interesting, and her Mrs, Hemsley no less so than anything 
else she has done. Mr. C. Fawcett does good service as Mr. Hemsley, 
and Mr, Bill Edwards makes a comical Ra-Ka-Too, a dark gentleman 
in the “ fancy” line, 


THE IMPERIAL.—Many a long day is it since I penned the name of 
this house at the head of a paragraph. I renew my youth as I do 80, 
and recall bright visions 
of dainty Miss Litton, 
stern visaged Phelps and 
of one wild while when 
a mutinous H.M.S, 
Pinafore sailed in a 
choppy sea of doubtful 
popularity. Since then 
the building has slept 
undisturbed, save for 
fitful and short lived 
breakings of its slum- 
bers—as when Mrs. 
Langtry first displayed 
her— Ltosalind—to pub- 
liegaze. The latest de- 
velopment is a variety 
show, with several music 
hall lights in the bill, 
but consisting princi- 
pally of Hercat, the 
illusionist and ventrilo- 
quist, who, among other coygnr GARDEN.—Henry V/I/. (log.).—“'Ere, bay, 
things, exploitsasketch, jest go an’ call 'Enery Tooder’s carriage, will yer?” 
a sort of concentrated 
globule of Jranhoe (with a lovely title!), written by Mr. H. C. 
Newton, and composed —or, if you prefer the expression, “ musi- 
cally illustrated” — by Mr. J. M, 
Lp, Glover. In this Mr. Hercat gives 
Wy. us once more “the disappearing 
Qx”’ lady” illusion by wafting Rebecca 
g into space after she is tied to the 

stake. Mr. Hercat’s other tricks are skil- 
fully done, if not particularly novel, and 
the entertainment generally is smart and 
well conducted. 
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THE PRINCE OF WALES'S (morning).— 
“Beware of Vidders, Sammy,” was the 
heartfelt and historic warning of Mr. Weller 
the Elder to his son, “ Beware of Vida's” 
would seem to be the somewhat similar 
warning of “the New Society Drama” by 
Miss Ina Cassilis and Mr. C, Lander, pro- 
duced here on the afternoon of the Ist inst. 
It is excellent advice, no doubt, particu- 
larly when the Vida—otherwise the “ad- 
venturess,” so well known to the realms 
behind the footlights—presents the charms 
of person and manner as well as the force 


PRINCE OF WALES's.—“Beware With which Miss Lingard (who wasn’t 


of Vidas, Sammy dressed in the least as in the sketch, by-the- 





way) is able to invest the character. The play is, unfortunately, of 
no merit, though it might, conceivably, have been a good deal worse, 
and beyond the reference already made to Miss Lingard, and a wel] 
deserved word for the excellent performance of Mr. F’, Cooper, nothing 


further need be said. 





Nops aND WINKS.—A clearly 
printed and generally well got up 
periodical, called The Professional 
World, has fallen under my eagle 
glance, It is “published in the 
interests of the Musical, Dramatic 
and Artistic Professions,” and looks 
like serving its purpose well —if 
the circumstance that the better 
half of it consists of advertisements 
is any criterion. In the spaces 
between, Professor Shuttleworth, 
Messrs. C. Collette, Eric Lewis, 3 
P. J. Kirwan, R, Ganthony, the [gx yaupEviILLE.—UNTUTORED 70 
Rev. H. R. Haweis, and others, dis- THE LIGHTSOME VEIN. 
course in various styles on various 
matters with agreeable results.—Sir Augustus Harris’s latest Costume 
Ball—on the Ist inst.—went off with all the now usual éclat. Several 
people won prizes, and several others thought they ought to have had 
them. The next ball occurs in Lent—we’ll just see if it makes an 
difference. NESTOR, 
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Beware of the Wind! 


THE shy March steals like a bashful young chilver, 
With countenance artful and mild, 

Pretending his coat is lined with bright silver, 
And nothing could e’er make him wild! 


But the stormy winds in his bosom sleep, 
And he’s a deceiver dreadfully deep : 

So beware! beware! of the sly March wind, 
For his are the cuts that are most unkind. 


The sly March comes with a singular rustle, 
Fixing his wings meantime for flight, 

With many a shriek and whistle and bustle 
Preparing to show us his might ! 


Still the stormy winds in his bosom sleep, 

And a sharp look out you ever must keep ; 

So beware! beware! of the sly March wind 

Or he’ll cut you before and he’ll cut you behind ! 


The bold March wakes with a roar and a rattle 
And screams like a herd of wild moose 

He kicks up a dust for April to battle, 
Like simoons gone out on the loose. 


For the stormy winds no longer sleep, 

But rush o’er the land in a hurricane sweep. 

So beware! beware! of the bold March wind, 
For with dust in our eyes he makes us blind. 

O beware! beware! of the rude March wind, 

For he flicks maidens’ skirts all befcre and behind. 








The Jumble Sale, 


Our church people have had a jumble sale, “It’s so very kind to 
the poor,” they say, “to get them wearable clothes for a few pence, 
and useful utensils for their homes.” It’s such a nice way of looking 
charitable, too, to give things away that even the dustmen would 
hardly think of carrying. Then, the night when the sale’s on and all 
the “ local ladies” take stalls, to hear ’em talking to the purchasing 
poor: “Here's a lovely trouser, with the leg quite complete—will do 
splendidly to make a jacket for your little girl—only threepence.’’ 
So kind, this. My wife doesn’t go this year as she did last. She had 
the old boot stall then. She was trying to fit an old boot on a small 
boy when he accidentally gave her a black eye with the heel. The 
rumour went round the neighbourhood that my wife had been 
drinking and fighting. She is not so fond of jumble sale-ing this year. 





They Otter-Know Better. 
(Several Otters have lately been doing much damage among fish in the Upper Thames. | 

THESE Otters are decidedly a pest, 
Whenever famous fish haunts they infest, 
All river folk should slay them when they can. 

Perhaps, though, for this really noble work 

It were the best thing to engage a Turk, 
For he is mostly a good Otter man, 


— 





: 
; 







































































Bt Ae ce 








H 
' 





Nt ec 


MarcH 9, 1892, 








Suicide Made Hasy. 


[*“The Company’s officials then 
took the high handed, and, in my 
opinion, absolutely monstrous 
steps of cutting off the supply of 
water to the complainant's house 
because he refused to pay that for 
which he was not liable.”—r. 
Curtis Bennett on Mr. Elgar’s action 
against the Chelsea Waterworks Co.} 


WHILE glancing o’er the 
Telegraph 
Within my bibliotheca, 
I laughed “ Ha! ha!” with 
fiendish Jaugh, 
I wildly yelled “ Eureka!” 
I rose and whirled my arms 
around, 
I danced fandangoes 
frantic, 
I scared my neighbours with 
the sound 
Of many a mad, mad 
antic ! 


Like “ Nosey Parker,” prone 
to pry, 


You long to learn, dear | 


reader, 
How into such excitement I 
Was led by one short 
leader. 
So, if you'll 
thumbscrew, knout, 
And rack shall ne’er com- 


pel you 
To let my gruesome secret 
out, 
That secret, friend, I'll 
tell you! 
I’m one ef those lugubrious 
loons 
Who've settled (after 
giving 
The world due time to boom 
its boons) 
That life is not worth 
living. 
And so, for months, by 
night and day, 
I’ve sought, with stern 
endeavour, 
Some dignified and simple 
way 


Of quitting earth for ever. 
But every likely scheme I’ve 


found, 
And every plan I’ve plan- 
ned, on [ bound 


Mature reflection, I’ve been 
In anguish to abandon ! 


I could not hang myself in 
peace, [ loathing 
For, oh! my soul kept 
The thought that I should 
basely fleece 
The hangman of my 
clothing. 
My throat I dared not try to 
rip: light] 
A barber’d jem pe 


Each morn, so how could I manip- 


Ulate a razor rightly ? 
Poor Mantilini me redeemed 


. From watery grave: to be a 
‘Demd damp, unpleasant body ” seemed 


A dismal demd idea! 


‘Twere useless off a house to jump— 
I'd been a high trapeze man : 

And chemists cried, “ You're off your chump ! 
No strychnine here you'll seize, man ! ” 


But since the last of Februaree 
(The morn of which I speak), a 


swear that | 
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(1). Here’s Mr. Slackbill, who is going to a dance and 
thinks he would look bewitching in a dress suit. (2). 
Now, this is a serious matter and requires consideration. 
(3) He is, however, at length fitted with a paralytic 





| consequence, 


stroke that suits his particularly noble figure literally to | 








(6). With grand effect. (7). Unfor- 
tunately, on his way a few of these articles reappear, 
owing toa natural process of gravitation, causing sundry 
ribald remarks from the juvenile populace, (8). 
Subsequent reappearance of the rest of Mr. Slackbill’s 























a wrinkle, (4). After mature thought he thinks he superfluous linen consequent upon severe personal 
could bear a little more in the way of chest. (5). exertion. After this he retired home his natural figure 
Stray linen and other trifles called into requisition in | once more. 
Straight road to heaven I clearly see— My pes owing!” 
Eureka, friend, Eureka! And then the grief racked Water Co, 


| I'll find, and rent, down Chelsea way, 


A house from which has flitted 


His water rate omitted. 


I'll perpetrate the blackest sin 


I’ll to the Water Tyrants cry, 
“Took here! I’m not a-going 
To pay the water rate that’s by 


That e’er was sinned in Britain, 


Some Christian who, while there, to pay 


And, when oUR water bill comes in, 
By conscience pangs unsmitten 


Will cut my water—quick—off, 
And help me leave this world below, 
This dreary, weary world of woe, 

That I’m so thundering sick of! 














——— 


First Boatingman.—Why do you call the 
Thames Golgotha f 

Second Boatingman.—Because it’s “the 
place for a scull,” 
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brought # im many w ns. J will di " 
sonecience does go for soantthieg. disgorge, and be the benefactor!” And that was how the Public got its much needed gallery! So 
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“ Ye-es,” said the British Public to the Government. “I dv possess a few nice miscellaneous collections of pictures ; but what I wantisa 
National Gallery of British Art, witha Home of Its Own! Look here! you waste plenty of my money on bad contracts ; why don’t you waste a 
little of it on a building for my art?” “Eh!—oh—well, really,” replied the Government ; “ you see—ah !—expenses so great—really haven't a 


penny for the purpose!” 
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At these sad words a tremor of remorse might have been ang hon to pass over a fat and well-conditioned form reclining on a bed of roses. 
That form was the uncles and the nephews and the cousins of the Government, who had received nice little lucrative sinecures, and contracts for 
goods to be paid for, but not to be delivered, and tips from contractors, and grants for distinguished absence of service. 
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The figure arose, and said to the Public, with a remorseful tear, “ Here is the money which the poor Government hasn’t a penny of—I have 
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UP GOES THE PRICE OF COAL. 


Old King Coal is a merry old soul 
pos: merry old robs. is he, " For there’s none so rare as can compare 


He calls for his Strike, and he calls for Lock-out, To the Sons of Colliery, serch s 
And he calis for his Muddlers three. —Modern Version, 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 106, 
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REASON GOOD. 






| Who would e’er sink so low, in the 
world’s esteem, eh ? 

As to whack his wife—e’en “in a nom- 
inal way!” 


So you'll probably say, 
| “ Right off!” It won’t pay 
| To propose such a thing, you must 
be quite a jay; 
So, Juggins, good-day ! 
Better scoot, while you may, 
Or, we'll kick—and, p’r’aps, not “in 
a nominal way!” 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK 
TOWER. 


THE flower that blooms in political 
Spring—The Sweet William. “Oh, 
| Willie, we have missed you!” and a 
| mighty cheer rose from below the 
gangway as the old Parliamentary 
hand, looking a hale and strong one, 
reappeared in the House, game and fit 
enough to upset the strongest Tory 
Government that ever sat—let alone 
the moribund one that now occupies 
the Ministerial Bench. 

The Progressive County Councillors, 
who are also in the Commons, scored a 
win with Professor Stuart’s Bill author- 
| ising the Council to lay a tram line 
| over Westminster Bridge and along 
the Embankment to Charing Cross. 





for the second time the Bill of the 


| 
The Vicar (improving the occasion),—“ And now tell me, Thomas Brown, why you come to Sunday | The House of Lords last week ‘read 


School?” 


Thomas.—*'Cos Sunday's cleanin’ day at ‘ome, an’ mother sez she'll ’ave the bloomin’ scalps off | Archbishop of York dealing with pre- 


of any on us as comes within a moile o’ ’er!” 


+ eee one 2 ee 


| sentations to benefices, which measure 
is to provide trustees to represent 








Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 


A Tip FoR HUSBANDS. 


{In a recent matrimonial suit, it was shown that the “ cruelty" necessary for the 
“separation” was, according to the defendant, arranged by his giving the lady “a 
emack on the face in a nominal way !" 

Nort long ago, benedicts “ wilted ” a bit 

When they found wives could give them short notice to quit! 
But now, en revanche, there’s a manner by which 

A wife may be dragged from her proud little niche. 

You do not abduct her; you do not upbraid ; 

Nor hur! at her dear little head a tirade ; 

If to separate you (and she) fervently pray, 

You just smack her face “in a nominal way.” 


REFRAIN, 
“In a nominal way” 
"Twas shown t’other day, 
When a plea for divorce did strange tidings display, 
After evidence, they 
Separated for aye, 
Through a slap on the face “ in a nominal way !” 


The evidence oft fluctuated, of course, 

As it does in most cases (apart from divorce) ; 
There were charges of this, there were charges of that 
Which, of course, al] received contradiction quite flat. 
Then, the charge of base cruelty came up anon ; 

And ‘twas said that the Man had in this“ carried on,” 
And that husband admitted (the journals al! say) 


That he smacked his wife's face “in a nominal way ! ” 


REFRAIN, 
“In @ nominal way,” 
Just as though ’twere in play, 
His “ cruelty” caused her no kind of | dismay ; 
he cried, “ A blow, eh? 
Then I wish you ‘ good-day ! 
You're @ barbarous brute—‘in a nominal way!’” 


’ 


This, at first, seems a useful idea unto those 

Who could chuck their “Old Dutches” without blows and woes, 
But what if those dears should object to depart ? 

Worse !—what if they set about you pretty smart ? 

Besides, after all, in this nation of Fun, 

There is probably dut the aforementioned one 


parishioners in making presentations, 
It is about time somebody brougbt in a bill to take presentations to 
livings out of the hands of men like the Lords. 

With the School Board Rate at 1s. in the £, it was high time some- 
body should raise a protest on the subject in the House of Commons, 
and when a second attempt at a count out is successful while such a 
subject is under discussion, it is time somebody took notice of it out 
of the House. At the next General Election members on both sides 
may be asked to explain their absence. Up till now Mr. Balfour has 
shown himself a very poor leader. 

Mr. O’Kelly, on Wednesday, failed to get for the evicted tenants in 
Ireland the benefit of the Land Purchase Act, which, he contended, 
they had obtained for their countrymen. 

Mr. Boulnois protested, on Thursday, against the Manchester, 
Sheffield and Lincolnshire Railway Extension Bill, on the ground 
that the new line would entail hard lines on the Wood of Singin. 

The G.O.M. signalized his return to business by “sitting upon” the 
“First Lord’s” request for “morning sittings,” blowing upon the 
project with an “Easter.” Mr, Labouchere gained a cheer from the 





RETURN OF THE G.O.M. IN GRAND OLD FoRM. 


Government side by his sly suggestion that the House meet but once 
a week, The G.O.M. also displayed his renewed vigour in a vigorous 
speech on the Mombasa Railway Grant. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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MAX THH MUMMBER; 
OR, SCENES BEHIND THE SCENEs, 





CHAPTER I, 


“Put him in butter,” said my uncle Dabscale to my mother, speak- 
ing of me. 
I am not an omelette nora mullet. At the time in question I was 


be) NN 
-~—J a 3 Pe; — 
aay i “< ne, . 





& very ordinary specimen of the common genus boy. But my uncle 

believed in putting everything in butter—he had spent his life in it— 

had got all his money out of it, and had the same devout faith in 

butter that the cordwainer of the fable had in leather. 

. “But,” my gentle mother pleaded, “I’m afraid he doesn’t like 
utter.” 

“No,” I chimed in decisively, “ I prefer jam.” 

“ Max,” said mother, reprovingly, ‘your dear uncle is speaking 
figuratively.” 

“ And I’m speaking number oneively,” I retorted, calmly proceeding 
to fit a cardboard bandit into a tin slide in order that he might take 
the stage—~a half crown model one—with sufficient dignity upon the 
following night, when I had arranged to “open” at the T. R, Back- 
parlour, with Zhe Forest of Bondy, my advance booking having been 
most satisfactory—indeed, I already counted in the treasury a pocket 
knife boasting one blade and a half, four alley tors, a cedar pencil and 
a boxwood top. Tiggy Snaggs, too, was coming, but Tiggy was gene- 
ae a deadhead, and, needless to add, a captious and scoffing critic to 

00t. 

“You impertinent young jackanapes!” roared my uncle Dabscale, 
you don’t know what’s good for you.” 

‘ Perhaps so,” I politely retorted ; “ but I know one thing that’s bad 
for me—and that’s butter’; whereat my mother wrung her hands in 
hopelessness and terror, and my uncle Dabscale mopped with a hand- 
kerchief resembling an Indian shawl in size and pattern his brow, 
whereon the veins were swelling ominously. 

The scene was interrupted by the arrival of the Rev. Tobias Tub- 
thump, the minister under whom my mother, and occasionally on 
whom my uncle sat. My mother greeted him with a tearful sigh, my 
uncle turned to him the frown he had originally sha forme. For 
myself, I ignored the new arrival, and went on calmly and decisively, 
“T mean to be an actor, I am fit for acting and for nothing else.” 

“Fit for fiddlesticks !” shouted my uncle, “ you’re lazy—you young 
scamp, that’s what’s the matter with you. You want to lie in bed all 
day doing nothing, and then go and strut about on the stage after 
dark, talking a lot of foolery to please a lot of fools.” of ae Tw 

I may here state that my uncle Dabscale’s view of an actor's life is 
shared by very many people who, like himself, know nothing about it. 

“Look at me,” he continued ; “at your time of life I swept out a 
shop, and now J own a dozen,” 





“ And if I swept one out, I might at your time of life own a dozen, 
and that’s just why I don’t want to sweep,” I said, 

“ And look at me,” snuffied the Rev. Tobias. 

I did, and I remarked, “ Looking at you is the one gor byes would 
determine me not to keep off the boards—in case I might some day 
grow to be like you.” 


Mr. Tubthump looked at my mother with a sad and watery smile, . 


but in the pinky corner of his eye there was a look that told very 
plainly how he would have liked to give me the licking I doubtless 
deserved, 

“T am grateful to say,” he said, unctuously, “that in my boyhood’s 
days no such vain longings ever came into my head. I would have 
—* then, as I shudder now, at the prospect of being a play 
actor.” 

“ T’ve seen you do a bit of it, though,” I remarked, rudely. 

“ My dear, amusing Maximilian, whatevah do you mean?” said the 
nm — his unctuous smile becoming positively greasy, and I said, 

untly— 

“T’ve lots of times seen you play the hypocrite.” 

The Rev. Tobias gasped; my mother blanched; and my Uncle 
Dabscale turned purple, then burst into a loud laugh, which shook 
his own sides and our house's rafters. 

“Max,” said my poor mother, “go to bed, sir!" And I went, 

But my resolution was unshaken. The footlights had for me the 
fascination of the candle flame for the moth. My ambition, longing 
to soar, pined for the “ wings.” At the age when other boys began to 
yearn for billiards, my mind was fixed upon another kind of cues, | 
wanted not to play at working, but to work at playing. While my 
contemporaries were dreaming of fishing tackle, I mused of “ flies,” 
“lines” and “floats” of another sort; transposing the dictum of the 
great master that I loved beyond all mortal men, that ‘all the world’s 
a stage,” I said in my heart of hearts, “‘ The stage is all the world.” 

I went back to school filled with these thoughts ; filled with them 
I returned at the end of my last term, 

There was something very strange about my mother when she 
kissed me on the threshold—a troubled look in her soft eyes, a tremor 
in her gentle voice, lines of care in her sweet, tender face, 

When we were seated in the morning room, circled in each other’s 
arms, she said to me— 

“* Max, dear, how would you like to have another father ?” 

I looked at her, inquiringly, and then she quavered— 

“How would you like the Rev, Tobias Tubthump for another 
father?” 

“What!” I said, feeling myself turn very pale, “that sallow faced, 
sore eyed, snuffling hypocrite to fill the place of my dear, dead, noble 
father? to sit in his arm chair at the head of the table? to rule in his 
house? Mother, it is too horrible to think of, it is impossible!” 

‘“‘ Max, dear Max,” she cried, bursting into a flood of tears, “it is 
not impossible, for—it is /” 

* ~ * ” - * 


“ Yes,” said a snarling voice, “ you ill bred young cub, the snuffling, 
sallow faced, sore eyed 
hypocrite is the master , aa 
of this house—and don’t | 
you forget it.” | <: 

There was nothing | - 
handy heavier than the 
portmanteau I had just 
set down. I lifted it, 
and, using it as a bat- 
tering ram, rushed at 
the minister, It caught 
him in that portion of 
his anatomy he studied 
most, the stomach ; and, 
leaving him prostrate 
and more livid even 
than usual, ignoring my 
mother’s wailofdespair,  \\ 
I rushed out into the | 
street, into the wide, 
wide world, 

(To be continued.) 








Understandable. 

Maud, — “My dear, | 
whatever can have in- | 
duced Mary to have | 
married a man with such 
enormous feet?” 

Mildred,—* I suppose — 
she married him for his 
(h)oof,” 





s uri i N\ 
ENIGMATICAL. 
“But haven't 7 ever thought about 


_ getting married, Uncle Jack?” 

“Why, yes, I certainly have thought 
about it, my dear—in fact, I’ve remained 
single, owing to that very reason.” 
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“A PITY TO WASTE IT.” 
Jane,— That portrait’s never meant for your husband, Loo ?,’ 
Louisa.—"* Well, yes; isn’t it an awful daub? Poor boy! We 

would never have hung it up, but the fact is we'd already orderei the 

frame and hadn't anything else to put in it.” 








FUN-DE-SIMOLH FAROES, 


TYRANTS OF THE TAP. 
A Tank Drama for Aqua-Purists, 


ACT I. Scene—TZhe Lome of the UNSUSPECTING HOUSEHOLDER 
in London (or the Suburbs, whichever you prefer), Mr. and Mrs, 


U, H, discovered, happy and gay. Presently they are also 
discovered by——but, we anticipate, TIME—say the Hour of 
Lunch. , 


Mr. U. H. (to Mra, Ditto). Ah! (with a grunt of satisfaction) 
what a fortunate couple we are! Nice house! 

Mrs. U, H. Nice neighbourhood |! 

Mr. U. H. Well appointed (meaning the house, my dear), ll 
around it may be observed that extreme cosiness and comfort—— 

Mrs. U. H. Warmth and ventilation. 

Mr. U. H. True; and indeed all those nameless beauties and boons, 
solidity and soothingness which are always to be found in every 
London and Suburban new house: Roof entire, smokeless chimneys 
undraughty windows and doors, water, hot and cold =" 

[Zerrifie chord, in the midst of which appears WATERCO—a 
fiend in human form, At sight of him Mr, and Mrs, U. H 
tremble and turn pale. 

Mr. U. H, T-t-to w-w-hat are we indebted for the honour of this 
v-v-v-visit ? 

WATERCO, You are indebted to me for seventeen pounds, fourteen 
shillings and threepence farthing, which was left unpaid by the 
previous tenant. He used a lot of water, he did, for his whisky, and 
nearly as much water as whisky. + 

Mr. U. H. But surely, sir, seeing that I have paid my own water 
rates (My dear, fetch the receipt, please!) you do not expect me to 
pay the previous tenant’s debts! Where is he? 

WATERCO, O, you're now helping t support him by your Poor's 











Rates. He tippled himself into the Local Workhouse, But come, no 

more words, it is useless wt es woman—— 

Mrs. U. H. Woman, in 

WaTERCO. To fetch your receipt ; J know you paid that, What J 
want and will have, mark you, is the previous tenant’s unpaid rate of 

venteen——etc., etc. 

a MR. AND Mrs, U. H. (now defiant). And what if we refuse ? 
WATERCO, You shall see! (Whistles. Enter SUMMONS.) 
Summons. Take notice that you are required to fg on and show 

cause—— (Mrs. U. H. shrieks and faints, MR. U. H., bends over her 

with great solicitude and a water bottle.) 

WATERCO (seizing the latter). No, you don’t, until you settle that 
previous tenant’sdebt! (Throws bottle out of window, Quick and 
quisby AcT-DROP.) 

ACT II. ScENE—TZhe same, only more 30, TIME—A week later: 

The shades of night are observed to be falling fast, B., L., B. Cy 
L. C., and, in fact, all round about, Mrs. U. H. discovered sitting 
in anxiety and deshabille. 


Mrs. U. H. I wonder how my poor dear husband has got on in the 
case against the—ah ! that ishis knock... . I will open the door 
myself, Mine be the first voice to greet him across our once happy 
but now daily unscrubbed threshold. (She goes out, and presently 
returns, helping in MR. U, H. He totters to a chair and sinks therein 
exhausted.) 

Mrs. U. H. (administering restoratives, refreshment, etc.). Well, 
dearie, and how did you get on with—— ? 

Mp. U. H. (starting up) All is lost—at least, the case is. The judge 
sympathized, but gave it against me—as per that wicked Waterco’s 
bye-laws. But, ah! I droop. Give me drink—fiery drink—tea |! tea! 
an’ thou lovest me. Tea, I say, or I perish! 

Mrs. U. H. (soothing him). All right, my poor lovey! I will at 
once put on this kettle of wat—— 

[ Thunder, lightning and other terrible elements. Music Mar- 
rowfreezioso. Enter WATERCO and MYRMIDONS. 

WATERCO. Aha! not much! (Seizes kettle and hands it toa slave.) 
Take this kettle of water, and empty it into the Company’s reservoirs, 
They may want it! (Lveuwnt SLAVE and kettle.) And now, harkye— 
you fearsome fraud, you: Seeing that you have not yet weighed in 
with that cheque for seventeen-fourteen-and-threepence-farthing, 
plus one hundred pounds and twopence costs, lo! I cut the water off! 
(Does so, and exit with MYRMIDONS, as MR, and Mrs, U, H. follow 
them, kneeling for mercy.) 


ACT III. ScENE—The exterior of next door, TIME—A bitter day 
in June. Some weeks are supposed to have elapsed. Music extra 
Patheticoso. The street door of the once desirable residence of 
Mr. and Mrs, U. H. now opens furtively, and therefrom enter 
MR. _ Mrs, U.H. They crawl feebly to next door and knock 
timidly. 


NEXT Door’s SERVANT (answering knock), What might you 
please to want, please ? 

Mr. U. H. (hoarsely). Kindly tell your mistress we desire a word 
with her—at once—if convenient, (Zo Mrs. U. H., as N. D.’s S. goes 
within), Bear up, poor lass!—surely here I may slake those dear 
famished lips with one draught of that which has been so long cruelly 
denied us! Ah—at last! (£nter to them Mrs. NExT Door.) 

Mrs, N. D. Ah, neighbours, come in. What can I do for you? 

Mrs. U. H. Bless you for that inquiry! We parch—we famish. 
For weeks we have not tasted water. You can guess why, Surely 
our servant must have told yours? We—— 

Mrs. N. D. Ah, yes—I know. It was very hard upon you. But 
fear not. Here is water—— (Music Horribloso, Suddenly appears 
WATERCO and his gang.) 

WATERCO (with ghoulish grin). Hold! (They hold.) Offer these 
criminals one cup of water—nay, one drop—at your peril ! 

Mrs. N. D. But surely, these poor people—— 

WATERCO (shrieking). WHAT! Dare defy ME? Then listen. By 
Waterco’s Act, cap. 59, it is decreed that any one honoured by con- 
suming (at considerably over cost price) the Company’s water, and 
shall dare offer even one cup of the same to any person or persons who 
shall have ever refused to pay the debt owing by any previous tenant, 
such offerer shall at once also have the water cut off (does so) and on 
a second offence shall be beheaded without the option of a fine! 


TABLEAU OF TERROR, which lasts until—well, as long as the Public 
are idiotic enough to stand it, 








Ni-trate-rous, 
THE Nitrate King, of high financial glories, 
Who long has trodden in the Salisbury path, 
May be a Candidate for Votes of Tories, 
But, let it not excite surprise or wrath, 
That those concerned (O Tempora! O Mores!) 
Said to the North-ern Colonel, “Go to Bath!” 

















HUN. 105 


Marcu 9, 1892. 





—_ 


re ct 
+P 


ELECTIONEERING UP TO DATE. 


tump Howler haveng, made u his mind & con - 4 at 2 
} test the D.vegion on Sa of the Wisbech 8); ter which be worked hard under the tuhon 


se C48 | of a competent professor, te qualfy hom 
attempted / Se self to add some new 

ty Sdcure Attractions to his 
the assis- perky 


tance of 























Pro- 
tus is dy svam me 
wate 33 3 
a Serie - 
comic 
vocalist 
This he- 
ing Some- 
what 
scorntuly i 
Tefased : 2) “ 
J \« , . h 
} c avan Ye , 
he resolved to frcht the bathe alone and unaided ee = 2 = s | 
a tured to 2 desert P ace + WAS 3 touch yb Sof A man of hve } re 
‘ : } 4 : a’ ( 
Tk ae. oe (at the urgent reque st of no doubt but saw he Lil be céburned & 
} tT wat As ey-) “a ; ; : > 
(Tr : me hg Sa -.. the ner ours) he Wve T kreak my neck over it '" 
dene trom the durst . * o 
my* - th himselhup te a severe 
ihe delight of Those Hea 
on ? Course “of the latest 
electors when, on style of political {cm ¥ 
/ = 
beng asked has study : \s ) Haus intro du. rion of a2 om 


Véentriloguial dialo “ue on 

the Home Rute quesPror wae 
f possttle Q@ still ercate: 
hut 


opinion on Old 


. The voters were en 









~<a = xs A + —— Yh 


TELL 4‘ 
iy thd Sh 





a Helain 3‘ M! Stum tS. roduced 


, | ™ 4, 4 

“Tr 5) - 

Aox  pereeres or Small 
a pudding and two lve rabbits from 1s hat was unbounded 


.) But after all there ws 
7 no doubt thar ib 


Was his lued and 





original method 
Pa) 
ok ex bat n 
5 ‘7 me xy 
has Views on the 
Question of the 
. 
Britsash Occu 
ation °o Eg t 
pe 5 Sye 
which won him 


the seat. 





~ 


tari a Co uneils fairly brought 
v S 


_. = “7 
kt Rouse down. 











Bored by a Board. | To a Pothouse Orator. 


OUR modern hero of the “ Ring” Pufself —“ You'd hardly credit it, my boy, but, with all my accom- | In all his speeches none can see 
Objects to gloveless knocks. plishments, I’m an entirely self educated man. “i 4 = es ig! an Laces ; 

If fits of laughter you would catch, | Satwrist.— Egad, I always thought there was something very a — - r ms 

Go, see the only safety match | wooden about you, and now I know what it is, You're evidently the | _— that A. 1e reason, p - y; 
That strikes not on the box. | School Board /” | He speaks in commonptaces, 


The “ Box” of Tricks. 
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Up Goes the Price of Coal, 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


OLD King Coal 
Was a merry old soul, 


A merry old soul was he ; 
+ I alWavs heard, 
| on m } 
en | t 
\ t added } pipe and his 
‘ 
A! three 
1} i ‘ id 
et i { ( 
Ana - | 
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\\ ran 
1 \ 1 of me, 


BIRD’S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED. 
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FRIENDLY. 
DAUGHTER HAS INHERITED MY VOICE,” 
ALY, cond (4 if h the moat in nocent ai} )—" OH. THAT IS THE EXPLANATION, THEN |! 





I HAVE BEEN WONDERING WHAT HAD BECOME OF IT,” 








For he calls for his Strike, and he calls for 
Lock-out, 
And he calls for his muddlers three, 


Now King Coal 
Is a strife moving soul, 
A strife moving soul is he, 
Who has set, it appears, 
His staff by the ears, 
So they cannot together agree ; 
While prices go up and the purchaser fears 
He must freeze till they cheaper be. 
Oh, who 80 rare 
As can compare 
With the sons of Collieree? 


How the Coal Strike Strikes Us. 


Consumer, —“ While you miners and owners 








are adding fuel to the flame of your dispute, 
my fire is going out. Zhe Ring of Iron was 
a very good melodrama, but the Coal Ling 
is a farce that won’t pay me, and if you 
determine to play it, I must try another 
house. There may not be enough coal to keep 
my gas going much longer, but just now 
there’s too much gas being blown off to do 
the coal trade any good—which seems to me 
a g(h)astly shame,” 

The corner in coal means a cold chimney 
corner. . 

'Tis true, ‘tis pity, ’tis coal pity ‘tis, ‘tis 
true. 

Slack trade in the coal fields means no 
“slack” to be got out of them. 

Coal heavers—the men who are raising the 
price of it. 
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Substitutes. 





COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE trererore BEST 


NO CHEMICALS USED. 








Proprietors) by W, Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, Z 
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Wearing Green ’carnations Envy, matice and spite Sn indignant vestryma. 





(1) The * Water Colouries” private view is always well attended, (5) The wsthetic “green” carnation, loved by Wilde, that dainty 


Especially by gossips garbed in garments gay and splendid. dandy, . —— ’ 
2) Wie Makeine Gan belo anal » mae anes snare Wildly racea— Is now worn by our Randy in cach Randy-vous that’s handy. 
.-) The Behring Sea big sealing row now once more wildly rap 


“ Fiat ruat seal-um,” says old FUN (that best of sages). 
% , + | 7 © ** h 1 ” a le — 
(3) A Royal Farmyard four-year bull was lately for a “thou. iid 


(6) To bother and to bash a man because he’s calmly feeding, 
Is enough to make one cry, “ Feed-donc! O, what a strange 





“4 a } , e* ) . ’ , M Yevar 4 } ’ gg ; yy? 
That * bully ” sort of beast would suit old Farmer Fun his house’old. proceeding ! 
— j ‘ ; w d yg . € nnalla ; y , ; . , 
(1) The Sultan of Morocco pines for many a Sallee Rover (7) A Vestryman unable to his Vestry to gain entry, 
\ e Sa >in our Alley. thoug! “thev’l)] be befor ver. Was abusive unto Robert who was stationed there as sentry, 
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PUFFS. 


OLYMPIC. —“Hoorah, 
Hoorah! The Rover is free, 
and something or other, the 
bounding sea.” I don’t know 
that this is correct, either as 
a fact or a quotation, but it 
will serve very well to intro- 
duce the statement that they 
have “run up” The Black 
Flag at this theatre, and, 
according to all accounts (in- 
cluding that of my Sub-De- 
puty-Understudy—for I have 
. not seen the piece myself) 
they are apparently in for 

a prosperous voyage with it 
waving at the peak or fore, 
or wherever else it cus- 
tomary for flags to wave at 
sea. I was about to add, 
‘long may it wave,” but as 

this particular Black Flag 
(which is an early work of 
one, Henry Pettitt, Play- 
wright) has been braving the 

battle and the breeze of “ over 

the water’ and the provinces 
for some years, the inference 


AND 


ge is 


» the i black flag iS that it is not going to stop 

nee for wnd-by! now,and the aspiration were, 

to some extent, superfluous, 

-1).-U.) a melodrama in a somewhat cru’e form, but 


y trials of the hero, 
the deadly and undeviating wicked- 
illain, the beautiful long 
the 
ny of more substantial delights 
murderous 
breaking 


the taste of the Olympic audiences, 


which cheer the 
virtuous and howl 
execration at the 

wrong doers out y 

of the purity ol 

their hearts and 
consciences, Miss Maud 
Milton makes just’ the 
right kind of heroine, with 


TH oO} 
Two Arthurs, in 
BRine Fwed Susan, 
each oblige wit 
| an u t} Ww fie \ 

formers at the E: 

there a nN W 

* 
ment 18 Ca d | 
tudes. It is pret 

‘ . 


heroine, to BAY 
and 
very much to 


assauit 


are 













ho shirking of work: 
about her, while the 
picturesque strength of 


Mr. Bassett Roe and 
the broad and clever 
humour of Mr. Frank 
Wood were very much 
In place an 1 of good 
service, Mr. W, Brun- 
ton, n., mustn't be 


passed OV! with if it 
good word, either, 


THE IMPIRE,—Two 
eX lent ballete, with ry j ; . 
, ‘ i 
good and popular “inci- Late 
dentals”’ between. would 
SCT pre tty tror iy programme, I ut the MANAaAvee- 
ment of this house of call have thought proper to 


ld more stiength—literally, for the addition is a 
strong men troupe of Arabs. They don't do much 
in the way of snapping chains or lifting elephants 
(though they bring the house down several times), 
but they tumble (very neatly) and they load each 
other with themselves in several kinds of heaps and 
bundles, showing considerable ingenuity, supple- 
ness and endurance, Another fresh turn is provided 
by a lady. They don't overdo it with lady per- 

/ think, though they have several 
oser. That is to say, her entertain- 
, and consists of many striking atti- 


Our ¢ + set 0 } la,l ew’ ‘ } 
ty and interesting, and the lady's name is Madame 


' : 
oses © lassique 
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that t! ~ aefhe ! , rron? } fie Dircns rat 
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THE OxFORD.—How bright the Oxford entertainment is in these 
later days! (Capital turns, by good peop!e—one good turn succeeds 
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THE PRINCESS's.—Tommy Atkins and Johnny 


Tar treat themselves to five bobs’ worth. 









another, and the hours (and the drinks) 
glide merrily away. The Ongar Sisters have 
just joined. Their personal grace and easy 
dexterity are not to be denied. (And l’ve 
no inclination to deny them, though I never 
really enjoy acrobatic displays. Think if 
the pretty, graceful, fragile things should 
fall and get broken!) They seem as popu- 
lar with the Oxonians as they are clever at 
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Unsernupulous Cont 
butor endeavouring to get 
in half price bya nefarious 
trick 


their business—so there isn’t room for much more popularity for them. 





Nops AND WINKS.—They are rejoicing at the Gaiety and applaud- 


ing at the Prince of Wales’s. 


At the former, Miss Sylvia Grey has 


returned to her tripping as lively as ever after her illness; and at the 
latter, Mr. Arthur Roberts and Mr. Arthur Williams have each a new 


song, received with much gratification by the 
“crowded and fashionable audiences * which, I am 
informed, are tlocking to Blue- Eyed Susan's shrine. 
—Mr. Herberte-Basing, who tells me that Zhe 
Great Metropolis is doing excellent business, and 
that the life saving apparatus is in splendid work- 
ing order now, forwards me a copy of a circular 
which he has sent to the colonels of all the regi- 
ments quartered in London, and to the various 
naval centres. The circular announces that soldiers 
and sailors in uniform will be admitted to all parts 
of the house at half price,and if I indulge ina 
little mild pictorial chaff thereon, it is not to be 
supposed that I don't highly appreciate and approve 
of Mr. Herberte-Basing’s kindly motives in honour- 
ing Her Majesty’s uniform and the good fellows 
inside ‘em. Hooray! Rule Britannia! Virat 
Regina! and all that. (Now I'm off to Alias’s or 
Nathan's to get rigged out as a soldier, and havea 
high old time in Mr. Herberte-Basing’s theatre.) I 
hear Mr. Laurence Cautley is doing great things as 
Jack Holt.—One of the best shows in London, they 
tell me (I'm going to see it for myself, presently,) 
is the skating ballet at the Alhambra. It’s called 





THE AILHAMBRA.— 


Hahitoo, Ha! 
Snow outside and 
skating in! I 
think Ill have a 
drink, 


On the Ice, and the Dutch dresses are no doubt quaint and effective. 





IN a paragraph which appeared in these columns on the 27th of 
January last I alluded to Miss Grace Hawthorne as Mrs, W. W. Kelly. 
[t appears I was under a misapprehension in doing so, and a writ for 


} 


libel has been served upon the proprietors of this 


journal in conse- 


quence. This is rather disconcerting to me, as the paragraph was 


penned with purely friendly intentions to give 


publicity to Miss 


Hawthorne's benefit,and I take this (my first) opportunity to disclaim 
any intention of being in the remotest degree offensive, and to express 


my own and the proprietors’ sincere regret for a1 
nience we may have unwittingly caused Miss ] 


ing] 
statement referred to 


1y pain or inconve- 


] Sea ?? 2 
lawthorne by the 


NESTOR, 
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MAX THH MUMMER; 


Or, SCENES BEHIND THE SCENEs, 





CHAPTER II. 

Every boy who runs away makes for London, unless he lives there, 
in which latter case he determines to go to sea. By the time the 
ae. ae common or. garden 

runaway boy has 

Hoe walked three or four 
J miles, he finds running 
away hungry work, 
and goes back home 
for refreshment. But 
as I had no home to 
return to, I trudged 
on, fired with the re- 
Hii solve to reach the me- 
Ni tropolis, Beyond this, 
Hi [ was uncertain 













Qc 
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to my movements, not being quite able to decide which manager I 
would select—Irving, Wilson Barrett, or Beerbohm Tree—until such 
time as I should build my own theatre. I should have taken the 
train, and had a chat with Mr. Irving about it, but that I had not got 
sufficient money to pay my fare, so I determined to walk. 

Night came on. The elements were clearly bent on throwing cold 
water on my enterprise. It began to rain, then to pour, then the 
water came down in sheets, and I wished myself between blankets. 

The road lay across a heath where there was no cover higher than a 
furze bush. Joy! In the blackness loomed a halted caravan. ‘Gipsies,”’ 
I soliloquized, and hastened towards it, but, to my horror, as I neared 
it I heard screams! Real, genuine, marrow freezing, hlood curdling, 
cheek blanching screams, then a voice : 

“Father, spare me! I cannot marry him. But I am too young to 
die—too fair, too beautiful. Spare your little Teresa! | . 

Springing upa sort of step ladder, I peeped through the glass panel 
ofadoor. A very little man was holding a very big woman by the 
hair of her head. She was on her knees, and imploring him to spare 


her. But in his other hand he was wielding a dr adful, butcherlike 
knife. There was no time to lose. I threw my weight against the 


door, which flew open. The lady gave a yet louder scream as I rushed 
at the throat of her assailant and bore him to the ground, ‘ 
I fell on him, and he!d him for a moment. And then someone fell 
onme. I thought at first it was a crowd, but soon discovered that it 
was the fair Teresa whom I had rescued who was doing her utmost to 
batter me into pulp. ] 
Weight must tell in the ring. Twelve stone of Teresa soon told. I 
began to pant for breath, and be myself in need of arescuer, 
“You young villain,” she cried, “I'll teach you to attack an inoffen- 
sive man like my husband.” ' 
“ But he was going to kill you, and you were calling him your fathe r. 
“Lurly,” the little man exclaimed, “I see it all. We had been 
entertainir py, l, not an angel Bi 


. . . 7 
] } 99 ‘st ** , ," 
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we! 





| 





“Unawares. My impetuous youth, learn that the performance 
which you so rudely interrupted was a rehearsal of the biggest scene 
in The Doom of the Duke's Daughter; or, The Murder in the Meat. 
Lurly, it is a tribute to the show that this lad took it for real, and was 
varried away by the feelings it aroused.” 

‘ The sooner he’s carried farther away the betier,” replied Lurly. 

“Then, you are actors!" I ejaculated, with delighted surprise. 

“We are Cuddicombe’s Constellation,” the little man proudly re- 
plied, “ taken altogether, the strongest and most brilliant galaxy of 
Stars that ever dazzled the provinces.” 

“Are you the manager, sir?" I asked deferentially, for the little 
man was now a big one in my eyes, 

“Tam ” he took a long breath, “the proprietor, stage manager, 
business manager, jeune premier, walking gentleman, first old man, 
first heavy, first low com , property master, stage carpenter, bill poster, 
agent in advance, general utility—even permanent author attached to 
the Constellation.” 

“ And this lady?” 

“ Mrs, Cuddicombe, professionally known as Miss Lurline Etheria, 
is our leading lady, premiére danseuse, old woman, ingénue, and ou 
band. The rest of the company inhabit the other establishment.” 

[ obtained permission to sleep that night in the waggon containing 
Mr. Cuddicombe’s “ fit up"’ and stage. I learned that I had inter- 
rupted the rehearsal of Mr, Cuddicombe’s last play to some purpose, 
inasmuch as the incident of the rescue commended itself to him as 
strengthening the act and “making a picture.” His only difticulty 
was there was no one who could play a boy part in his company excep)’ 
the ladies, who were all cast for others. 

“There is a tide in the affairs of men.” I took mine at the flood. 
Next morning I was installed as a member of Cuddicombe's Constella- 
tion of Histrionic Stars as assistant bill poster, call md heavy 
villain, principal boy, low comedy, old man and deputy assistant gas man, 

My foot was on the first rung. I am not the rose, but I have lived 
near her, I shall never be a Booth, but I have played in one. 

( To be continue d, j 





ay VY, Sec 





Picture Shows. 

THE Royal Institute of Painters in Water Colours.—The President 
has only one contribution, but that is a good one. We miss C. Green, 
who generally formsa centre somewhere in the gallery. George Kilburn 
is at his best, and so is Claude Hayes; in fact, most of the old 
favourites are up to their mark of excellence. The exhibition is quite 
equal to the usual standard. 

The Royal Society of Painter-Etchers.— However much the 
retirement of certain members may be regretted by their admircrs, 
there can be no doubt that the Society has gained much by the 
election of H. Herkomer, R.A., and R. W. Macbeth, A.R.A. The walls of 
the present exhibition are much enriched by their exhibits, The 
collection is not only a good but a highly interesting one, 

Hoofing the Oofless, 

Bilkins.—“ I thought you were going to get engaged to old Filthi- 
lucre’sdaugter.” ay 

Weeping blos- | 
som.—“ Well, I | ' TA-RA-RA, BOOM-DE-AY! 
did ask the old , 
man for her, 
but, you see, I‘d 
got no oof.” 

Bilkins.— 
“And did he 
object to you on 
that ground?” 

We eping Ali ‘- 





som.—* Seemed 
to pity m* 
Pitied me 80 
much, in fact, 





that he gave me 
some hoot on | 
the spot!” 





It 1s whispered 
| that the G.O.M. 

- a | is actually re- 
C'rect Cards. | hearsing the 
FoR women : popular melody, 

Diamonds. | “Ta-ra- fra, 
For men : ,00m-de-ay,” as 


Clubs. | an appropriate 
For coquettes : pean of victory 
Hearts. | in view of the 


coming triumph. . | 

Spades, | The Liberal majority is, however, sv sufficiently 

For bandsmen: | assured that it can afford to dispense w ith the aid 
Trumps. of any “boom” whatsoever. 


For miners : 
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Be Reeae4 ON CONSCIENCE MONEY; 
Bate Mats ye? ; Or, TWo SIDES TO THE QUESTION, 
4) j 
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a¢ 1). There was once a T ‘ho w —— 
+ (1). once a Taxpayer who was 60 painfully misguided as _e a ; 
"4 to send conscience-money to the Chancellor of the Mxchequer | He Pe yap. es, that conscience of his felt quite soft ; an unprece- 
found he had inadvertently paid threepence too little ten cunee kalba solu wo) An > ‘Fill many — with gold,” he said, wae 
; 9). Ey | or ; ‘ . . »). Ane lat very evening » Taxpayer's little maic 
(2). Even the Post pillar was flabbergasted. It arose and followed entered, and said :—“ Please a 8 Mi poe. 60 deaghveidgactiggs 
him, and said, “ Excuse my asking you; but did you really mean to o aa 1a set A ea sir, there's a coal waggon come, sir, full 
rt yy R\ When the 7 : é ) BACKS O gold; an 1@ man says, ‘the Gover’ment’s c iments 
post that letter! (3). Whe n the Chancellor received the little and it's conscience. = oe e Vover ment 8 complimen ; 
sum from the not-too-wealthy Taxpayer, he sobbed and beat his breas y necience-money on account of the way they’ve muddled 
: aa? : and beat his breast, away and misappropriated the taxes as you an’ yer ancesters has paid 


and besprinkled the office with scalding tears (4). TI ' 
Kae Mie - are, . Then he went ‘mi: ¢ we ain't nothink sae Seber aye 
and got out Ais official conscience from the strong-room and opened its em; and there ain’t nothink to pay for kerridge. 
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now, four more, by way of Envoi! (HZxewnt MB. BARD and bag by the 

Co-operative ’ Bus.) 

THE PLAY. Scene.—Fleet Street in the Modern Time. HAWKERS, 
SQUAWKERS, WALKERS, TALKERS, etc., discovered, THE FORCE 
is seen with its Eye on the Trafic, ete. 

OmNEs. Hi, hi, hi! where are yershovin’? Yah! Bah! etc., etc. 
(A lull. Enter Mr. BARD.) ; 

Mr. BARD. Ah, at last I am in the quaint Street of Fleet. Here is 
that famous Inn, the Double Gloster, where eke the Great 
Lexicographer lexicographed—with short intervals for ye pudding and 
tea—and yonder must be the famous house where the valiant hair- 
dresser hero, 8. Todd—— a 

OmNes. Hi, hi! Garn! Take it home, Gardener! Latest ‘dition. 
Fun, Sloper, Judy. All hot! La—ces, a punny a pair. Latest 
puzzles. Wot! D D D etc., etc. 

Mr. BARD (stunned and staggering). Dear me! can I have made 
some mistake? - I will, as Seneca hath advised, e’en Ask a Policeman. 
( Does 80.) 

THE Force. Fleetstreetsir? Yessirquiterightsirpassawaythere! 

Mr. BARD. So much obliged to you. (Aside.) 1 must have struck 
the wrong part of it—perhaps farther along I 

NEWSBOYS (surrounding him). Year y’are, sir, special'dition, sir, 
‘ceptances for handicaps, sir; year y’are, sir, Z was first, sir, etc. 
(They get him down and jump on his chest, and suffocate him with 
papers.) 

Mrs. BARD (dashing in among them with her en tout cas). Back! 
back! fiends. My place is by hisside! (They fly.) Ah, darling, I 
have saved thee! 1 could not rest. I dreamt thou wert in danger— 
but thou art safe now. Indeed, all seems quieter, and—ah ! here are 
some nice shops where 

Mr. BARD. Blessings on thee, dearest chuck, But what is yonder 
all but silent and terribly expectant but comparatively respectable 
crowd? Let us approach them. (Zhey do so, and find before them the 
Daily News Office. County Council returns suddenly appear in 
window.) 

CROWD (with one yell). Hooray! hooray! Down with the Mode- 
rates and Taxes! Bah! (Groans, cheers. MR. and MRS, DARD are 
startled backward across the road ; they turn,and see nearly opposite 
another multitude.) 

Mr. BARD. Who are these? Some of them have an appearance of 
what is, I believe, called Rowdiness. And who are these little black 
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ACCOUNT RENDERED. . fiends dancing around on the outskirts’? I will put a question to one. 
ie si Puts it.) 
Maid.: f-all-work (to Milkman),—*“ Missis says as how the milk ain't ( - -_ mitt _- ™ 
fit to drink, an’ as how you've got to give an account for it bein’ so bad.” Bm sheg ts ng coe Pg Boe. es a-waiting for? Why, they're 
Milkman (who has good cause for extra-specially diluting Mrs. X.’s Mr pm ”M a BA ’ The Wi: Cs a 
milk).—* Account be blowed! What's the ood o’ givin’ an account? SEVERAL ? D Ne Veh} Ge ae Bet 3 bi” 
Ain’t I bin keepin’ on givin’ accounts for I don’t know how long? an’ MR.B ndin So C inging) “ Get your ‘air cu ) } 
never a cne of ‘em iver gita paid !” R. BARD (in lignantly). Get my hair cut! This to me,a Poet who—— 
CROWD (outside the Sportsman’s Life Office). Hur! Boo! Garr! 
<< Hoot! Not in the first nineteen ! D——d—— (They trample MR. and 
Mrs. BARD under foot.) [ Enter, suddenly, FUN, the Govd Fairy. 
FUN-DE-SIECLE FAROBES, F, THE G. F. Hold! (saves MR. and Mrs. B.) Come with me, 
, Si dear friends. My Cave is close at hand! (Gently leads them to 
PARADISE E.( 3 No. 153 and 
Or, Fleet (s)treatment a la Mode, administers 
(Having read that Sir Edwin Arnold had stated that Fleet Street was the most steak, stout, | 
ical place in the world, our Extra Special Pneumatic Tyred Iron-strung Grand oysters, soup 


-oet thought he would go and see it. When he returned he cast his adventures in 
the following dramatic and independently theatrical form.) and other 
restoratives 








PROLOGUE. Scene.—No, 1A Parnassus Place. Mr. BARD'S to th 
humble, but happy and sweet, sweet home. MR. BARD discovered, M ‘ea D 
scanning his morning journal, MRS. BARD nestles by him, the Mrs BARD 
baby-bard is crawling rhythmically around, and ever and anon A ht Hate 
chewing up valuable MSS., which are seen lying about R.,L, all is pa | 
B.C., L.C., etc, é All’s con- | 
Mk. BARD (reading). H'm! “ Divorce Case in High Li——"” How tentment! | 
painful! “Strange and Shocking Divorce in a Nobleman’s Family ! All’s peace ! | 
Verbatim details!" Dear me, dear me! “ Divor ” good gracious, This waspro- | 
what strange things get into the papers! Our dear Olive Branch bably the 
must, methinks, be brought up to avoid them—ah! what's this ?— part of Fleet 
(reads aloud) “ Sir Edwin Arnold assured the Interviewer that Fleet Street that | 
Street is the most poetical place in the world.” If that (to Mrs. B) dear, darling | 
is, as dear, darling—if somewhat Buddhistic—Sir Edwin hath stated, Sir Edwin | 
meseems, sweetest sweet, that one ought to explore so charming a spot ; meant. | 
what thi: kest thou, sweet sugar cane ! F, THE G., 
Mrs. arp. As thou wilt, petsy-wetsy. Let me at once pack thy F. Why dis- | 
precious poetic portmanteau. guise it? It | 
MR. Barb. Dear child! Ever idyllic—receive from me this kiss in was, and if 
sonnet form! (Kisses her fourteen times.) Ah! and thou hast my our kind 
bard bag ready so soon! Nay, then, I will e’en start. . friends in 
a BaRD. Yes, dearest Bardy-wahdy (embracing him in long front will THE COAL FAMINE. 
metre only—— Vendor.—“I should lly advise your lordship to 
MR BARD. Ineffable Peri! Take from me this ax reroir salute ‘On ick take another couple Fs i see igadh ocd are chenp 





in ballade form. (Jmprints twenty-four hisses on her forevead.) And CURTAIN. to-dav—and a rise is expected ! ’ 
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(1). Goiles Clodhop had got a “sort uv oidea inter his filbert that 
he oughter see Lunnon,” so some kind friends chalked out a few maps 
of the *bus routes and localities he might be likely to want, These 
Goiles understood rather imperfectly. (2). For instance, “ Old 
Parr’s Head,” This reminded Goiles of his ancient paternal parent, 
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depicted above. (3). ‘“Wollum”’ Green—ahem ! (4). Also his 
idea of Long Acre. (5). While at the Cornhill he reckoned on 
meeting a few brother Goileses. (6). And his notions of Highgate 
were bounded by the back door to his own local orchard, Our latest 
advices show that Goiles has returned much edified, buta perfect wreck. 








Hope-Breathing Spring. 
LIKE a beautiful creation 
Of the bard’s imagination, 
Like a fairy of the woodlands, or a sylph upon the wing, 
Like some strangely sweet enchanter 
Who can turn the world instanter 
From a desert to a garden, comes the merry maiden Spring! 
On King Winter, grim, ungainly, 
She but looks and smiles urbanely, 
And he rushes from her presence, as the fiends from angels flee ; 
Then, to usward turning brightly, 
Lisps the maiden, low and lightly, 
Of a happy time now present, and a happier time to be! 


For her birth is at a season 
When the face of earth, by reason 
Of the winter's machinations, is dejected, dull, and drear : | 
But with strong determination 
She begins her avocation 
Of transmuting it completely to an aspect of good cheer. 
At her touch the hill and valley 
From their brumal roughness rally, 
And her Lreath begets the blossom on the winter-blighted tree : 
And, with gentle graduation, 
She effects the transformation 
From the ghastly gloom of winter to the summer’s sunny glee! 


She beholds our children, weary 
Of immurement long and dreary, 

{nd she bids them go careering helter-skelter through thel fields, 
T AZY 
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And a score of nameless firstlings that her glad luxuriance yields. 
But, although they’re not ambitious 
Of enjoyment more delicious, 

Still she sings her song of promise. “ In a month or two,” says she, 
‘When ye're tired of meadow posies, 
Ye shall cull the richer roses, 

For I bear you, slowly, surely, to a sunnier time to be!"’ 
At her whisper, how elated 
Grow the invalids prostrated 

By the harshness of the winter, grow the withered and tie sere, 
For she tells them, pretty charmer | 
Of a sun grown stronger, warmer, 

And of breezes deleterious that bave lost their sting severe. 
But she lifts a warning finger, 
And requests them not to linger 

Overlong within the garden or upon the flowery lea; 
* Be contented, for the present, 
With a change so wondrous pleasant, 

And receive my firm assurance of a cheerier change to be!” 


So, in giving gladsome greeting, 
At this merry springtide meeting, [sing 
To his countless friends and readers, there’s nosong that FUN can 
More sublime and sweet and sprightly 
Than the lay that lightly, brightly 
Is to heavenly music warbled by the merry maiden, Spring ! 
May her song of promise teach us— 
When the storms and tempeste reach us, [tree,— 
And our hearts are seared and ravaged, like the winter-blighted 
Not to moan and murmur weakly,; 
But to bear our sorrows meekly 
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TATE A TATE. 


: [Mr. Tate} ithdrawn his m inificent ¢ ffer.— Daily Paper.) 
Gorchen— MUCH OBLIGED, BUT WE ARE A NATION OF SHOPKEEPERS AND WE DON’T 


WANT ANY ART TO-DAY, THANK YOU.” 


Current Carols; 
Or. Ditt is an a1) dD ine leta up fo Date. 


At ATIONAL C HORT OR VocAL GAVOTTBE D'YE CALL IT 
7 J | y 
ij l } ( f ] r f itt a 
far f Wilde-nera 
y A 
ii } ft } ? 
a pper chay 8s of the Buttonhole Brigade 
if 
} t nies think Art should never fad 
Vv. We CA fi Ww, like a child 
I} if irvVeiious Mummer who is wise althouvh he’s Wil le, 
And, of course. yo lire aware that on a certain special night, 


Vhen he blessed this erst dark World with his comedy 80 bright, 
With a} ue-green Carnation did he decorate his coat — 
Well, that is the Carnation upon which we all now dote! 
: REFRAIN, 
“o we wear the Blue Carnation, It arouses conversation— 
Ves, at every invitation, Not to mention adoration ; 
lo ball and rout And when we use 
We trot it out. Big D.s, we choose 
Our new dyed blue sensation, To rhyme, and say dar-nation, 
Though some irreverently chaff, yet still we amble on. 
And wear that floral mixture ere its vogue be quickly gone ; 
And we knock all beholders with its very new blue hue, 
And our latest mode of shaking hands astounds bystanders, too, 
Thus our only Oscar, who, alas! doth now wax fat. 
Teaches 1 ew i sthetic fashions up to date and quite pit-pat ! 
SO, f you'd be pschitt, and not by vulgar common sense defiled 


‘ ae 


Wear thy dye ‘ Hiue-vreen (‘arnat on just invente | hy Ow; le! 





Mr. Marjoribanks, being o 


that the Scot- 
tish Sea Fish- 
eries are 
managed in a 
fishy manner, 
carried his mo- 
tion that a com- 
mittee should 
see into them, 

When the law 
of the land is 
objectionabie to 
the Salvation 
Army, it tries 
to breakit ; fail- 
ing this, tries to 
amend it. 
Hence the con- 
flict between 
the S.A. and 
Eastbourne 
transferred 
from the Wish 
Tower to the 
sig Ben Tower. 

The question 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


‘‘ COMING events cast their shadows before.” 
The Progressive majority in the London 
County Council indicates a Gladstonian one 
at the General Election. 

Great is red tape, and it shall prevail, 
Mr. Tate's offer of £80,000 towards a Gallery 
of British Art goes begging because the Govern- 
ment cannot afford a suitable site. Surely 
Art and Statesmanship onght to settle this 
matter. 

His army is very dear to John Bull—dear 
to his heart and his pocket. He naturally 
wants his money’s worth, and like the little 
boy in the bath, “he won’t be happy till he 
gets it.” I’m afraid he won’t be happy fora 
very long time. The British Army is the 
smallest amongst those of the Great Powers— 
and the costliest. No wonder the line men 
are called Infantry, when forty thousand of 
them are under twenty. Five thousand 
cavalry men haven't got horses—so, you see, 
John Bull gets the charges but not the 
chargers. He pays for an Intelligence De- 
partment, gets the department, but his puzzle 
is how to find the intelligence, which is non- 
apparent, tailway companies decline to 
take Keserve men from the line on to the 
lines. Some day, perhaps, the State will take 
the railways in hand and run them on more 
patriotic lines. 

Joseph, by way of a change, after being so 
continually in hot water, last week plunged 
into cold and brought in his Bill to supply 
Birmingham with Sir Wilfrid’s favourite 
beverage, from the valley of the Wye. But 
Mr. Ellis, on behalf of the inhabitants of that 
valley, failed to see Wye the Why—I mean, 
why the Wye—should be drained in order to 
wash the Black Country, uoth he, “ Steal 
our water? You water know better. No 
tanks!’’ However, in result, Joseph’s Bill 
was read a second time, with strict instruc- 
tions to the Committee. 

The Lands Clauses Consolidation Acts 
empower railways and other public under- 
takings to acquire property compulsorily at 
a valuation, Mr. Bryn Roberts aimed at 
something like it for Nonconformist bodies 
in his Places of Worship Enfranchisement 
Bill. The Church and State Party, ? 
however, opposed him tooth and “*™ 
nail—in fact, objected to his prin- 
cipal Clause, 

f opinion 
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A WEATHERCOCK THAT SHOWS THE WAY THE WIND BLOWS. 


now arises—Are we to be ruled by Act of Parliament or by General 


Booth ? 





THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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A FALSE ALARM! 





(1). Twitcher’s rerves had been in a very shaky state for some time 
past. Ifthe missis’’ merely entered the room with a feather brush or 
duster, to Sweep away a cobweb or two, he would creep out of his 
chair like one apprehensive of some great calamity about to befall 
him, (2). The mere sight of a pail of soapy water gave him cold 
shudders, (3). And one day when the door was opened to him by 
4 new and extra domestic, he almost collapsed on the doorstep, 

1). A few nights after this he was aroused by a somewhat unusual 


‘ommotion in his bedchamber. The bed heaved wildly; the furni- 
ture careered and capered round the room ; whilst the roof an 1 walls 
1 down upon him with a bellowing crash. It had come at Jast, 


Biv 1 ; ‘ DENTS.—TZ7u 








then! (5). With blood curdling shrieks the wretched outcast 
rushed from his ruined home and fled like a troubled ghost through 
dreary wastes where the snow lay deep, for twas in the glal Spring- 
time. (6). Next day, his sorrowing friends sought for him far and 
near. At length they found him, lurking in a gloomy cave, with 
gnashing teeth and brandished weapon, “Come out of thit rabbit 
hole, you old fool!” said they; “ there’s nothing to be afraid of! The 
earthquake’s all over.” ‘“ Earthquake?” said Twitcher, as he emerged 
from his stronghold and hitched up his garments. “Is that all it 
was? Pooh! Who cares fora little thing like that! I thought it 


; : ; , ‘ , 9 
was the Spring cic€aning beginning ! 


vase will they be returned unless 
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SAD FATE OF AN INTENDED COMPLIMENT. 
Anniv.—" YOU'LL SOON GET INTO IT, FRED, YOU'RE QUITE AN ADEPT ALREADY.” Fred,— AH, NO, I SHALL NEVER LEARN WITH 
TWO SUCH INSTRUCTORS BY MY SIDE,” (Of course, he meant that their fascinations were so great that he would not willingly dispense with 
their teaching ; but they didn't take it that way.) 








St. Patrick’s Day. | And one may be right—though t’other one | Immensely preferring the G.O.M., [for them, 
(SEE CARTOON.) ain't | And they'll quickly make clear he’s the saint 


In his self vindications ; | When come the next elections, 
And each tries to prove, with a confident air, | 


He's the genuine article, rich and rare, | 


OCHONE and beyorra! St. Patrick's Day 

Is atime when Hibernians shout “ Hooray !”’ 

While much more proper, though no less gay, 
Than seem’d the tidd/ing Nero? ° And urgently bids poor Pat beware 








‘A CHILD OF FORTUNE,” by H. Fitzgerald, 


For they celebrate then, in a fervent style Of worthless imitations. | and “ Will Fullerton’s Folly,” by Sydney W at 
pel her te re | son, are two of “ Horner's Stories,” pocket 
Phe hour that gave to their Emerald [ste These rivals are different, vastly so ; | edition. They are of the same thoroughly good, 
& Doing Wad conid its foes Degulle,~— Such good as either’s been able to show | healthy and pious tone that characterize all 

lo wit, a patron hero, Is remembered, for Irishmen (as you know) | of Horner's well known stories, which have 
Now two mo !ern patrons, as fresh as paint, Are warm in their affections : | such a wholesome and widespread influence, 
Would each set up as its tutelar saint, But Balfour’s methods they much condemn, and richly deserve their well earned popularity. 
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Write as smoothly as a lead pencil. neither scratch nor spurt, 
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the points being rounde y a New Process. N B.—Att: ntion is 
also drawn tothe r New “ Graduats i Senes of Pens, which offers T 
the novel advan:age of e¢: pattern bemg made in 4 deyrees of THEREFORE 


fiexibility. Assorted Sample B f either series, for 7 stamps, 


from C BRANDAUER & Co "PEN WORKS, B1K MINGHAM. NO CHEMICALS USED, 
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MaRCH 23, 1892, “FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 








x A 
Cnadian Jodians 
(anadian naians SS » 
gel Votes 7a-ra-ra,boom-de-ay! L 
AN J it — = 
Ps; 


0 eeess 





iy) 


HP es vt Hi: N 
hy /} y - oe S, 
i} Wit hr 7) 7 ' 
“| ibd, aha 
Uy Hitbiln 4} 
iH} ’ g - uF 
ig Uh ( a A. q 
Ke s \ 4 a as - 
J Wg /, 7} ox 








, Hi ( 


i 
i 


* 
uf | 


va 
he Me (ee Py 
| ‘ u 


; Wit \\ te 

LARA ALG (SS 
Na 
he Mt \\\ \ iy \ \ cy 4 Ti 2 


HM anh | i 4 So 


\\ 


i Wh 
AWS % 











FON) ee mai O ES 
iui hi * yo: \ KS ¥ \. bo Wou a no he a jockey ? 
B&D sled Gliahly oxzagerated) a 
The Grand Military meeli nr 
FQN) 







4 = U * 
ie ) N +e 









~ 
~\ 
SQ 


re, ines 









ee 
a 


<< - 
ee ae : —= “A 


tal. | 






French wellvaes is pro 


‘orb 












a= x N 
~~ 


af >. . y p Lf y Z } 4 
“gy § Ay It oad © ea he =414 
gts Z 4 ——. F }.*., ; ‘ 
“Wd +H » ‘ 
“i f j ‘ ee 4 ° il 
‘aye \ [eS —f rr 4 ~ ae f jf 4 
| a $> —<<——— - wees oisy 
| (Aah) - a —> . = Sait j 
ae =’ 
Pak, 
7 


AY | \\ BV// —— spoof a 
a /Z ; ig) shbourhood /h / 
SSS" mudushl chase. — Sonathan Cres Co ) a hee wei’ hate 

o F ap/é 1S » new HATS. 
AR Ranson Pursues 4 ma l-cart. naturalise fhe selec. ante 
’ | (5) To pilfer a mail cart is not comme il faut— 
(1) Now Canada’s Savage has votes, there’s no doubt, | But this hansom did hansom-ly after it go! 
He'll sell—or, at least —(toma)hawk them about. 
(2) Wind-mill-itant sky signs, all flaunting and free, 
Upset the quixotic and quaint L.C.C. 
(3) The arrest of the Purdies soon made Gauls exclaim, 


(G) The bold British Sole hath been ta’en to the States 
Let us hope he'll find sole-ace with Yankee fish mates, 


: ~ vneeedia’ _— : . : — - — nd (7) In War lows rt} if seems they onic et fo new hats 
, . : : ° { andswortn, i P ‘ 
(4) At Sandown the ladies indulge in high hopes— ‘nd pelt them with (please mind the accent) bn 


‘ S a - an? : ont lanes 
They’re never (San)downcast on Eshers bright slopes. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


VAU DEVILLE (afternoon).— 
There is such a lovely new game 
just come up for authors and 
critics. The author writes a play 
and invites the critics to come and 
see it produced, The critics go, 
and, when they reach the theatre, 
_ they find an announcement that 
























the production is postponed till 
next day, and they just have to (rt) 
home again, That counts one to the 
authors, The next day some of the 
critics go and some of them don't. 





Those that don’t, score one; those “%, 

_ ‘ } Cer Ff. -* Foon — 
that do—well, try as they will to ——— 
be unbiassed, I don’t think the THK SHAFPESE CRY. -SOLD AGAIN ! 


author scores much! The little 
game was played at this theatre one afternoon lately, and I scored one 
on the second try—so I am not able to do more 
than record the production of a one-act piece 
called An Hathusiast, and a three-act farcical 
comedy called A Gay Widower. 

fue SHAFTESBURY.—This theatre scored one 
off me, too, in the same week, but that was 
practically my own fault. [ didn’t have the 
opportunity of being present on the first night of 
Vr. hlichards, so 1 tried to be there on the 
fourth. Or was it the fifth?) Anyway, I found 
the theatre closed, and Wr. Richards gone with- 
out leaving his present address, It arose from 
Mr. Lart’s courageous way of meeting fate—Wr, 
Richards was not a hit, so Mr. Lart promptly 
Withdrew him, and is understood to be now 
On which 


attempt to woo success Fortune should smile her 





LAUGH. engaged preparing for a“ second try.” 


widest and richest smile to compensate for her frown, 


NODS AND WINKS.—Mr. Toole has 
issued a comical manayerial noti 

—it is a burlesjue certificate, and 
conveys the inte ligen e that, “afte: 
cXamining the books,” a firm ot 
accountants, invented for the occa- 
sion, are “able to testify that the 
receipts for Walker, London, have 
been under £3,010 198, 4d, 

per week. Had they reache4 

that sum, they would 

have been largely in excess 

of the takings of any other he 
comedy produced under your — | oes A 
management.” I am happy She. % 
to say that I am able to con- 
firm this statement, on the j 
recure ground of having J 
“guessed as much.” May 
the receipts vo on increasing 
until they are orer that sum. SEVERAL THE\TRES.— 

There is no reason why they 

shouldn't, the house may be able to hold it in time; 
originally pretty small, it has been lent] . 








and he will, no doubt, let it out a little more when he next proceeds 
upon his provincial round, 





THE electric light in theatres, so soothing and grateful in the 
summer, is not quite so pleasant 
during the chilly blasts of winter, 
and the recent extra cold snap has 
refused to let us forget it. Frozen 
hands and feet and noses of electric 
blue have been “the wear” in 
many quarters, Mr. Irving and 
Mr. Wyndham _ have __ supplied 
warmth to their auditoriums (or is 
it auditoria’?) and other managers 
will, no doubt, “ by their example 
profit take” in every sense.—Mr. 
Louis N. Parker's new p!lay, to be 
produced by Mrs. Lancaster- Wallis 
at the Vaudeville on the afternoon tt: 
of the 28th inst., is to be called THEGRAND—MERRIE MINNIE ONLE 
Chris, “Unless,” remarks the AGAIN. 

Stage, with unwonted skittishness, “it is re-chris-tened !”’ 





f~ ~~ 


THE reverberations of the classic “ T'a-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay!” have 
almost died away at the Grand, in merrie Islington, but merrie 
Islington is merrie still. Miss Minnie Palmer has skipped once more 
upon the scene—the scene of her earliest British conquest—as merry 
and volatile as ever.—The musicians are busy. The Westminster 
Orchestral Society gave their Twenty-first Orchestral Concert at the 
Westminster Town Hall on the 16th; and the pupils of Mr. Gustave 

Garcia’s Lyric and Dramatic School wil! 
rae -4 give a representation of Zhe Marriag: 

of Figaro next Saturcay afternoon, at 

the hoyalty Theatre. At the former,anew 
| orchestral work, the composition of Mr. 
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THE LYCEUM.—ON THE WATCH. 
Walter Wesche, which had won the society’s premium, was performed. 
ay 


THEY say that Mr. H. Chance Newton is writing a burlesque on 
Lady Windermere’s Fan, and Mr. J. M. Glover is doing the music. 
It is just like them !—Mr. Brandon Thomas's Warriage is announced. 
Don't be alarmed, ladies, it’s only hisplay. H’m! that — 
doesn't seem quite clear, either, I mean, that Mr. 
srandon Thomas has written a play, called Var- 
riage, Which will shortly be produced at the Court. 
—The same author’s Charley’s Aunt, with which 
Mr. Penley is touring at present, is, I hear, a tre- 
mendous go.—The week in which I write brings 
forth only one dramatic flower, This is an operetta, 
to come in front of /tlue Eyed Susan, »y Messrs. 
Wood and Slaughter, each decidedly elcver in his 
line-—Mr. Cecil Howard's Dramatic Notes are out 
again.—Lord Tennyson’s new play is being re- 
hearsed by members of the Lyceum company, with 
a view to its production, “ for c pyright purposes,” +, 
but nobody knows when it will be done (nobody 
in a general way, that is). We know an artful 4 xorgp NovE- 
dramatic noticer who is going to hang around the TAKER. 
Lyceum door “all the time” until it isdone, What 
fun if they do it somewhere else ! 





NESTOR. 


What.We May Expect. 
(Extract from Society Pape rin 2002.) 
“TLADY STILTON at the last drawing room wore the famous Stilton 
jewels, which include a necklace of real Wallsend, a pure Silkstone 
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Llara, raceicts Of rare nuts and Kltcnen cobbie earrings, 
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MAX THH MUMMER; 


OR, SCENES BEHIND THE SCENEs, 





CHAPTER IIT. 
In the morning I was introduced to Mr, Cuddicombe’s company, 
They were three in number, indeed, in one sense, they were two, for 
two of them were one flesh, the other one was David Garrick 


——————— i — 








Shakespeare -Grimbles, who 
varied the monotoiyof driving 
the waggon contziaing the “ fit- 
| up” and “props” from ore country fair 

to another by day, by strutting a brief 

hour on the stage in the evening and 
an sleeping under it by night. Nature had 


’ 


fitted Grimbles for an undertaker: inclination, however, had induced 
him to adopt that profession which, amongst all its mem vers, is de- 


S 
thing to make angels weep. 
ie brought to the eyes of women, and stern men, tears 


His rendering of low comcdy parts was a 


ignated ‘the profession.” 
When he essayed tragedy, 


—of laughter; but more of David Garrick Shakespeare 


nelius O’F laherty, of whom also more anon. 


( 


any part, however long, at any notice, however short. 
When not engaged upon the stage inside the booth, we 
Were occupied in beating big drums and making hideous 
loises on trombones on the platform outside it, by way of 


? 
i 


e 
a 


( 


formed before al] 


tage we did not stop at doubling, we quadrupled our 


& 


} ) 


( 


beneath the 


appeared as his lordly rival for the hand of the lacy 
Seraphina ( Mrs. Cuddicombe) : be ing pois med, eariv ill 


I 


the third act as a monk; in the fourth, appeared to 
(Flaherty as the spectre of my murdered self, the 
aughty rival; and, in the fifth as a court messenger, 
brought the royal pardon to the now triumphant Cud- 


h 


d 


fi 


riginaly 
Livtiflal MmMeé 


nls act, 


iCOMbe, 


irimbles anon. The other two were Mr. and Mrs, Cor- 
Versatility was common to all the members of the 
‘onstellation. We were each and all expected to play 


=? 


Xhorting the country folk who had come trom miles 
round to the fair to walk up and sec the performance 
[ the finest galaxy of histrionic talent that ever per- 
the crowned heads of Kurope. On thi 


arts, For instance.in the first act of Mr. Cuddicombe's 
lrama,I played a bandit. and. | ‘all 
valiant sword of the author-act 
st vefore the curtain of that act, in the second I re- 


Mr. O'Flaherty, in mistake for Cuddicombe, 


came on towards the clcse as an armed retainer; in 


I: must be admitted that the O'Flaherty family, 


T their versatility, were handicapped by a ric! 
and irrepressible native brogue which asserted itself in 
any pam in anybody's text. Mr, O'Flaherty as Hamlet 
would adjure me,as First player, to “ Spake the spache.” , 
and.as Hubert, he would assure Arthur (myself), * Indace Brine 
1ve been merrier, bedad!” Mrs. O'Flaherty wou'd BO JOL7 36a 
er have forgiven me for intruding my com} | didn't 3 


- 


j 





playing boys’ parts herself, but that in a verv few months mv stature 
so much increased that my Weeny Paul, in Zhe Octeroon, was a head 
taller than O'Flaherty’s Salem Scudder, I as Arthur, had to look 
down on Hubert, not only figuratively, but physically, and when the 
audience began to encourage Arthur's gaoler to “Go it, little ‘un, 
give him one in the eye!” my increasing stature led to a diminution 
in my value to Cuddicombe, 

But the climax was reached one night when we were playing The 
Rivals, and 1 was east for the page boy. O'Flaherty was playing 
Fagy, and, instigated by the wife of his bosom, he administered the 
cufiing prescribed by the stage directions with a fidelity to realism 
at that period of the history of the drama a little too previous. The 
consequence Was an unrehearsed set-to between the page boy and the 
valet, greatly to the delectation of the audience, who were thus treated 
to a gratis display not in the programme. All might have gone well 
hai not Mrs, O'Flaherty, hearing the shouts for mercy of her lord and 
master at the end of the second round, appeared upon the stage and, 
armed with a birch broom, joined in the fray, Mr. and Mrs, Cuddi- 
combe, rushing on to terminate the conflict, became involved in it, 
the female portion of the audience rose to a woman and shouted 
murder, someone turned out the lights in the auditorium, which im- 
mediately indulged ina free fight on its own account, and, after a 
remarkably bad quarter of an hour, | found myself in the centre of 
an excited crowd, covered with scratches and bruises, outside the 
Temple of Thespis presided over by Cuddicombe, and also outside an 
How the Constellation finished that play I know not ; 
[I only know that Mrs. O'Flaherty had almost finished me; and, 
attended by Grimbles, who expressed his determination to share my 
fortunes or misfortunes, I set out on foot for the nearest county town, 


(7v be continued ) 


TVCY roryenr) ¢t 
CUugaAgemMment, 


The Goose that Laid the Golden Fgg. 
AN OLD FABLE WITH NEW MORALS, 


A CERTAIN man hada goose, which laid an egg every day. Now, 
this man lived ten miles from the nearest village, and one morning 
he got up with a bad attack of rheumatism, so that he was unable to 
get out to purchase his dinner. However, feeling sure of his daily 
egg, he was contented, and even happy. When the goose saw that 


there was nothing in the house—thinking to give the man a pleasant 
surprise, regardless of the trouble and expense—she Jaid a golden egg. 
When the man saw this, he was glad; “ For,” said he, * I will kill the 
goose and have it for dinner, and to-morrow I will sell the egg and 
buy another goose.” 

MorRALS.—Do your daty, but don't overdo it. 


m@ POO, 


Virtue is its own 
reward, Don’t be 














UNSTINTED PRAISE. 


‘Yor, de it's what I always say; your pictures are 
Whv. after | - s-t preal work, * MM yin Wiitechapeil, 
| | Le xed up with a « ( ath and @ 
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AN ESTABLISHED SOCIALISM—— 


























GY 
(#) 
There waa an ardent Socialist who some time ago demonstrated to us most conclusively that Socialism was the only desirable condition of 


existence, “Everyone, sir,” said he, “ought to be provided with everything by the State, and all men ought to be equal!” 





It was some while after this, that in a wild and lonesome spot we came upon that Philosopher, hiding behind a bush. “I've escaped from it!”’ 
_ Whispered. “From what?" we said. “From that confounded establishment that they shut me up in, It was horrid—no liberty or 
(ividuality at all! Everything provided for all of us, and no distinction—all of us treated as equals, sir!” 
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Af that moment a stre rer arrive kine - rethine 2 hi , hi} 4 by 
‘ ta “ rer Ss 1, looking for —_ thing; the something was that Philosopher. The stranger was a medical man come to 
ick our friend; and amid the lengthening shadows they went their way—to Earlsw he home socialis: 10 Sociali 74 i bili 
-when the mind is in a suitable condition to take advantage of i ir way—to Earlswood, the home of Socialism, So Socialism is a possibility 
; iVii 4280 advan ule Ui . 
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“STOP-GAP” 


THE PROGRESSIVE 


<a 


oF 


THE 


OF 


MAN 


OLD 


THE 


AND 





[See Cartoon Verses, p. 126, 
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FIRST PROFESSIONAL OF THE GROUP. Yer! Dyer? It seems to 
me we've had ernough of this graft—sweepin’ of crorsins and sellin’ of 
fings. 

OMNES. Rar-ther! Let’s chuck it! 

SECOND P. oF THE G. Right y’are! J’m bloomin’ wellon! Let urs 
make these yer City gents wot passes by sweep ther crorsins their- 


sel ves ! 
THIRD P, oF THEG. Yus, and sanguinarily well clean their own 


trotter cases, too ! se 
FourtTH P. or THEG. S'welpme! Nokid! Let's make these yer 


swells take on vur business, and let urs go to their orfices and do their 


nice idle graft, hey ’ ; 
OmNES. Hooray! the strike is now on! Yere’s some lydies and 
gents, J.et’s commence now ! 

7 ‘Enter PEDESTRIANS, They are assailed and overcome, and 

~ made to sweep the roads, clean boots, sell lights, ete., as 
the STRIKERS march off to various City effices, singing, 
° Ta-ra-ra,” ete, 

ACT III].—ScENE—TZhe Caves of the Dangerous Classes. Burglars, 
Wife Wallope Ys, Bashe rs of Fee hle-folk, C'oiners, Welshers, and 
other members of similar learned professions, discovered in groups 
—and more or less liy “wor, 

W. SIKEs, Esq. I rises to make a proper sition, which is this yer— 

Why should we ’ardworkin’ coves stand the tie-runny of the so-called 


} 








+s hee honest clarses : 
ee OMNES. Bruv-ve, Bill! Speech! Speech! Speech! 
ange W.S., Esq. Yer! not so much of yer * Speech.” D’ye take this for 
4 Hf eT’ a first night, and me, your ’umble, for Mr, Jonath—I mean, Osky 
eek, hi * Wilde? 
; , 


OmNEs. No,no! Or-der! (They pat the malcontents over the 
head with “jemmics,” “ neddies,” cte.) Go on, Willyum, pro-seed |! 
W.S., Esy. Well, wot 7 ses is this yer! Dowrn wif narks! Yus, 
and mere Coppers! Let’s strike agin the O-pression of ther Metrop- 
plittun Perlice Foree. Let’s make them try our arjuous profession, 
and we'll do their easy one. 
“GOOD OLD SANDWICH! ee erie: See | — 
W. S., Esq. Why shouldn't we go cook-mashing and rabbit pie 


“ (iocd old mummy taste about this sandwich, dear !—Quite reminds 


Saad 
* 














=... 
< 


shunting, and——? 


ne of Kgypt and the l’yramids!”’ OmxEs. We will! We wil] 
. MN ES, > Wil] € Wiiil 
Enter now the METROPOLITAN POLICE FORCE, Jt is at once 
ch loreform padded and overcome by SIKES and Co., who 
proceed to change garments with their victims, 


FUN-DE-SIECLE FARCBES., 


STRIKING SITUATIONS, SIKES AND Co, There! thus we strike—— 
(A Playlet of the Present, with a Fling at the Future.) + * 7 ~ + * 
Pa > ry yh Specially Patented P ! ght, rece ny tidings = . certain FUN (ta author), Yes, and SO do I, (Seizing remainder of MS. of 
, iive # lf t iow! i In the t ! yorlrat ‘ ee pre €il i? follov i . . . ’ : . 
Antony rhe ae pbc sini wig 2B 2 2 Regrsardoet a) Hod sede om eer ries] this pivce aud handing it to MYRMIDONS.) Take away that bauble, 
il li vel i} i pre IV TeINAMG 4 TUT ruuer iD Liries, . ° 7 ° 
_ . e an IN } F yrpy ‘ > mw , ; Ny y ies 
Al ] I —A street ‘il the lee AiVR af ki issful Boi th dom, | consoling B vee | ( al ding weer autho alsv), Away with him to the Tower 
Calmners (save for the cecasional hooming and hanging of a drum shies the Cond rati 7 CURTAIN 
‘ ii ondemnation anc ATS, 


and the tinkle wpa fambourine) re HYns 
all around. Certain ** COMMISSIONERS ” 
are seen horering around on Social 
Wings. : A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE !S DANGEROUS. 
(COMMISSIONERS (fo Lasavs, Masses, ete.). 
Well, friends, there’s no mistuake—if we do 
musically awaken the echoes now and again, 


we dodoa great leal of yood amony the very 





poor, and the hitherto dismally degraded, 
 —— . 
LLASSES, MASSES, Ec. Rather! Glory! f 
1/4] march on chortling.“ To be 7 ete. é 
(‘lear atade. Mater n firely, fro 
rarious e 4 w& DOSSERS and 
PROSSERS, Aut no Jess 
CERTAIN DoOsskEKS AND PROSSERS, Yer! 
lyyer? Shall we summit to this yer treat- 
ment? Shelters where ver ‘ave ter work te 
pay for yer doss! Dosses where yer has to do 
worse—W ASH ! 
OTHER DoOsskERS AND [TP’ROSSERS, No 
bloomin’ fear! Not mucl 
C, Ds AND Ps. No! Wot abourt ther 
liberty of the Subjick, hey? 
O, DS AND Ps, Yer, yer! No soap forever! 
OMNES, Let us, then, blanky well strike! 
We will! We will! Blank! Blank! Blank! . 
Left blanking. 
ACT IJ.—ScENE—S tl atrects Lond 
and the suburds. Pictur sue act, Mud 
# ay etc, Rain f j ‘ f i tls, “dd id 
1 la rq nu mher of POSSING SUCOPECFE, “(ieorge Washi: gton, one ob dese ‘ere talli) hone “Great snakes! it’s de ‘lectric light 
hawkers, lvofers, cte., ete., discovered cables done gone dropt. Ise gwine ter cut ‘im, and wire!!!” - 
howling see wat folks got ter iy t 


tere . 
») + 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “FUN,” 


DEAR S1R,—Once more the table’s set for those who love to make a 
bet. The frost, which came and muddled things, at last has taken 
wing (or wings), and flown away (for good, let’s hope!) to bother folks 
and make them mope and tear their hair, or, raging stand, in some 
(just now) less favoured land. Ah! what a time of it it’s been! 
Since frost returned upon the scene (when all, including you and I, 
presumed that it had said “good-bye” for good and all, till winter's 
reign for "92 came back again), we've had now weeks without a race, 
now meetings, sir, in ev’ry place, and half our time we couldn't tell 
(although we know the rules so well) exactly whether (do not scoff) 
the races or the bets were off. 

Ah, well! that time of woe is past, and here’s the sun come out at 
last (both actually, don’t you know, and metaphorically so), and Lethe 
for the past we'll sip, and turn attention to a tip. Here's one I’ve had 
In hand, old chap, for 

LINCOLNSHIRE ITS HANDICAP, 


THE sunlight falls fair on the upland and downland, 
It softens the heart and it softens the field, 
Converting the hard land and white land to brown land, 
And land that is palpably ready to yield. 
Then come, all ye backers, and take the example, 
Unfasten the coffers permitted to freeze, 
Let weather no longer on enterprise trample 
(Though weather will do it, no doubt, if it please). 
There's dear, disappointing old Father Confessor 
I’m longing to back, though my reason says “ No.” 
Sainfoin should do well for his friends and possessor ; 
Prince Hampton is also “a good one to go.” 
A good one to go (and a good one to stay, too) 
In Cuttlestone likewise is certainly found. 
Corstorphine I wouldn’t have too much to say to, 
"hough quite good enough for a place, I’ll be bound, 


But prythee beware of Lord Darham's Detective, 
And Belmont—fair Belmont—keep well in your gaze. 
Prince Soltykoff's Woolsthorpe should earn no invective, 
And may, more than likely, elicit your praise. 
But Clarence should also obtain your attention— 
Light-weighted, swift-footed and decently young— 
Though Belmont or Cuttlestone, here let me mention, 
I'm going to shout for with vigorous lung. 


That tip, dear Sir, I think you'll find of an extremely useful kind, and 
one that's calculated to—if I may put it tersely—dv, Attention next 
we p'r’aps may turn (with hope a little bit to earn!) to the Grand 
National—I may point out it’s run on Quarter Diy, when nearly ev ry- 
one can do with just an extra pound or two—and win it ev’rybody 
shall who takes this tip— 


GRAND NATIONAL, 


A WORD or two, I think, will do— 
If sensible and rational — 

For us to sum what luck may come 
Along with the Grand National. 

Lord Arthur you may cotton to 
(Uncertainty will flavour it) ; 

Ardcarn may take a decent stake, 
Although it is the favourit, 

But first and last, whatever's past, 
My guess is not erroneous ; 

And Cloister takes the winning stakes, 
Yours faithfully, TROPHONIUS. 


P.S.—I don't propose to speik about my Boat Race tip this week. 
Next week I shall have that to say which, in an allegoric way, will 
put, as soon as it is said, all other tipping gents to bed. 


A SHORT SENTENCE.—Penal Servitude for Life 
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NOT A KNACK OF HIS, 
Hirer of gallant steed —“ He Looks RATHER AS IF HE COULD Say HIs PRAYERS, EH?” - 
Owner of ditto —“ Say His Prayers! THAT 'OR8sE WOULDN'T SAY HIS PRAYERS, NOT IF 'E SEE A KNACKER WITH A POLE-AXE 


COME INTO THE YARD THIS MINUTE!” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpAy.—Among the Admirals, Atmosphere smacks with a salt 
sea savour. Admirals Field and Mayne demonstrate that our gallant 
Naval Brigade can take the floor as well as the field, or sail the main. 
After hearing the former gallant sailor’s complaint of scarcity of naval 
officers, and his remarks when Naval] Estimates were under discussion, 
one begins to wonder whether John Bull, in his absolute reliance on 
the invincibiJity of his ficet, is not living in a fool’s paradise, from 
which, sooner or later, he will have an unwelcome awaking. Lord 
George, when on his legs, made a remark which eets one a-thinking— 
says it is a matter of opinion whether the warships of the future 
should be armour-plated. Shades of Nelson, Collingwood and Jervis! 
are we to go back again, then, to the glorious old wooden walls? 
Painters of seascapes would rejoice, likewise the Dibdins of the 
future, for there's poesy in oak—heart in it—while your iron plates 
are as & Medusa to the Muse—par Dieu ! 

Our friends acrors the silver streak, for all their vaunted polit- 
esse, can, at times, be monstrous uncivil, as Messrs, Purdie found, at 
Auteuil. Balfour promises inquiry, and that representation shall be 
made to La Belle République to do all that is necessary to vindicate 
the honour of “ The Flag that guides the Sailor on his Way,” etc., 
also of the proud Britons born 
under it, 

It is just as well that little boys 
are not M.P.s, for the adage has it 
that they “should not ask ques- 
tiens,” and the queries of inquisi- 
tive members range over everything 
sublunary, from foot and mouth 
disease to crises in coal, as witness 
ae ll question paper on Tuesday 
night, 

he natural, or, rather, unnatural 
reply of a Tory Home Secretary 
to a plea for poachers is, “ Oh, 
hang them!” The Squirearchy 
consider sport the monopoly of 
their class. Had Rayner and Eggle- 
ton been the victims instead of the 
victors in that seanguinary struggle 


in Bucks, the landlords of Kngland 








would have deemed their death “ justifiable homicide.” How many 
human lives, how much human misery, are to be laid at the door of 
that curse of the country side, the Game Laws? It is time for the 
peasant to exercise his franchise in getting those laws repealed, or, 
at all events, so amended that the life of a peasant, poacher though 
he be, shall be more sacred than the life of a pheasant. 

A propos the Game Laws:—Mr. Ellis, on moving the second 
reading of his Tenure of Land (Wales) Bill, drew attention to the 
custom of Welsh landlords of insisting on their tenants contracting 
themselves out of the Ground Game Act. English landlords, too. 
carry on the same old game. Mr. Ellis claimed for gallant little 
Wales a system of Land Tenure similar to that obtained by the Irish 
farmers—he didn’t get it. Possibly the Welsh National Anthem will 
be in the near future 

“Among our ancient mountains, 
Harsh Land Law still prevails, 
So let the prayer re-echo, 
‘Give us Home Rule for Wales.'”’ 

Old Age Pensions Bill in draft. Advantages very much deferred. 
Query if they will be preferred to those offered by Friendly Societies. 

Why, when the Civil Service Estimates are under discussion, does 
not some Kadical member call attention to the fallacy of the public 
notion that Civil Service appoint- 
ments are open to public competi- 
tion, instead of being jobbed by 
influential mugwumps ? 

The attempt on the part of an 
honourable member to extract from 
the leader of the House informa- 
tion as to the date of the coming 
Dissolution only obtained the 
amiable answer that he' could not 
tell, for the best of all reasons, be- 
cause he did not know. How 
sweetly simple. 

FRIDAY.—Another M.P. gone 
wrong. Surely, in the dim future, 
the Muse of History, penning the 
Records of the House of Commons, 
will marvel wherefore it was styled 
the best club in Europe. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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There Net a serap in the house . sa.d M™Hard- 

Uppisham the other morning “You should have Known 


the wretches were going to iKe and got a load im! 


Now what are you Ming to do to Keep us from freezing? Eh?” 
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“Capital idea this. L Hunk "said MT H “Nothing like 
artificral warmth and the power of ima unatiot heavhten 


ed b the aud of art.” “Plenty of WS Ging kon wanteat” 


















Zrum bled M*S i ‘ 
(4) 
, And if that also } Sy 










fails, why not 
try the Qenevra- 
tion of heat 

by electricity” 
Now, NO Hf, 
all you have 


to do is 
to hold 


those : 
handles tightly, and L venture to pre: 
aret that you will find the result really most astonish 
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Asaf that 
can be better than a little 
gen De exercise to pre - 
mote the circulation’ ” 
(6) 
And the way she made 
thin ors, warm for her 
hubby when 
she Came 


to a lt - 










SL! tarde 
tlhe, made Bee 
him quite wm- @ Sep, 


So the Aid too' Aste nishing wasnt the word forit! Afferent to the price of coals fer some time. 
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, ‘ora pl is rdi d of Trade returns, the 
Odds and Ends, | What the collier’s playfulness raises for | ~~ st Hf - teen ded arctthe (w)reck- 
THE di | the consumer.—His coal and his choler. | most carefai ship Capta : +7 
rine Ca between the old and new The publican who payed damages for breach | le3s ones. 
g time is, that we used to see the snow- e pudican Wit sega we r + ees ; 
Top up from the ground and, nowadays, we of promise after the marriage was arranged, | A new definition of the foot and mouth 
see the snow drop on to it ; i thought the “off” licence the dearest he'd had. disease.—Erring footsteps and foul language 
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Buttons,— PLEASE 'M, COOK SAYS WOULD YOU KINDLY EXCUSE THE GAME THIS EVENING?” 








The Progressive Stop-Gap.—Sce Cartoon, 
To their forum in Spring Gardens 
Flock'd the fresh elected members 
Of the London County Council— 
Moderates in scanty numbers, 
But in plenty the Progressives. 
Rose the chorus, “lt behoves us 
To appoint at once a Chairman, | 
Who will take that thorny office?” 
But no tongue vouchsafed an answer. 
Then they turn’d, in their dilemma, 
To the Democratic noble 
Who erewhile had Jent them succour ; 
And they cried, “ We beg your lordship 
One more favour: notwithstanding 
That by naughty Randy-Pandy 
You were lately liken'’d unto 


| 


OO 





Slippery Mach-i-a-velli, 

We would have you be our Chairman 
Once again, to keep us steady. 

Come, oh, come and be our Chairman !” 
Then his lordship, coyly, shyly, 
Thought he would, and then he wouldn't, 
Knowing well the heavy burden 

He might have to bear when guiding 
Paul Prys et hoc genus omne : 

Yet he gradually soften'd, 

Positively quite relented, 

Making answer, “ Since you press me, 
To oblige you, O my brothers, 

I consent to be your Chairman— 
Simply, solely, as a stop-gap.” 

And the gap he still is stopping, 

And we hope he may enjoy it. 


Ob, (In)cissors! 

IN the obituary of the English Churchman, 
March 3rd, appeared a notice of a singular 
| request contained in the will of the Jate 
| Mr. J. Henderson, that a copy of the Englivh 
Churchman should be placed in his coffin. 
It reminds one of oriental custom of burying 
with the corpse food for its journey; but 
the need for either literary or substantial 
| food is rather doubtful, although we are told 
| that there will be gnashing of teeth. Perhaps 
| Dr. Geo. H. Jones, the well known surgeon 
| dentist of Gt. Russell Street, who, we under- 
stand, has an advertisement in that issue, will 
benefit by the transaction if teeth are to be 
| found useful in the “happy hunting 
grounds.” 
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Absolutely Pure.” Cau 
—The Analyst. *""Cecoas) 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


























































Spring-Mppo. D, for (ands, far from the 
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Offering anot erson, Wr deer hun in 
Terie or Lael i ab | ; Dear for the 


(1) The Spring cleaning Season again has commenced, | 
When Man, the poor victim ! is sadly incensed. | 

(2) Of abolishing footmen some meddler now dreams — 
Why, what will “Society ” do without Jeames ? 

(3) A lady, suspected of having more store 
Than she ought to possess, was indignantly sore! 

(7) A man whe 
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(4) To find a new comet makes some folk elate— 
This finder is scarce in a comet-ose state! 

(5) An infant horse stealer, beginning to rob, 
Desired to dispose of the steed for a bob, 

(6) The Bushey Park deer have been recently chased 
By dogs who possessed no behaviour or taste, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


PROBABILITY of a storm in the thea- 

trical firmament is borne in upon me 

with force. I found the idea upon the 

popular opinion that a calm goes before 

gt astorm, (Of course a calm goes before 
“>> “\. a storm—it wouldn't be very possible for 
(/ ’ “Na storm to come if the calm refused to 
Ws) We are having a pretty tough calm 

























FoR OLEARER Sigur. 


at the moment, at anyrate: 
and if the storm isanything 
like proportionate, we 
cught to be pretty busy 
presently, However, it is 
“& capital opportunity for 
the critic to give his clever- 
nets @ rest and polish up 
his opera glasses, 





THE GAlETY.—While I Tux Comepy.— Back aT THE OLD “ PLACE.” 

have been engaged polish- 

ing up those glasses, though, my Sub-Under-Deputy-Substitute has 
etolen a march upon me and found a new piece. It is by “ Richard 
Henry” and called Queer Street. He says it made him laugh. He 
never exaggerates, and I believe him. There’s a comic cabman in the 
piece, he says, who made bim laugh all the time. He thinks the in- 
congruity of the thing is responsible for its having that effect upon 
him. He says he never saw a really comic cabman in real life—he has 
always found them either possessed of a deplorably crude and stereo- 
typed idea of humour or incurably morose. Returning to the play 
(and he'd be continually doing that if I'd let him), he says Miss Louie 
Wilmot made a great impression on him by her cheery smartness and 
sense Of fun. Mr. Bantock was the unnaturally humorous cabmar. 
Capital piece for amateurs this is, by-the-way. 





THE CoMEDY.—T7he Grey Mare not having proved quite so strong 
in the wind latterly, has been trotted off (let us hope for a rest only), 
and the sprightly Jane has come back to her old place as cheeky, as 
perky and as good for work as ever. My Sub-Under-Deputy-Substi- 
tute (who always does my revivals for me, and really thrives on it), 
is in pure ecatasies over Mr. Hawtrey's airy romancing as the scape- 
grace of a ward (or whatever he 
is), although I'm afraid it has 
roused him (my 8.-U.-D.-S.) to 
emulation—not that I imagine 
it can do him the least particle 
of harm. He is a champion 
prevaricator already, having re- 
cently acted as a canvasser for 
votes for the County Council 
Election. Miss Lottie Venne 
and Mr. C, Brookfield resume 
their original parts with their 
original complete success, and 
sq Mr. Kemble, being “ otherwise 
engaged,”” Mr. Wyes gets “his 
chance,” and appears as the de- 
Tag Gairty.— ceived old gentleman. It isa 

“‘QUEER capital bit of character—good 

Ad ex Work, like all he does, A little 

rugreorren bDighly beneficial pruning has 
MYSELF.” taken place in the second act, 





THE ST. JAMES'S.—SOME 
DAY, PERHAPS. 





THE CRITERION.— Pright: n, I should say, isthe champion reviver 
lt is natant) « >» wee l and there c: or al 





revivifying effect upon the jaded spirits of the tired worker or the 
still more jaded spirits of the party who can find nothing todo, Re- 
vived and reviving again, it is 
once more flourishing in the 
congenial soil, in the neighbour- 
hood of Piccadilly Circus, where 
Mr. Wyndham reigns supreme. 
There is every excuse for fre- 
quent revival of this piece, by- 
the-way ; Bob Sackett was one 
of the first of Mr. Wyndham’s 
farcical impersonations, as well 
as one of the finest exhibitions 
of artistic humour, and the piece 
pa itself is irresistibly and peren- 
—A Car. Mially es og ag ae ig 
TOUCHE. is sweet, and so is Mr. Blakeley, . 
the man with the “affliction.” gy gg tel 
My Sub-Under-Deputy-Substitute came home SIASTICTHEATRE-GOER 
from this theatre a limp and broken wreck from 1 A i ad rapt 
} E- 

excess of laughter—whether I shall ever be y;ygp, 

able to use him again is an open question. I 

wonder if I couid hold Mr, Wyndham liable for the price of a new one, 





THE LyceuM.—You all know by this time that Lord Tennyson’s 
pastoral play, Zhe Foresters, was produced here, “for copyright 
purposes,” at ten o'clock one morning. Whether that journalist I 
told you about last week was on the alert at that hour, and so received 
the reward of all his patience, or whether he had just gone home to 
get a wink or so of sleep, I’m not at present in a position to state ; 
but that S8.-U.-D.-S. of mine actually has the astounding impudence 
(in which he is backed up by our shameless artist) to expect me to 
believe that he and our artist got on to the stage disguised as fairies, 
ouphes, or something in the piece and saw the wholething. The artist 
actually has the assurance to send a couple of sketches purporting to 
have been taken on the spot! We unblushingly publish them. 

Nops AND WINKS.—Cartouche and Co.; or, The Ticket of (French) 
Leave, is the title of a burlesque, from the versatile (comic versatile) 
penof 
Mr. H. 
Chance 
Newton, 
with 
which 

I, ial, (lal eee VARY ag, Z OF AG Miss 
TAN Si) fH) I AREA Vs gg. — NK | | Vesta 
> i BL) PES a7. = ¥ Tilley 
will com- 
mence to 

















THE LYCEUM.—W&AT OUR ARTIST PRETENDS 
IT WAS LIKE. 


increase the “caiety of nations” in the 
provinces next August.— Miss Phyllis 
Broughton is now playing (an? dancing) : 
in Blue Eyed Susan, vice Mss Grace WHAT OUR ARTIST AND 
Pedley, as Dolly Mayflower. Mr, Abud OBITIC WOULD HAVE Us 
seems indefatigal le in adding plums t> his ere 


already rich pudding. NESTOR, 








A Strange Story. 


It is reported that a ship, which left port) short handed en- 


Y nrps 
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MAX THH MUMMBER;: 
Or, SCENES BEHIND THE SCENEs, 


CHAPTER IV. 





F > , 5 “ WHITHER wilt thou lead me? Speak! 


A said Grimbles, 
) When we arrived footsore at Barley. 


I'll go no further,” 


4 borough, we 
4 sought the 
nearest 
tavern, and 
refreshed the 
inner and 
rested the 

outer men, 

Pace Oscar 
Wilde, even 
mummers 
must live. 

With Grim- 
bles and my- 
self, just then 
the query 
was, how? 
“ Resting”’ to 
the actor is the most weary occupation. When not playing, he is out 
of work. A placard met our eyes, and we read :— 























THEATRE ROYAL, BARLEYBOROUGH. 
THIS NIGHT ONLY. 


SPECIAL PERFORMANCE OF “OTHELLO.” 
Special Engagement of 
Mr. Henry Belling and Mr, Edwin Markey. 


UNDER THE PATRONAGE OF THE MAYOR AND THE COLONEL AND 
OFFICERS OF THE NINETY-ELEVENTH REGIMENT. 





—— 








“Wish we were in the cast,” I exclaimed. 

“Shut up,” said David Garrick Shakespeare Grimbles, “ and listen.” 

We could hear voices in an inner compartment. One was saying— 

“ Yes, I shall have a good house, and I want it. I’ve got to pay 
some big screws. Belling and Markey are going to have thirty pounds 
each to come down.” 

How my mouth watered. 

“ I suppose they’re pals of yours, Bragby ?” 

‘‘ Never set eyes on either of ’em in my life.” 

‘‘ What train are they coming by ?” 

“The 6.30 from Paddington.” 

“Out you come,” said Grimbles. 

‘Whither away, my lord ?” asked I. 

“To the post office. How much brass have you?” 

I produced my final shilling. Grimbles took it without a word. 

“ How about our lodging to-night ?” 

“To-night we will be in clover.” 

We reached the post office. Grimbles filled up two telegram 
forms. The messages were identical, only the names differing. One 
was to Belling, Athenzeum Theatre, London. The other to Markey, at 
the same address, 

“Performance postponed, Don't come. Will write —BRAGBY.” 

These messages dispatched, Grimbles, without vouchsafing any ex- 
pianation, set off at a brisk rate, and I, wondering, kept alongside him 
till we reached Ryefield, the nearest station to Barleyborough on the 
up line. Here Grimbles expended the residue of his own exchequer 
in two first-class tickets to Barley borough. 




















When the 6.30 from Paddington steamed into Barleyborough 
Station, a stout man stood on the platform, eagerly scanning the 
detraining passengers. Two forms approached him. 

“Mr, Bragby, I think. Allow me to introduce Belling.” 

And the other remarked, “ And let me introduce Markey.” 

“Good gracious,” said Bragby, “I thought Mr. Belling was a much 
older man.” 

“ He wears well; feels young, and a man’s as old as he feels, By- 
the-by, we’ve had a mishap. Confounded luggage got into wrong 
train. Don’t know what we're to do, unless you can fix us up with 
dresses.” 

“We'll soon manage that,” said the proud Bragby, as he led the 
two stars to a carriage, and in a few moments they were at the 
stage door of the Theatre Royal, Barleyborough. 

The house was crowded from pit to ceiling. Everybody recog- 
nized Belling, and in the entr’acte the Bellingites and the Anti- 
Bellingites waxed hot in arguments as to his mannerisms of voice 
and gait. At the close of every act he was cheered to the echo. 
But there was only one opinion about Markey, and that was to 
the effect that he was a most overrated man, a barn stormer and a 
booth ranter. 

At the close of the performance, the stars were pressingly invited 
to join the Mayor, the manager, and the colonel and officers of the 
Ninety-Eleventh, at a recherché supper in honour of the event. 
They, however, pleaded pressing engagements in town. One had 

to sup with Bradall at the Blue Room Club, the other to meet a 
manager at the Barbarians’. 

“ Well, I’ll write you out your cheques,” said Bragby. 

“T say, though,” exclaimed Markey, “if you happen to have it in 
notes, it'd be more convenient. Fact is, both our purses were in the 
luggage.” 

“ All right,” said the somewhat astonished Bragby, and in a few 
moments he returned from the treasury with fifty pounds in notes and 
ten in gold, which he divided equally between the tragedians. 

“Tell you what, though,” he said to one of them, leading him aside, 
‘Markey may suit some houses, but mine don’t like him a bit. J 
wouldn't give him two pounds a week. Good-bye — pleasant 
journey.” 

Next day, | 
the Barley- | 
borough Times | 
containeda 
three - column 
notice of the 

erformance | 
of Othello,one 
half of which | 
spoke glow- | 
ingly of the | 
greatperform- | 
ance of Mr. | 
Belling as | 
Iago, and the | 
other half of | 
which was de- | 
voted to spec- | 
ulation how | 
f 
| 
| 








Mr. Markey 
acquired his 
reputation. 
And, on the 
same day, 
sragby re- | 
ceived a tele- | 
gram :— 
“ No letter, | 
as promised 
by your wire; | 
please eu 
plain. — BEL- 
LING AND 
MARKEY.” 
And, in the 
evening of 
that day, 
Grimbles and 
I spent our 
second night 
in London in 
the audito- 
rium of the 
Athenzum 
Theatre. 
To le tinued.) 











THE MONEY MARKET. 
Brown (serious man).— Nothing fresh in the 
City to-day.” 
Jones (comic man)—*“ Nothing Fresh! my dear 
fellow, how can you say so? when I came from there 
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yr 


Money was Awfully Tight! 
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MEETING THE DIFFICULTY. 


Husband.—* LET US GO TO THE LECTURE TO-NIGHT.” 


Wife—“I HAVE NOTHING TO WEAR,” 


Husband,—“ THEN, LET US GO TO THE OPERA.” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “Fun,” 


DEAR S1r,—How often it occurs, when enterprise the bosom stirs 
of rash and overweening man, inducing him to boldly plan, that (say) 
within, at most, a week, his plans are ecattered, so to speak, and all 
his cherished projects go astray on all the winds that blow! How 
frequently the mind returns to that remark of Robert Burns (so often 
used by lip and pen!) about “ the schemes of mice and men.” Last 
week, when, full of native pride (which now, perhaps, you will deride), 
I wrote that I proposed to speak about the Boat Race crews this week, 
1t was, I'll swear (till all zs blue), my full intention so todo. But 
circumstances now decree a total change of plan fcr me, and, if you 
look for a report or tip, sir, of a boating sort, I more than half suspect 
you'll find that there is nothing of the kind, In short, what's best 
for ail our sakes is this 


NORTHAMPTONSHIRE ITS STAKES. 


Your time never fritter on glamour or glitter, 
Repentance is bitter for that, 

But choose your horse neatly and gauge him completely, 
Reward will come sweetly and pat. 

Though some will make merry of Lady Rosebery, 
To back her’s not very absurd. 

But Vasistas, waking, may set them all quaking, 
If you will be taking my word. 


Don't let Red Enamel your betting-book trammel 
(He's far from a camel, J think). 

To Shushan, who's thriven, the prize may be given 
(When I shall be driven to drink), 

I hardly know whether they'll show the White Beather, 
And Duo, together with P., 

May lead them some dances, which only enhances 


The Cardinal's chanc ‘ mp 


This tip, which I before you place, I think, dear sir, will meet the - 
case, although you’ll notice, I've no doubt, that Colorado is left out. 
What Colorado yet may do, I'll own I rather wish I knew, and if you: 
are at all inclined for backing him, why, J don’t mind; but still, I 
feel it is no sin to say I do not think he’ll win. Whatever I may have 
to say about the Boat Race crews some day, in my next letter I 
intend my brilliant intellect to lend in order to elucidate which 
horse shall have the happy fate of winning (1 2 3 and place) the City 
and Suburban Race. Meantime I am (I’m ever thus) 

Yours peacefully, TROPHONIUS. 








William in March. 


WILLIAM believes in wind. He says it blows away microbes and 
prevents infection. So he goes out in the backyard with his hat off. It 
mayn't Llow away any microbes, but it gives William a stiff neck, and 
Mrs. William says, ‘* What a fool you are, as usual.” Then William goes 
indoors quite meekly to his breakfast bloater. At night, too, William 
has more to say about the wind. He wakes up and says, “ It sounds like 
being at sea—think of the poor sailors away from home—that is bad 
enough!” Then Mrs. William answers, “It’s a good deal worse for 
those who can’t get a wink of sleep, because lunatics in bed will 
persist ia waking them up.” The March wind has not proved so well 
for William as it might have done. Heis sitting now in the backyard 
scraping his Sunday hat with an oyster knife. It has been blown 
into the mud. Mrs. William hints that it’s a pity his head wasn’t 
blown off at the samc time. 





In the Spring-time. 
WE go very regularly to all the services at our church just at 
present. You see, our apparitor is a very small man, and we always - 
like to see a little verger at this time of year. 


THE fr y that SAW al Trisl 


burst with laughter 
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“What Doth Hinder?” 
[Recently, in an interesting lecture, 
Dr. Louis Parkes asserted that the air 
and water of London are undergoing 
continuous degeneration. ] 
“J GRIEVE for your evil fortune,” 
Sprite Beauty said to the 
maid, 
“ But I cannot to you apportion 
Those charms for which you 
have prayed. 
The bloom of the rose, my 
daughter, 
You may neer 
features wear 
While you drink of the London 
water, 
While you breathe of the 
London air! ” ' 
“Tam awfully loth to leave you,’ 
Sir Strength to the “strong 
man ”’ sighed, 
“But perforce I must soon 
bereave you 
Of the vigour I erst supplied. 
You cannot for long, as you 
oughter, i 
Big weights, like an Atlas, se - 
bear, 
While you drink of the London 
water, 
While you breathe of the 
London air! ” 
To the youth, o’er his failures 
moping, 
The seraph Ambition spake : 
“It were best that you cease 
from hoping 
And your heavenward aims 


on your 


you can do,” 


forsake. 
Your struggles with agony 
fraught are, [ bear 


And your efforts no fruit will 
While you drink of the London 
water, [London air!” 
While you breathe of the 


“T would fain from my toil ’mid 


London’s 
Inhabitants,” growled grim 
Death, [abundance 


“Have rest: there’s a super- 

Of folk to be robbed of 

breath. [slaughter 

But my Avatar-work of 

I may never, alas! forswear, 

Till more pure is the London 
water, 


Less deadly the London air!’ ‘Great Ahimelech ! 








A LITTLE TOO 





“So you are the new musician! Let us see what 





Don’t do that!!!” 


MUCH FOR HIM. 











“Ahah! Very good!! Capital!!!” 


“ Shoo!” 








MORH OF ABROAD. 

CHANGES in France! Change of Ministry! This sort of thing 
may make a very good line for a poster for an evening. What else it 
has to do with me I don’t know. Then there’s something more about 
utterances of Prince Bismarck. “The voice from Fredericksruhe.” 
Fredericksruhe, indeed! All I know about the place is that I once 
passed it in the train going from Hamburg to Berlin. I had my hair 
full of sand at the time, which always gets in at the windows and 
ventilators on the North Prussian line; it’s about as persistent as an 
interviewing journalist and about as welcome. I don’t care about the 
ex-Chancellor oracle ! 

What we’ve got so much to do with abroad, for the life of me I 
don’t know. Years ago J remember when the French Republic was 
smashed up and Louis Napoleon did the coup d'état and a lot of 
people got shot in the Paris streets. It didn’t trouble me very much. 
I was a boy at the time and enjoyed going on eating my toffee in the 
playground when I heard of it. It would be a good deal more sensible 
if a good many grown up people acted the same nowadays. 

As to what Bismarck does, is nothing much to do with you and me, 
If he likes to make himself pleasant and drink grog with the Emperor, 
like in the big picture in the Berlin Gallery—why, he can, for all that 
I care to the contrary. Or if he likes to go and drink his beer, and 
walk out at Varzin by himself in his mackintosh, so he can. Neither 
’ nor I will } f 


e the worse or the better. so far as I know. 





We trouble ourselves a great deal too much about what’s going on 
abroad. We don’t want, as a matter of course, to always be worrying 
ourselves about foreigners. Let the average German drink his beastly 
bocks, and talk his Socialism, and make himself small before the 
powers that be, and—leave him alone. Let the average Frenchman 
sip his beastly absinthe and read his bits of rags of evening papers in 
the cafés, and let him talk always about what he’s going to do—leave 
him alone. Let the Russian bear dance on the North Pole, or try to 
square the Arctic circle—leave it alone. aah 

What particular advantage is there, I should like to know, in living 
on an island unless you do keep yourselves to yourselves? Volicy of 
isolation is selfish? Well, Z don’t pretend to be a philanthropist with 


a pair of angel’s wings. Let's leave other people a little more alone. 
Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS, 








The Fox and the Grapes. 


THERE was a great jumping match got up by the birds for thie 
benefit of the beasts, the prize offered being a bunch of grapes. It 
was observed that the fox was not a competitor. When asked why he 
was not joining in the sports, he winked the other eye and said, 
“ Thanks! I am not taking any. Foxes don’t eat grapes,” 

MorAL.—Why put yourself to personal inconvenience in endeav- 
ouring to obtain that which you would be unable to enjoy? 
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(1). Messrs. Person, Allicon, Ducted & Co.'s new electric tours in 
your own snuggery are indeed a bright idea! Jones (who is too timid 
to travel) had ‘em laid on to his library. The Firm fitted it all up in 
no time. (2). “I'm just off round the world, Jane,” remarked 
Jones. “Shall I callacab, sir?” asked Jane. “Cab? Pooh!” said J. 
“ Just don't let anyone disturb me for a month.” (3). Then he sat 
down in his easiest chair, and put on the electric tour hood, which is 
fitted with all manner of mirrors, microphones, telephones, and that. 























(4). Well, if you credit it, he saw, heard, and felt every incident of 
that tour just as if he’d been there: he climbed inaccessible Alps ; 
he gondled at Venice ; he was sick on the Channel ; he was kidnapped 
by Arabs in the Desert ; he descended the crater of Vesuvius ; and he 
was just engaged in the regular combat with the boatmen of Santa 
Lucia (5). When Jane tapped at the door. The month had elapsed. 
Wonderful, isn’t it? Have it laid on at once! 
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ALL FOOLS’ DAY. 
“OPEN YOUR MOUTH AND SHUT YOUR EYES.” 


ERIN DECLINES TO BE MADE A FOOL OF, 





[See Cartoon Verses, p. 
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A PALMY REASON. 
Elise,—“ What reason did Sophy give for refusing you, then?” 
Tom,—* She said she was engaged already.” 
Elise —“ Oh! that’s just like Sophy; always boasting about her 
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FUN-DE-SIECLE FAROBS. 


THREATENED INTERESTS, 
(A Playlet with several purposes.) 


(The air is thick with grievances, such as the threatened Abolition of Footnen, 
the Marylebone Vestry’s removal of cestermongers’ stalls from certain streets, the 
desire to abolish Bumbledom, the tyrannical oppression of servants, and——but see 
below— there is no extra charge.) 








ACT I.—A gilded salon in Mayfair. TIME—Morning (or thereabouts). 
JKAMES discovered in imposing attitude looking from window, 
An air of calm and calves pervades the palatial apartment, 

JEAMES (meditat ively). ‘Ow sweet to be ropt in poeticle meddy 

tation? ‘Ow soothink to look outerwinder down on to the mere word- 

links below. To hobsuv with hunmoved hoptic the term oil of a lower 
spear. ‘Ow nobul to— 
Enter JoUN,under footman, hurriedly, out of breath and ina rage. 
EAMES. Ho! Jee-ohn! What ailest thee, J ? 

JoHN. Ho! Mister Jeames, Mister Jeames! that it should come to 

this ‘ere ! 

JEAMES. Jhis'ere! What ‘ere? 

JOHN. Why, I ‘ave jest ‘erd of a cons-pyracy for the Totual Habo- 

lishun of Footmun, and for to putt parlure maids in their places—— 
JEAMES. O, horrow! horrow! (Shricks and falls through window 

and is saved by the tail ef his coat, which is seized by JouN. Pretty 
picture and ACT Drop. 

ACT IL—A busy thoroughfare in Marylebone, TimE—Evening, or 
nearly. Enter a chorus of COSTERS, bowed down with woe and 
barrowless, They hoarsely sing or shout the following dirge— 

COSTERS. 

We ain’t ther sorter blokes wot goes abourt an’ tears our ‘air 
(As chortles cheery Chivvyleer, at sing-songs ‘ere an’ there). 
But we ‘ave got a grievance—all acos of wot’s bin shown 

In beeavyur by the Westery of this ‘ere Mary'bone! 
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They comes to costers and they ses, 
“ Costers, this ere won’t do! 
We'll chuck yer barrers!” ‘“Garn!” we ses, 
“ Don’t go ter say that’s true!” 
“Strite!” ses they. ‘ We're on the job, and we don’t care a cuss!” 
Ses we,“ D'yer meanter spoil our graft?” and then they hollers 

“VYus!” (They weep sorely.) ; 

[ Plaintive symphony. Enter NEIGHBOURS in crowds and sympathy. 

NEIGHBOURS, ETC. Shame! Shame! What about our chance of 
cheap marketing ? 

COSTES. Yus! and wot abourt our liverly hood? They won't ’ave 
not no truck wiv urs! (Music pomposo.) 

[Enter the Vestry. Jt glowers around fiercely. 

THE V. What’s all this hubbub? What! dare to defy a Vestry! 
What ho, without there! 

(Music — Askapolicemanoso—tremolo, Enter suddenly a big 
batch of BoBBIES. They are about to arrest the COSTERS, 
when, enter in horror, BUMBLE THE BEADLE :— _ 

B. THE B. ’Old! I charge yer! ‘Old! I say. Never mind them 
there scum, my gallant pleace, save me/ Shield me! See, I am 
pershoed by some Reformers who are plottin’ to abolish me! ME! 
the mainstay and pillow of this nation ! 

THE V. To his rescue, I command ye! (The BOBBIES are about to 
move forward, when a chorus of feminine voices is heard off. 
Presently, enter to thema band of smart SERVANT GIRLS, armed with 
hairpins, etc. They weep the following lyrical lament :—) 

SERVANTS, 

From six a hem to midnight we 
Are always on the go; 
We seldom gets a rest, you see, 
Which ain’t the thing, you know ! 
Our outings ain’t not half enough, 
With this o-pressive plan ! 
We scarce gets time (and that is rough !) 
To walk with our young man ! 
[The BOBBIES, throwing the BEADLE over to the COSTERS, now 
~ form themselves into a guard around the SLAVEYS. Picture. 
s0BBIES (to music Wagnerissimo and to Slaveys). 
Can we forget how, days gone by, 
Thee, slaveys, we did woo? 
And thou didst give us rabbit pie, 
And other viands, too! 
Fear not! Fear not, then, slaveys sweet ! 
None present shall thee harm. 
We'll fight thy cause (if on our beat), 
Therefore be carm! be carm | 

THE VESTRY, BEADLES, ETc. But we say! Look here, we—— 

[ Free and easy fight. The VESTRY is knocked into a beadle’s 
cocked hat. The BEADLES are scrunched. The COSTERS 
suddenly produce their barrows, and put the SLAVEYS 
therein in batches. The BOBBIES guard them in solid 
phalanx and CHAOS comes again, and seems likely to step, 
as the CURTAIN falls (without hurting itself) to 

RED FIRE AND RAPID FINALE, 








Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 
CHAMBERLAIN’S LATEST CHANGE. 


(Mr. Chamberlain, in a recent oration, had a great deal to say about the usual 
“funny man” of the House; also he was loud in praise of his old bétenoire, the 
House of Lords.] 

HAVE you heard my latest ; In fine form, ’mid cheers (and 
speech ? sneers), 
It is well within your reach, | I defended England’s peers 
Great truths in it I did teach, | (Those picturesque, poor dears)— 
Ay, and preach, And drew tears ! 


REFRAIN, 
And, in course of my oration, I described the Funny Man— 
Who's always ready in the House to joke at ey'ry plan— 
But you thought for that Funny Man you hadn't far to go— 
And you doubtless said, “ We'll bet a bit that Funny Man we know. 
Just so. 
That Juvenescent Jester is our Joe!” 


There was a time when I I once said I'd make them squirm 
Would the House of Lords decry. | At a very early term— 
sut now I wink (oh, my!) Each was but a mere infirm 
The other eye! Old titled worm ! 
I described them as a clog | But to change I deem it best— 
On Reform’s best Catalogue. | Then I may (as some protest) 
But they now no longer fog | As Lord Chamberlain find rest 
This Funny Dog! In that Peers’ Nest. 
Refrain as befor Refrain as hefore—only more 80. 
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THE ART OF GIVING ADVICE—ByY ONE WHO DID NOT sTuDyY IT. 
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(1). “There, dear boy! That’s my Academy picture. What do you 
think of it?” “Think of it, old man? Why, it’s absolutely heart- 
breaking. Nature’s a ghastly fraud to it.” (2). “ Yes, look into it. 
A picture’s nothing if it won’t tear looking into.” What's the fellow 
squinting at, though? (3). “ Why, I was just thinking that a 
leetle more work here—just a lettle——” (4). “ Confound the girl ! 
Where are you coming to?” (5). “Holy Moses! You've ruined my 





icture, you idiot! Look at the smudge your hand made. Look!" 
(6). “It’s all your own fault. Why do you tell your slithering 
domestics to bring in tea just when I’m giving valuable advice?” 
(7). “Cuss your valuable advice!” (8). “ Yes, and you goand paint 
pictures,’ (9). Now their lives are blighted, and two more happy 
homes are broken up. 








—— 








THE sanguine Stratheden of fog-fighting fame 
Has once more to the peers of the realm 

His intention declared, with beneficent aim 
The swart hobgoblin Smoke to o’erwhelm. 

And the heart of Stratheden beats lightly with hope : 
He has reason at length to opine 

That at length ’twill be his to successfully cope 
With the town’s miasmata malign. 

He looks forth to the time when the Memphian pall 
Will be raised from our streets in the brim- 

Al-tide months, for the reason that householders all 
Will be forced their own smoke to consume! 


More Ways than One. 





But, if ever that halcyon season arrive, 
There is cause just at present to fear 

That ‘twill come in a way which will wholly deprive 
Of his laurels the fog-fighting peer. 

For we hear such deplorable tales of the price 
To be charged for the Parent of Smoke 

That to live in our beds will be soon our device— 
Yea, to burn neither “ households” nor coke ! 

And the peer who has bravely endeavoured to free 
Us from Cloudland will worry and fume 

When he’s robbed of his triumph by reason that we 
Haven't got any smoke to consume ! 
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ON THE WAY TO THE START. : 


Professional,—“ AIN'T MUCH USED TO RACE RIDIN’, ARE YE, SIR?” 





Tyro.—‘ N-NO! INDEED, THIS IS MY FIRST 


Professional—“ ALL Riaut, Str! You Stop BEHIND AND WATCH HOW WE DO!” 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Mr. Hoop, of the Cambrian Railway, having made statements 
before the Labour Commission unpalatable to his employers, they 
dismissed him, I.abour Commission, exclaiming, “ Hood ’a’ thought 
it?” sits with closed doors, to consider what steps it should take to 
protect itself from being hoodwinked by employers holding the sack 
in terrorism over the heads of employé witnesses. 

According to the Marquis of Salisbury, it is quite as natural for 
judges to differ in their estimates of the proper amount of punishment 
for drunkenness as for clocks to vary in time. But, then, clocks in 
one country only vary as to minutes, and the judges vary as to weeks 
and months. In fact, nobody so thoroughly seems to differ with the 
judges as the other judges, : 

Mr. Balfour is losing, as First Lord of the Treasury, a good deal of 
the reputation he obtained as Chief Se ‘retary. Nobo ly quite knew 
what course the Chief Secretary ought to take, so that whichever he 
took there were many to excuse and 
defend him; but as Leader of the 
House, Mr. Balfour's blunders are 
patent and manifold. Sexton pointed 
out one on Monday in the nonstate- 
ment of reasons for Motion to dismiss 
Hastings. 

Great cry about Small Holdings. 
When the Tories, to save their bacon, 
end by taking some half measure in 
the direction towards which Liberals 
have been striving for years, they 
take care not to hide their light 
under a bushel. 

On Tuesday, Lord Denman brought 
on his hardy annual Motion in favour 
of Women’s Suffrage (the most mys- 
terious of the many ages of woman 
—and they are more than seven). 
Men may come and men may go, 
likewise women, but year after yeat . AT 





dear old Denman goes on with his Motion in favour of Women’s 
Suffrage for ever. 

Sir James Fergusson wants to develop the telephone. Have it in 
your houses. No family should be without it. House full of elec- 
tricity, follows the current of his argument; substitutes “‘ Oh(m) my!” 
for “ Hear, hear!” “Wire in!” for “Go it!” Sir James perfect 
example of British insulation. 

Misther O'Grady, bedad, like a rale Oirish bhoy, wint to foight for 
the Quane in a Welsh Regiment, an’ on St. Pathrick’s Day, O'Grady 
insisted on wearin’ the shamrock an’ refusin’ to ate the leek, for 
though he was a Welsh private he was an Oirish bhoy, Wirrasthrue | 
And they clapped ’im in the gyardroom, bad cess to thim, 

The bold private, Thomas O'Grady, 
Who would fight for his Sovereign lady, 
To the guardroom was borne, 


‘Cause a shamrock he'd worn— 
His treatment was shabby and shady. 


House of Commons considers Law 
of Conspiracy. Tries to define it. 
Fails miserably. No one seems to 
know less about the law than those 
who make it, except those who ad- 
minister it. 

By the large and first-rate ma- 
jority of 112, the second reading of 
the Eight Hours (Mines) Bill was 
rejected ; and those false friends of 
the working classes who would re- 
strict the hours of labour by legisla- 
tive restraints will have to “ bide-a- 
wee.” The victory is, for the time, 
to those who would be free. It is 
surprising how many wish to rule 
others with “ you sha’n’t do this, and 
you sha’n’t do that.” 


1 ESENT. 2 2 =Cti‘t THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 











a RSet 








MaRcH 30, 1892, HUN. ae 187 


AN AGE OF REFINEMENT. rah s 


— 











= 









































SS 
ll - 
> 


J WETCH ESQ* f) —— 
TECTURE TO AA , 


JAiU VILE Kota Nig 






(1). “ Tell you what it.is,” said our own Theosophist to a kind of 
medi«val spook by whom he found himeelf shadowed the other 
evening; “ you ancients were little better than savages! Look 
at your ‘tilting matches,’ for instance, where the players only 
wore about three suits of armour each to prevent them from 
being seriously hurt! Most dangerous!” (2). “‘ Look how 
we've improved upon all that in our ‘ gentle and joyous’ pastime of football, for 
example. Nothing rough about that, jeh?” (3). “ How cruel your sports 
were, too! you seemed to gloat over the element of danger to some creature in 
allof’em! Positively inhuman!” (4). “ This is the kind of entertainment 
we encourage nowadays! Elevating spectacle, isn’t it? That lion chewed off 
his keeper's head last week. If we're lucky we may see him do the sametfor 
this woman. That’s where the fun comes in!”’ (5). “ This is also a form of 
entertainment we moderns find fascinating. Only a question of time till one or 
other of 'em gets killed! That’s what makes it so amusing, see?” (6). “Then 


look at the slavish respect you poor fools had for your kings and princes in the |" (7). _“ This is the only king we have to 


good old times! 
rrmtow to in these days There’s an improvement for you, eh?” (8). “Then look how refined we are. Hullo! Leok sharp! here’s a chancel 
one hurry up we shall get standing room to hear the public hangman lecture. Come on! 





8) 


But the benighted Spook had had enough of modern 
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A MODEST REQUEST. 
The Hon, Adolphus, sitting in his new hundred quinea sable lined coat. 
His Niece, Nellie, aged seven —“ UNCLE DOLLY, I'M GOING TO ASK A GREAT FAVouR, KITTY AND I ARE GOING TO HAVE 7UBLEAUX 
V/VANTS—SHE'S TO BE THE BEAUTY—AND WILL YOU KINDLY LEND ME YOUR COAT TO MAKE A BEAST OF MYSELF IN?” 











All Fools’ Day. And his nostrum of salvation When I am IIL. 
In regard to education, THERE is nothing like being ill—excepting 


(SEE CARTOON.) 
being worse. I have been ill. There is nothing 

like it to find out your friends, Your servants 
love you. When your wife is out, and you 
strain your ears to the utmost, you can find 
out how your nursemaid dotes on the cat’s- 
meat man. How the boy who cleans the 
boots and waits at table cleans out the beer 
Bete oft eve gow bb Santian | > barrel and waits patiently in the pantry 
And fair speech cajoled or coax'd, We thought it could. smoking deer cigarettes. “To be ill, said 
the philosopher, “is to have the leisure to 


If her eyes she'll just be shutting, 
And her mouth will open wide, 
She shall see what he'll be putting— 
Oh, yum-yum, so nice !—inside: 
But she’s had sufficient schooling 
To beware of April Fooling. 


WHEN indeed at last we're seeing 
Frequent signs of Spring-time, you'll 
Run a chance, perhaps, of being | 
Made a little April Fool— 
A ridiculous position 
That is sanction’d by tradition. 
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At the present moment's running CAN the latest ballet at the Alhambra be +9 

Such a chance of being hoax'd : described as a scene of chorus-skating bril- | reCTurs  Seigge thoughts. AS She peoeent mo- 
Vet ‘tis doubtful if she shall. for | tear? Gini? Thank vue. ment I’m thinking whether I shall throw 
‘a! She knows much of Mr, Balfour. ; . the nearest handy boot at the head of the 

- - = £3 a month nurse. 

= He declares his skill to bea HE sang “ The Last Rose of Summer, and 
be Lenitive most excellent. ' summer rose and went out; in fact, only THE Franco-Prussian war lasted only a 
+h With his precious panacea | those on the back rows were left, and even very short time, but the swords and bullets 
M As to Local Government, those at last rose and went for the singer. went through many sentries. 
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FOR 
- ———_ : CHEMICALS 
INFANTS, O od INVALIDS. Write as smoothly as a lead pencil. neither scratch nor et English Manufacture, USED 
the points be ng roun led by a Ne “ Pe ess. N B.—Attenti n ts 93 : 
Retail in Tins at 1s, 6d., 2s. Gd., Sa., | see drawn io the t New * Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers | Absolutely Pure. sap te 
and 10s., of Chemists, etc everywhere. nes A: t , e r 7 stan Se ¢ The Anal P Pure Foreign 
Wholesale of all W lesale Houses. —ee . ; = ~—£1iCG Al alyst, Cocoas.) 














APRIL 6, 1892. “FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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| fon! see Why Women Should nol ronf races 
Daffodil — _weither @ol Men always have the nice 
¢ ) Things To themselves. Selfish things — 
Lonsoting paren! ___._ Never mind, loves We make up for il when 
Sa sae woe marry them , YOU know | 
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revive ofd coachin’ days: 


= a2 moderr Art ul Dovorr’ 
YW macple loses her Jewels 4A 4G ery) / pS! J 


(4) The Hargreave Jewels fetched a thou., or rather more, indeed. 


(1) The ’Varsities . : wage the 1 e of the Blues, 
(1) The ’Varsities now once more wage the battle Let us hope they now are done with, that no more of them we'll read, 


Good plucky lads, those Undergrads! no fits of “ blues” they : 
choose. (5) An ancient West of England coach has been revived of late 


: ‘ i ¢ ‘ : 
os =, r arms So the old tip, ‘Go to Bath!” is, in those regions, up to date, 
(2) The coming back of Winter played sad havoc with our farms. Ce : at isitie, Samiciae: én 

But let us hope that Spring will now reward us witb her charms, (6) A ball dame as a magpie ee ee ee a 
(2) 4 gall nce 7 my — - Lost several of those gems—and “serve her right,” some folk 
) On April Fool Day, many of te foolish, mulish sor" 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


A E —‘*THE worthy magistrate 
vey ‘observed that the prisoner had 

j urged as an extenuating plea 
that he was intoxicated when 

: he committed the offence with 
which he is charged. In his 
(the magistrate’s) opinion, the 
circumstance, so far from ex- 
cusing the crime, considerably 
aggravated it, and he would 
not be doing his duty if he 
inflicted a less punishment 
than”——-and so on, Some 
such address as this one might 
imagine addressed to the Hon. 
Dudley Chancellor (husband 
of the heroine of Mr. Calmour’s 
? new play, The Breadwinner) 
Vf: Wiis,” whose only excuse for behav- 
ing like a morose idiot of 
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"1 aff, Uf, Witz brutal instincts would appear 
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to be that he had imbibed too 
much of astock of champagne, 
THe AVENUE.—FROM THE BENCH. which he keeps rather handy 
(and which, he resentfully 
informs a too fascinating lady in vestal white and copious furs, is 
paid for by his wife). It is while he is in his cups (champagne cups) 
that the fascinating lady (who appears to be in a large way of busi- 
ness as a lurer of husbands and happiness of homes destroyer) has 
it all her own way with him. 


WHEN he getas*sober, remorse (accom- 
panied, no doubt, by a “head’’) claims » 
him for its own, and he makes it Wipe 
up with his wife. If he is a morose Y 
idiot, his wife is something very like a Wy f 
sentimental idiot, but she is clean souled “47/77 
and honest, and scarcely deserves this // 
fate of reconciliation. Something ought “Jy 
to happen to the husband creature— 
couldn't he swallow something? —a 
champagne glass, say—and get comfort- 
ably finished off that way? He really 
isn’t wanted in this world. Not that 
one feels it 60 very much, perhaps—the ; 
characters are all somewhat of the pup- yg ayenve.—THE “Comic” 
pet order, ELEMENT. 






THERE are two humorous characters—only they are not very 
humorous, I took the male one to be the usual chuckle-headed, 
gentlemanly, good hearted ass; but he 
made a remark about “first nights” 
—he said they must be “a terrible 
ordeal,” from which one immediately 
recognized him as a profound thinker. 
It is a curious and interesting play, 
and well worth seeing, if only to dis- 
cover why any of the characters “do 
as they do do,” 


Mr. CALMOUR did his best for usin 
the matter of a company, and many 
thanks to him. Miss Alma Murray 
plays the title roll (as we may call 
the Breadwinner). Very pleasant, 
indeed, it is to see once more her 
dainty refinement and artistic truth. 
Mr. Waller embodies the character of 
the Hon. Dudley with all his usual 
force and finish ; and Miss Olga Bran- 
don gives a performance remarkable 
no less for its careful attention to 
detail than for its power. Mr. Elmore 
—her companion “on the prowl "— 
has few opportunities, and rather 
exaggerated his besetting tendency to 
sotte voce, 80 that he didn’t altogether 
THE AVENUB.— The Breadwinner— shine on this occasion. Mrs. Can- 

THB (MUSICAL) STAFF OF Lirg. ninge and Miss Laura Linden, and 

Messrs. Everill and Garthorne gave 
colour and firmness to some rather “scrappy” subordinate 
characters. 











THE VAUDEVILLE.—Mr. Parker has written a really good play in 
Chris, but it is so disheartening and uncomfortable, that it is hardly 
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likely to obtain much general 
popularity. One has a feel- 
ing that some rousing comi- 
cality is what it wants to 
leaven the gloomy tone of 
the thing, but one (not 
being a practical dramatist) 
doesn’t quite see how it could ‘y; 

be done, especially as Mr. “/”Z 
Parker hardly seems to pos- / 
sess a humorous bent. The 
piece was very well acted, on . : 
the whole. Mrs. Lancaster- oF 3 

Wallis, as the “distressed Oot 

heroine,” is a familiar figure, —— " sin 
and. was, on this occasion, THE AVENUE: Wile (turnin suddenly) : Th 
false to none of its effective won't be a drop left!” 

qualities. Mr. Sant Matthews 

and Miss Margaret Earl made, perhaps, the greatest impression for a 
couple of extremely natural performances, 


Nops AND WINKS.—A wonderful “ Bohemian Concert” was Mr. 
Templer Saxe’s at the “‘Freemason’s” the other night. “ All the talents” 
(male and female—for it was a Ladies’ Night) seemed to have been 
called upon—at anyrate, they were “all there,” in every sense, and 
we enjoyed ourselves to such an extent that we didn't once miss the 
prohibited pipe. To give a list of the performers (‘all first class 
artiste ’’) would probably occupy several volumes of FUN, so I do not 
attempt the task.—It is said that the next production at the Criterion, 
after the company’s Brighton trip, will be an adaptation of Le Demt 
Monde.—When Lady Windermere's Fan shall cease to wave (which 
is matter not within the range of practical consideration at the present 
time), there is some probability of our seeing Mr. Alexander in Ruy 
Blas. This will not be, however, until after the production of 
Mr. C. Carton’s piece, which, I believe, is not in rehearsal yet.— 
Mrs. Leith Macgregor, a clever and expressive performer on the 
pianoforte, gave her first concert at the Steinway Hall last week. 
She was ably assisted by Mons. Joseph Hollman (violoncellist) and 
Miss Charlotte Walker (vocalist). — Mr. 

Austin Melford will be Dr. Bluff in the jth tify, 
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play of that name, to be produced at the “Qj 
Globe —Sir Augustus Harris’s Fifth Fancy _ 
Dress Ball was as gay and gamesome as any 
of its predecessors. We regret to say that 
we have hitherto failed 
to win a prize — but 
then, we haven't de- 
served to—Mr. H. T. “YA 
Brickwell (of Terry’s Y 
Theatre) has invented a 
sort of combination seat 
voucher and bill of the 
play, calculated, by an 
ingenious plan, to increase 
the equanimity of the 
visitor and defeat dis- 
THe New Pao- honesty on the part of the ' 
GRAMME. checktakers et hoc genus No PRIZE! 
omne, It isa capital idea, 
and would work very usefully in country touring, I should say. Miss 
Annie Abbott, “ The Georgia Magnet,” has reappeared at the Alhambra. 
She makes a very nice appearance, and is “ going strong.” 
NESTOR. 
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MAX THH MUMMER; 


On, SCENES BEHIND THE SCENES, 


CHAPTER V. 


SPANKER of the Phenomenon, in common with most actor-managers 
who have made money and reputation, took steps to drop much of the 
former and to imperil no little 
of the latter by putting on 

._£ Hamlet. 
_ The life-long ambition of 
David Garrick Shakespeare 
Grimbles was to play the Ghost 
in Hamlet, and accordingly, 















émmediately on hearing the | 
news of the. forthcoming 
production, accompanied by \ 
me, he waited upon Mr. \ | \ \ 
Spanker’s “ stage damager.”’ | : 

Grimble’s ambition was 
doomed to one more dis- 
appointment, Soker had been cast for the part. I was, however, 
fortunate enough to be cast for Bernardo, and Grimbles, failing once 
again to get a part which he imagined suitable to his abilities, con- 
templated sorrowfully the prospect of having to devote the remainder 
of his life to low comedy. 

But on the morning preceding the opening wight I went back from 
rehearsal with news that filled him with exultation. ‘“Soker has 
broken out again,’ I said; “got ’em bad. Sees pink rats swarming 
all over him—had to be locked up in his bedroom, Come up and 
secure the part.” And Grimbles, remarking, “There is a tide in the 
affairs of men which taken at the flood leads on to fortune,” repaired 
with me to the Phenomenon and obtained the engagement. 

Eight o’clock arrived. Soker did not. Grimbles did, and repaired 
to the dressing room to make up and put on the ‘complete steel” 
which forms the evening dress of the “ perturbed spirit ” of Hamlet’s 
paternal parent. 

The house was filled with what is called ‘a thoroughly repre- 
sentative audience” (not, by-the-by, a paying one). The stalls were 
packed with celebrities, or rather notorieties; journalists whose branch 
of literature was chiefly the record of the presence at such “social 
functions” of the said notorieties, and other journalists, who, not 
being successful at police court reporting and penny-a-lining, and 
being able neither to act nor write plays, had taken upon themselves the 
task of criticising them and those who performed them. 

“Feel fit?” I inquired of the ghost of Hamlet deceased, who 
replied, “ Fit asa Derby crack, Max. Everything comes to him who 
waits, I’ve been waiting all my life to play this part, and, mark me, 
I'l play it as it’s never been played before.” So he did. . 

I went round to the 0.P. side. The overture ceased. The curtain 
rose, and I duly entered to Francisco. I could see David Garrick 
Shakespeare Grimbles waiting in the P.s. wing, eager as a greyhound 
in the slips, 

“ Peace, break thee off! Look, there it comes again ! ” said Mar- 
ceilus to me, 

We looked and—it came. 

It? There were two of it. As Grimbles, with “a countenance more 
n sorrow than in anger.” stalked on; behind him, and n by Dio 


~ 





He had got over his delirium tremens sufficiently to leave his house 
and make his way to the “ show.” Unchallenged he had reached his 
dressing room just in time to see Grimbles, armed from head to foot, 
emerge from it. Repairing to the property-master's room, he availed 
himself of the absence of that functionary to put on as suit of 
armour, and then, going down to the stage before anyone could stop him, 
or had even noticed him, entered to his cue. 

For a moment the audience could not quite grasp the situation. 
That audience had dined, and, for a moment, it was doubtful whether 
or not the second ghost was attributable to a superabundance of 
vision, and no sound save a chorused whisper of astonishment came 
across the footlights till Grimbles, going off L., turned to gaze sorrow- 
fully at Horatio and company, and beheld another ghost at his heele. 

_ With a yell of consternation Grimbles made his exit, but instead of 
in majestic strides, in one panic-impelled, undignified bound. 

Whether it was Grimbles’ sudden wild leap, or the yell that arose 
from the auditorium thereat, this deponent knoweth not; but, what- 
ever the cause, the effect was that Soker had, forthwith, a relapse, and 
began scampering all over the stage in pursuit of imaginary reptiles of 
dazzling hues and myriad numbers, indulging, meantime, in a series of 
wild whoops which would have roused the envy of a Red Indian intent 
upon the war path. Ultimately, amid what the newspapers call a 
scene of great disorder, the curtain went down on Horatio sitting upon 
the second ghost’s chest, while Bernardo and Marcellus each held a leg, 
and Hamlet, Claudius and Polonius, rushing on to the stage quite in- 
dependently of their respective stage directions, continued, by their 
shouts and gestures, to make as effective a tableau as the Phenomenon 
had ever witnessed. 

That was Soker’s last appearance with the Phenomenon manage- 
ment. Spanker abandoned then and there his intention of playing 
Hamlet, and to this day the ambition of David Garrick Shakespeare 
Grimbles to play the ghost remains, with the exception of a fraction 
of that part, an unfulfilled one. The Phenomenon company went back 
on the safer policy of farcical comedy, and once again, to his mortifica- 
tion, Grimbles beheld himself cast for second low com , while I was 
fortunate enough to be fitted with the juvenile lead. 


(To be continued.) 








Boat Race Odds and Bnds. 

WHEN a man gets a place in his ’Varsity eight, it cannot be said 
that his ambition has been “ thwarted,” 

“Mamma,” said Tommy, “I want another ice, please.” And he 
pleaded, in reply to the contention that it wouldn't do him good, that 
the Oxford crew trained principally on the Isis. 

If the crews 
don't “catch at 
the beginning” 
they are bound to 
catch it in the 
end, 

The Oxford 
boat is built by 
Rougher ; doubt- 
less it will go bet- 
ter in rougher 
water. 

Which eight is 
always ahead as 
far as Corney 
Reach and always 
behind after? 
Chiswick Ait. 

Money lost over 
the battle of the 
Blues may be 
fairly said to be 
blued. 

A “Scratch 
Eight” : The paws 
of two cats fight- 
ing. 





WHEN there is 
a charge for cross- 
ing a bridge, why 
may people who 
uze it be said to 
be of a very docile 


disposition — 





THE COMING MAN. 
Person in Authority.—* And how do you like 
Jecause they go going to school, boy?” 

The Coming Man.—“I likes goin’ well ‘nuff ; 
t's the stoppin’ wen | getea there [ hollers at.” 
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THE NEW COINAGE.—A PROPHETIC MISGIVING. 





“ If you please,” whispered the Public meekly to the Authorities, “ would you vote a trifle to provide a home for British Art?”’ “Art? Pooh!” 
replied the Authorities. ‘“ We have plenty to do with the imperial resources without thinking of art.” 
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Then the Authorities invited a competition in designs for the new coinage, and gazed with rapture on the successful designs, “Lovely,” they 


said, They were indeed highly decorative. 

















And the new coins came out; and the Public crept to the Authorities and said, “ Very nice; but would vou please tell me the values of en 
says nothing about iton ’em? Wouldn't it be more practical to——/?” Pooh! Practical!” replied the Authorities. “We haven't tim: 
?} le «¢ rt EF lan _ — ‘ - Swe See as — * 


t practicalness, Look at the 


APRIL 6, 1892. HUN. 143 


ribbons for a while, and got off 
his box and sat robed and wig- 
ged as he was on Treasury 
Bench. 

So when the report of the 
Committee on Railway Ser- 
vants’ Hours comes up for con- 
sideration, the Government will 
move that, although a breach of 
privilege was committed by 
the dismissal of Hood from 
the service of the Cambrian 
Company for giving evidence, 
“having regard to the difficulty 
of identifying the offender, no 
further action be taken.” It 
is to be hoped that sturdy 
Radicals will be in their places, 
and that if the Government 
raise difficulties in proceeding 
against people in high places 
they may themselves be in a 
difficulty. 

Pensioner Maurice Davis was 
at Sebastopol, then went 
through the Mutiny. His 
country’s reward is—the work- 
house. That’s the way to raise 
warriors ; and yet Mr. Stanhope 
complains of the difficulty re- 
cruiting officers experience in 
getting healthy stalwart lads 
” “ | to join the colours. The Post 
Ethel.—“ There th ! Don’ cd bh tae iy 994) RACE. : | Office authorities, judging from 

‘ ey go, ma on't they look splendid? It says, in one of my school books, ‘The boats | last week’s proceedings in the 





















































went on a cruise.’ What does that mean?” ogc, te on rw 
nmi at random).—* Oh, that’s an error, my dear. Of course, it should be, ‘The crews went | the public Icse the benefit of 
oil ies the telephone and London to 





ae a eT a —— an . be worse served than American 
third-rate cities. Here is a 
THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. chance for the County Council to do something useful. 
NE of the smartest of the | Wednesday.—Irish Land Purchase. Nationalists indignant at difli- 
Tory smart young | culty in getting information out of Government. Jackson beginning 
menistheHon.N.G. | to find that the Chief Secretary's lot is not a happy one. 
Curzon. Made his | Dissentient Dissenters foregather to express nonconformity to 






official début, last | Gladstone, and to proclaim Chamberlain's political orthodoxy. 
week, as Indian | Joseph holds forth on the iniquity of the Daily News. 


moving Indian For daring to take anti-Chamberlain views ; 
Council’s Bill. But its principal sin, which has caused all this rumpus, 
Showed he hadn't | Lies in knowing as much as “his friend Mr. Bompas.” 


been to India’s fo- | THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
reign strand for | 


Under Secretary by | Chamberlain's wroth with the dark Daily News 








nothing. Lord Cross, 
from the peers’ gal- 


/_-7 _ lery, blinked through his goggles No Drown, No Crown! 





“4 at his henchman with admira- [At a recent inquest, Mr. Braxton Hicks referred to a curious anomaly of the 
/ VY, tion not unmixed with awe. English law. A person who drags a lifeless body out of the river is entitled to a 
Y, Ly YY, Regular Indian pickle, Curzon, | cig cen pln Be Cw his rescue for even a few 
Wy with a dash of Indian sauce. oe es a ea oe re Oe 
i Hi Schwann has also been to | Jonzs, perusing paper o'er sest to let yon creature drown— 
A India and has come back with | Short black clay and “half of | Then I’ll earn an honest crown!” 
the conviction that the native | four.” 7 
wants the franchise and won't | With amazement scratched his | Still, despite his “stony ’’-ness, 
be happy till he gets it. Under | head Heart of Jones was somewhat less 
the suasion of the Grand Old | When the startling news he read | Stony than the English Law, 
Man, however, did not press amendment | That whoe’er a corpse may draw So, when pallid face he saw 
to that effect to a division. Out of river, from the Law Rising, shrieked he—* If to land 
A calm is succeeding the squall in the Gets a sum of shillings five, Safe I bring you, will you stand 
Behring Sea. While the man who drags a live Shillings five and pot of beer! 
Yankee cock-a-doodle-do— Body from the waters wet Shrieked, and lent a listening ear. 
THE G.O.M. IN A NEW Cease the welkin tearing. Not a single cent will get! Saw the drowner rise again, _ 
CHARACTER. We don’t want a row with you, | Heard the “Yes!” of frenzied 
But don't be over Behring. Impecunious Jones, next day, pain, 
Jonathan looks like having his hands full with the colour question. Chanced on river’s bank to stray; = Into river made a dive, 
A little while ago the Red Indian was giving him trouble; now the Saw a person, weak and old, Saved the drowning man alive! 
negro, objecting to the jurisdiction of Judge Lynch, is beginning to Slip into the waters cold ; nee: 
y veserte his position down south. Rouge et Noir seems to be a game Heard the shrill and piercing | MORAL. 
demanding our American cousin’s attention at present. cry— —* , ay _— 
Ministerialists despair of keeping Mr. Conybeare “in his place.” “Help! oh, help! Isink! Idie! or leases winiay can 


Latest exploit of member for Camborne to cross over to their sideand | Round threw Jones a rapid eye, 
address the House from a front bench below the gangway. Not the | Sawthat none but he was nigh. 
= Come over and help us,”’ that Lord Rando! ph once invited. rather Ergo, to himself he Bp »ke : 

a sort of “Come across and hinder us.” The Speaker, too, in a new “Since I'm downright stony- 


s 
t { riney to take tne 


That you'll not object to giving 
Somewhat more, if rescued living, 
Than the crown your frame is said 
To be worth, 2/ reset d dead ! 
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AGAINST THE STREAM.—COACHING HIS 


























.CE NUMBER.—Aren 6, 1892. 
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GOOD FOR A _ DRINK. 
SCENE—Soat Race, 
(‘ad (to tutal alxtain ing C'le rqy man, we aring blue ribbon).—* Yah ! 
good for yer, ole iap ! | see you've pot the winners’ colours! Come 


9 79 


an’ ‘ave ‘alfa pint with us! 


FUN-DE-SIECLE FAROBS, 


A STARTLING DISCOVERY; 
Or, the Latest Addition to the Shakespeerage. 

[Among the latest crankisms concerning the late Mr. William Shakespeare are the 
following 1) That his plays were written by a plagiarising syndicate of which he 
was chief; (2) That he really did “carry on” with that Dark Woman, and (3) Anne 
Hathaway's cottage is but time and the “tag” will show.) 

ACT I. SceEne—The Taproom of the Mermaid Restaurant, East- 
che p . Time—.\ arly Midn ight. PERIOD—1593 8. Discorered 
MaAIstTers H, CHETTLE, P. MASSINGER, G, PEELE, M. DRAYTON, 
Ki. (GREENE, ete., etc. MAISTER WILL SHAKESPEARE in ehair, 

OMNES. Heare! heare! this likes us well (They hammer on table ) 

WILLIAMS (resuming). Is it agreed, then, laddes, that we annexe 
or “conveye” ye playes and portions of playes of the late Mr. C, 
Marlowe and others? yea, that we steale plots, constructions and dya- 
logs een where we can,and runneasyndicate for working up yesame? 

OMNES, It is! it is! 

CHETTLE. But thou, good Maister Will, must e’en be ye Managing 
lyrector of this syndicate, and put thine owne name on ye playes! 

P, MASSINGER, Ay, truly ; and what dividend dost think to paye, 
friend Will? 

W.S. I cannot Save Exar tlie howe much at this present, but truly 
[ think a right good one. Let us een fall to, and draw up a secret 
prospec tus, 

OMNES. We will! we will! Ho! drawer! Tapster, ho! Bring 
me a flagon of foure-halfe—and me a Scotche with just a leetle of 
ye soda—and I'!] e’en ha’ a righte goode dashe of ginne colde.—My 
friend here, he will tayke a bowle of ye Basse—ete., ete. (hey set 
to drinking and making notes.) 

W.S. There, my laddes, that is through, and in after ages menne 
wiil saye 

TAPSTER. Tyme, gents, so please you, Outsyde, please! (Grand 
c vuching silualion, ag fation and 

Act Drop, 

ACT II. ScENE—England, 299 years are supposed to have elapsed, 
SHAKESPEARIAN COMMENTATORS discovered devouring Jolivs, 
TIME—Midday ; but farthi candles are being burnt by those 
who are holding this comment-tete-a-teéte, 


Nem. con. (yr od sooth ! 


FIRST COMMENTATOR. There is not the slightest doubt that this 


play, like all other plays, was written by Shakespeare—none but that 
maste! nd could have 
SECOND ¢ And t, to: fancy, there is a dash of | ro about 





THIRD C. For my part I think that the first, third and fifth acts 
are decidedly the Swan of Avon, but I regard Act II. as by Sims, and 
the fourth by Pettitt, or haply by Pettitt and Sir Aug. Harris. 

First C. There is a smack of Sims in the epilogue, and in his best 
vein, too; but I’ll wager that all the rest is Will’s. Moreover 

[ Enter another COMMENTATOR, his hair falling off in horror as he 

moves, 

A. C. O! friends, friends, that it should come to this! (Falls ex- 
hausted under the table.) 

OMNES (digging him out and shaking him). That it should come to 
what? Speak, man—speak 

A. C. (reviving). It is all true, it seems, about Shakespeare leaving 
his wife chargeable to the Stratford Union, while the Dark Woman of 
the Sonnets 

OMNES. Peace, profaner! (They are about to crush him beneath 
their collective heels.) 

A.C. Hold! read this (producing paper)! The special edition of 
the Astervid for Tuesday evening, August 29th, 1602. 

FIRST COMMENTATOR (seizing it tremblingly). What are these 
headlines? (Aeads)—SHAKESPEARE SHOWN UP. 

A DARK SECRET ABOUT A DARK WOMAN, 
SONNETEERS AND SMILES, 
Mrs. SHAKESPEARE INTERVIEWED, 
A VERDICT OF DECREE NISI. 

OMNES (falling in groups). O, horror! horror! 

First C. Here is more! But why proceed ?—Alas, that—— 

SEcOND C, But, yet, after all, all this took place a long time ago, 
and a great many things have happened since then-—— 

THIRD C, (drying his tears). Of course, of course, and, besides, we 
have nothing to do with our author’s moral character. Enough for us 
that we have still his marvellous works—those mighty monuments 
which Ais vrain alone (Enter an EMINENT ARCH ZOLOGIST.) 

THE EMINENT ARCH.ZOLOGIST. Not so fast, friends, not so fast! 
His brain, alone, indeed! Alas, alas! Recent excavations, far, far 
down into the bow intestines of the earth, below FUN Office, have 
brought to light these papers. 

OMNES. lead them! quick, quick! 

THE E, A. No; I need. not wring your hearts with the terrible 
details. Enough that I hold in my hand proof positive that this so 
called Shakespeare was the wrongest of the wrong—that the plays 
attributed to him 

OMNES, Attributed !——- 

THE E, A. Are nothing more than the concoctions of a plagiarising 
syndicate, of which he was the base promoter and managing director, 
nay, more, that he swallowed up all the dividend himself—and—— 

NEWSBOY (without). Speshul ‘dition—winner! LErrangement ter 
sell Anne ’Athaway’s cottege—winner, etc. 

OMNES. The cottage of poor deceived Anne for sale! Let us hasten 
to buy it for ourselves and there weep in concert over these sad dis- 
closures—and 

FUN (entering). Too late! [t is just sold for three thousand ‘-James’s.”’ 

| They are then removed in custody of the County Council, Fearful 

FINALE, 





























Picture Shows. 

THE Royal Society of British Artists.—The sixty-ninth annual ex- 
hibition is fairly up to the average, but if it is not an advance in 
merit over recent shows there is much to interest and to admire, and 
moreover, as we have often said, for the lover of art of moderate means, 
there is every opportunity of getting good value for small sums of 
money. Amongst the most noteworthy works we may mention 
* The Golden Duomo, Pisa,” by the gifted President, Wyke Baylis ; 
“Faith,” Hubert Vos, “ Engaged,” L. C. Henley, “* Watching,” Dud- 
ley Hardy, and * A Ditheulty,” by Goodwin Kilburn, Contributions by 
Yeend King, Val Davis, and many other clever men make up a good 
and creditable show. 

The French Gallery.—Selected high-class pictures by artists of the 
Continental schools. Messrs, Wallis are fully justified in saying “ high 
class,’ for in nosmall exhibition in London will you ever find work so 
evenly good throughout. The present thirty-ninth annual show quite 
maintains the high repute of this delightful gallery. 

McLean’s Gallery—There is a mixture of British and Foreign 
schools, but the mixture, as before, is a good one. Of the British 
school we have fine examples of G. Clausen, H. Moore, A.R.A., 
E. M. Wimperis, K. J. Peter Graham, G. Goodwin Kilburn and 
Gi. H. Boughton, R.A. Of the Foreign schools, works by G. Jaquet, 
Geza Vastagh, Harlamoff, Conrad Kissel, L. L. Hermette and C, Van 
Haanen. 

Nineteenth Century Rooms.—Much interest will be attached to 
Kdgar Barclay’s Exhibition of Pictures, connected with Stonehenge. 
Mr. Barclay has for long made Stonehenge a subject of study from 

th an artistic and pres ryrapol a] | nt f view ‘and has mu } I 
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, Let’s take a rise out of him somehow.” | 
u let your pistol off, see? and we'll bothshout ‘Fire!’ together,and | 





MAKING AN “APRIL FOOL” OF GRANDPA. 
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(4) “He, he, he! Ha, ha, ha!” ete. (5) Then “grandpa,” who 
was much alarmed, took a flying leap out of the window, under the 
impression that a dynamite outrage had taken place; and then Bill 
and Charlie Jaughed—on the other side of their mouths! 


S-s-sh! Bill, keep quiet! The old man’s having 

(2) “ Look here, 

and makean ‘April Fool’ of him,eh?” Bill.— | 
‘ ‘ ' 99 —* ' ? 
(3) “Here goes!” “Bang! “Fire!!! 


A Painful Site, 


t have no eyes for Art—for an Art Portrait Gallery: 


Signs of an Early Summer. 
SHUFFALONG, who suffers dreadfully with his feet, says his ache- 


. f “4 eorne are heginning to shoot already 
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Wear Cambridge colours ? NorJ, Aunty / 
oJ } get a// the sky-blue I want at school! 










THE BOAT RACE BOOM. 
DETAILS GATHERED ON AND OFF THE RIVER BANK. 


i} *te- 7 
rl if | 


| c=) 














| 
‘4s 
» ? 






Call- Flowers 


What 

choulld ef go 
7D uTriey 
fon? J 
have 


enough 


of? "the 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “Fun,” 


DEAR S1R,—I have a thing to say which rather more than likely 
may cause you to frown and make a face—it’s this, 7 want a lot of 
space. There! there! I beg you net to frown, and please to put that 
ruler down (for I’ve an underlying dread that you may fling it at my 
head). Oh, put it down, sir; what’s the sense of going in for violence? 
It’s sure to fail, sir—it’s been tried—besides, it’s so undignified, it’s 
sure to stultify your ends and bring disgrace on all your friends, to 
raise the market prices high and go and make the baby cry. So, 
pray, resume your wonted grace—and—let me have that extra space ! 
My reason, sir, for asking more than we have always bargained for, is 
just because I have, to-day, much more than usual to say—lI have, 
sweet Editor of FUN, to give three tips instead of one. The first of 
these is known as 

THE GREAT METROPOLITAN—(¢.g.) 


’ 


RENT: 


POLISH your boots and check your sighs, 
And carefully wipe your noses, 
Open your mouth and shut your eyes 
And see what your fate discloses. 
Prophets may come and prophets go, 
Profits may take their hook, too; 
Parties who'd keep them ought to know 
I am the chap to look to, 
Great Metropolitan candidates, 
Hurrying on to know their fates, 
Feather, together with § 


V ité 


a ta, 


White ishan, will weathe! 





I think the chap who takes that tip will find good fortune in his 
grip, and have no further need for sighs. Of course, it may be other- 
wise, and gloom and disappointment rest within the hapless plunger’s 
breast, and feelings the reverse of kind may dominate his fevered 
mind, until his thoughts of me reflect a certain tone of disrespect. 
sut even should it thus occur (it wouldn’t much surprise me, sir.) 
he’ll lay misfortune on the shelf and thoroughly recoup himself by 
following with all his might the tip which I’m about to write (thus 
taking a prophetic trip)—my 

CITY AND SUBURBAN TIP. 

THE eye will stray fondly to Nunthorpe, my hearties, 

And, though I’ve my doubts of his taking the prize, 
I'm bound to observe that I pity those parties 

Who hold him in scorn or his chances despise. 
Great promise in Huntingdon lies, I may tell you 

(And when I say “ lies,” prythee, make no mistake,) 
The bold Buccaneer, though, perhaps, he may sell you, 

May also determine on taking the cake. 
But some may pay court to the dainty Sabrina, 

And some will say “ Cuttlestone pockets the coin,” 
And some—ah! and many—will back Caterina, 

And some are still friendly to doubtful Sainfoin, 
But, good though King’s Beadsman and even Shancrotha 

And Rathbeal and Bumptious and Bullion may be, 
The Acrobat wins—Nunthorpe second—Ay, quotha, 

And, perhaps, Caterina to play number three. 
other tip (that is, the tl 
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ird) to which I have above referred (and 
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(1) “ Hullo, Snawker, what the Dickens are you upto?” “Why, 
dear boy, you see I’m keeping up tubbing practice, in case one of the 
crew turns up ill or anything of that sort.” (2) “ And, you see, my 
musele only wants developing to make a jolly fine specimen.” 
(3) “Here I am in the proper togs. What do you think of the 
effect?” “Effect, why, I think you look a be just too jolly fine 











for anything.” (4) “Carry your bag, sir? Ah! I allus knows a 
real rowing gent directly I sees one.” (eed accordingly.) (5) All 
would have gone well with the real rowing gent if the real crew 
hadn’t spotted him, “ Hullo! here’s Snawker, of Trinity; let’s chivvey 
him,” (They did. Snawker is now a wreck.) 








day; so take the tip with solemn phiz and thankful heart, for here it 


is— 
THE Boat RAcE Day. 
A Little Ode 
(With Notes of River, Rail and Road.) 
nana ekies be blue, or grey, or dun, though seen, or quite unseen, 
the sun, 
Though biting winds and bitter sleet, or devastating dust and heat, 
Or thunderstorms or stinging hail, or balmy airs or floods prevail, 
Through ane snow or blinding rain they come by river, road and 
rail, 
They come! (a truly motley set) they come to swear, they come to bet, 
hey come to flaunt the favoured blue, they come to cheer the winning 
crew, 
They i to drink and chaff and play, they come, in boats, to block | 
the way, | 
To fling at nuts and look at “ Punch,” and masticate a champagne lunch. 
And now there comes the time of day when everybody looks one way, 
The boats are off ! the crowds alert ! with now a slack and now a spurt 


Ee To | RR ES 


In splendid form and grand display the bold sixteen flash on their way, 
And CAMBRIDGE is the winning horse (the winning dvat, I mean, of 
course.) 


So fare you well, proceed with pluck, and all these tips will bring 
you luck and leave you no excuse to cuss Yours faithfully, 
TROPHONIUS. 


New Leaves. 

PROMINENT positions are given in The English Illustrated to 
“General Lord Roberts,” “Some Singers of the Day,” “A Look 
Round Swindon Works,” and “ Dorothy Jordan.”—The genuine de- 
lights of St. Nicholas never fail, but are truly too numerous to men- 
tion. In this number, “ The Famous Tortugas Bull Fight,” “ Strange 
Corners of our Country,” and “ A Shocking Affair,” may bes lized: 
as being particularly pleasing.—The third namber of The Idler is full 
of good and pleasing work by a lot of clever and industrious authore- 
and artists, who seldom or never have any idle moments. Their care- 
fully compacted efforts make The Idler good company for the really 
idle fellows and all others who have leisure, and sixpence, 





tributions. In no case will they be returned ules 
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Miss Shelfy.—“ ALLOW ME TO CONGRATULATE YOU, DARLING, 


HER CHOICE.” 


LET SISTERLY LOVE CONTINUE. 


- na 


It’s 80 NICE FOR A YOUNG GIRL TO HAVE MARRIED THE MAN OF 


Mrs, Gouldjay.—* BuT, My DEAR, I DON'T THINK I EVER SAID HE WAS THE MAN OF My CHOICE.” 
Miss Shelfy.—"' My LOVE, THERE WAS NO NEED TO MENTION IT. I KNOW THE AMOUNT OF HIS FORTUNE,” 











Against the Stream, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


YOuR river amateurs must know 
That it’s all very well to say 
* Yeo-ho! yeo-ho! 
Away we go!” 
In a nautical kind of way ; 
And, furthermore, I'll have them note 
That it’s all very well to sing 
“I’m afloat! I’m afloat !”’ 
Or “ Trim the boat!” 
Just as if they were born to the thing ; 
But whatever they hollo, 
It doesn’t quite follow 
They understand oarsmanship, feather and 
swing. 








Two training boats are now on view 

Who will shortly race side by side ; 

Yeo-ho, yeo-hoo |! 
The Liberal crew 

Spins rapidly with the tide ; 

But they who man the Tory “eight” 

A scratchified lot do seem, 

And their coach's hard fate, 
Karly and late, 

Makes him try to improve his team ; 
Yet, though fast the tide’s flowing, 
They're forced to keep rowing, 

Dead beat, all to pieces, against the strong 
stream. 








You may post a letter in a pillar box, but 
you can’t post a sentry there. 








“ KREAT-HALVIVA,” which is recommended 
by Sir Wm. Moore and other physicians as an 
absolute substitute for quinine, is also a 
specific for sea sickness. There have been 80 
many inefficacious remedies for mal de mer 
that referring to “ Kreat-Halviva,” we would 
say of them, “ O si sic omnia.” 


In the Press, and will be Published 
Shortly— 


“A SOLDIER'S SWEETHEART, 
PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 











BIRD’S 
CUSTARD 


Bupplies a Daily Luxury. 





- 





Dainties in endless } 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest | 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED 





Reckitts| 
« Blue. 


WARNING. 
Refuse all Substitutes. 











66 


Gadbury’s 


“The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, USED 


CHEMICALS 


(As in the 


Absolutely Pure.” so-called 


re Forel 
—The Analyst. *"’Gacoasy™ 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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running off with 
the Lieutenants wardrobe 
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(1) This so-called “ Sport "—with deers at Enfield’s chase— (4) Lo! female robbers in the States abound 
Can’t be considered an en-deer-ing case. And they a bold band-ditty often sound. 
(2) A Wolf at Luton made the sheep lamb-ment, (5) Fires in forests now are all the go, 
It saw a chance of Loot-on ; and it went. “Ar-son-ny!” FUN exclaims, “’Tis sad, you know!” 


(3) For a missing “twenty-fiver” thus restored (6) To steal your master’s wardrobe is not wise, 
Two dee’s as much as one can well afford. For, even if yon’re small, you'll reach assize, 
(7) Now April showers upset these little deara, 


, : o +>) , 
[ N ia Kiss away f teal 





“ee 
- 


ee 


omer 


+ 


m FESR se 


- 


& 


eA 


* 
, ee. Bid 
om 





- a ee : 

a a 

Set o-aiecipeedien ~~ = 
: - 


> ae 




























ay Sie 
a 


ee Paar tS oe 


- 


~~ 


i ee . 


a 
; Ron Nese ats 





~ 


iT RS 
<A 
% 


- 
< S Bie 
eae Sarin. tens PQS EO ee 
" = % we 


oe 9 RS ee 
oie age me 


eal 


~ 


Se lll 
igoe 


Z - 


ng ey eg oe 
r > a 
papnnemenapeiigiion settee sagt ie. ek." 


. . : 
FO FR pe Esteem te ls x 
eg yee cites Seats qaceee 
. - ge 


Sh —_ 
merges omy 


ee 


~ 


et 


« ~ 


Se ace. ae 


= 
Po 
- teased. Je ase P 


“ 
Be se Te: 


oe aes 


oe 
> > sears 


<r 


7 


rs 


152 


HON. 


APRIL 13, 1892. 











Sant Prodigue will bow- 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE CRITERION—On 
Easter (otherwise next) Mon- 
day (“by arrangement with 


2S 





THE CRITERION,—"* WEL- 
COME THE COMING——” 


Mr. Wyndham") L’En- 


fully make his appear- 
ance at this theatre, to 
occupy it morning and 
evening for a short time 
—until Mr. Wyndham's 
new piece is ready, per- 
haps. The enterprise is (I believe) under the guidance of Mr. C, 
Lauri, and the cast will be practically the one which did so much to 
firmly establish as a marked success a piece with some elements of 
danger in it. Other pieces are in preparation—two new dumb ones, 
and one extremely vocal (being “a musical farce”). One of the silent 
ones is Messrs. Raleigh and Glover's Zhe 
Prodigal’s Retwrn, in three acts; the other a 
one-act piece, called, Le Collier de Saphirs ; 
while the musical piece is the work of a clever 
young composer who comes of a very famous 
“ musical strain ’’—if I may be allowed to put 
it like that. The three parts it contains will 
be taken by Mr. Templar Saxe, Miss Decima 
Moore and Miss Kate James — which is as 
strong a little cast as one need wish for. 


(Daury LANE).—“ SPEED THE PARTING GUEST.” 


“WELCOME the coming, speed the parting 
guest,” Enter L'Enfant Prodigue — exit 
Humpty-Dumpty. (The “Infant Prodigy,” as 
Mrs. Podmore insists upon calling both these 
plays.) There seems to be no reason to doubt 
but what the latter could have run right up to 
Easter if he had wanted it to, but — Sir 
BKETCH,—“VoR THe Augustus says he mustn't, and there’s an end 

eat 8 cura ane ama of it. King Campbell and his friend Harry 

PLAY, ASNT SEEN THE Will now be able to enjoy their quiet glass 

without being compelled to put it off until 
such a late hour as to cause unpleasantness, 












THE ALHAMBRA.—“The Little Georgia 
Magnet,’ with her cuerious feats (and arms) 
is back again at the old spot where the public 
were first permitted to spot her. Her pro- 
gramme is much the same as formerly —she 
proves herself, on occasion, as unmoved and 
irresistible as ever, draws crowds to her, and 
raises several tons of ap- 
plause at each performance. 
Her programme is varied to 
the extent that she is now 
introduced, not by the 
gentleman 380 _ patently 
“from the other side,’’ but 
by the renowned John 
Hollingshead, who is act- 
ing-manager pro tem., and 
who has about him no side whatever. They have a good general 
programme here, by-the-way — there will] probably be some fresh 
turns next week. » 


THE ALHAMBRA.—IN FIRST-RATE CUR. 


Vallels are booming. 


however—and the 





ANOTHER GOODMAN GONE.—Actors have become such travellers 
nowadays, that a little touring expedition to the North Pole, Van- 
couver and Tasmania is 
all in the day’s work, 
so that there is nothing 
very startling about a 
gentleman coming from 
the wilds of South 
Africa (Johannesberg is 
possibly not altogether 
“ the wilds,” but that is 
a detail), laying his 
hands upon a goodly Mm, 
selection of the “ best ay 
lines” we can do in 
burlesque ladies and 
gentlemen, and depart- 
ing with them, to the 
present sorrow of many 
inhabitants of these isles 
and the prospective joy 
of the pioneers, diggers 
and kindred wild fowl 
of that continent. Mr. 
J. L. Goodman of the 
Globe theatre in that 
distant town (where, 
you will remember, Sir pty i sla 
Randolph “ got himself 
disliked ’’) has done that 






i. 


How WE “TOUR” NowW.— First Pro.—“ Hullo, old 
chap! haven't seen you for more than six weeks— 


thing. He has caught since I went touring with Hamlet in the Canaries. 
Miss Jenny Dawson, W hat ve you been doing with yourself ? 

Mis Made A . Second Pro.—“ Oh, I’ve been on the Central Congo 
— Swe TTOW- ircuit with Old Geezer's Comedy and Burlesque 


smith, Miss Linda Ver- crowd--awful frost, though. Came back last week.” 
ner, Mr. M. Kinghorne 

and Mr. Guise and many others, and taken them triumphantly over the 
sea. Before he was allowed to do so, however, Mr. Brodrick, the 
manager of The South African General Agency in London, entertained 
the company and their friends to a little snack at the Holborn 
Restaurant, when the viands, the prospects of the enterprise and other 
things were actively discussed. Speeches on such novel subjects as 
Her Majesty the Queen, the Prince of Wales and the Royal Family 
generally, the unusual beauty and cleverness of “the present com- 
pany,” Music and the Drama (Mr. W, Allison in good Pink ’wn form) 
and such, divided the interest with Songs and Recitations by Messrs. 
Kinghorne, B. Charles, Miss Balsh, Mr. B. I. Barnato, Miss Gladys 
Vane, etc., etc., and “ festivities were kept up till a late hour” and 
long after. Well, here's good luck and a safe return to the devoted 


little band. 
: mw N ODS AND WINKS. — Prudes and 
1, %,| Pros., pro-duced (or prude-duced) at the 
A Dee LA St. George’s Hall, in June last year, has 





“undergone reconstruction” at the hands of 
the authoress, Miss Adelene Votieri, and is 
now in three acts. In which form, and with 
the title of Jonathan Cantiles, it will be 
played at the Opera Comique for six nights, 
commencing May the 2nd. Miss Votieri will 
play her original part and strong support is 
promised.— The title of the next Adelphi 
play, we hear (my artist and I) is to be For 
the King. There was a thing for the King about that time, and my 
artist takes the liberty of depicting it—On Monday next, you will be 
able to see The Way of the World, if you attend the Princess’s 
Theatre. Mr. Charles Warner, Mr. W. L. Abingdon, Mr. H. Bedford, 
Miss Mary Rorke, and Miss E. Bessle comprise the bulk of the cast, 
which promises “ good business.”"—They have A Midsummer's Day at 
the St. James's now, in connection with which Lady Windermere’s 
Fan seems not out of place. (And, if report speaks truly, is not likely 
to be ‘out of place” for some time).—The Magistrate will be found 
at Terry's on the 13th. Several people are expected to be at the bar. 
NESTOR. 
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Go along! 


No doubt, in business matters, a man's word ought to go a long 
ee We suppose that is why there is such general use of the tele- 
phone, 


Not so Convivial as it Sounds. 
How to crush a measure.—Get a Parliamentary Committee to sit 
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MAX THH MUMMER; 


Or, SCENES BEHIND THE SCENES, 


CHAPTER VI. 


ScRIBBLER, the author, was the pet aversion of the Phenomenon 
Company. The amount of side he was able to put on would have 
made the fortune of any common or gar- 

a den billiard player. If there is one thing 

a intolerable to the members of “the” pro- 
fession it isside—in other people. Inde. 
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STAGE DOOR 


-rat 

















pendently of this, 
nine out of every ten 
members of a com- 
pany have a standing 
grievance against the 
author, and will con- 
tinue to nurse one, 
until stage conven- 
tionalities permit of 
a play containing 
nothing but principal 
parts, Yr = 
Scribbler was a suc- (0 FZZBN 
cessful man (another SY” 
reason for his unpopu- ‘ 
larity). The secrets 
of his success were, 
firstly, he could not write a good play; secondly, he knew the ~_ 
and never tried to. He was, however, a capital French scholar, an 
could rearrange other people’s material. 1 th 
Now, Scribbler having had produced one successful play, “ 
managers made a dead set at him and the demand exceedec aoe 
supply. Other good men, who had not had their chance, continuec 
£0 supply their wares in excess of the demand. alii it 
Seribbler had provoked the especial enmity of Grimbles by 
declaring of him that he was heavy as a low com. and veagy d | 
leading heavy. As, off the stage, insults are not wiped out in blood, 
Scribbler’s remained unexpunged in Grimbles’ memory. . P 
There it rankled with peculiar activity one winters day, when, oh er 
rehearsal, on leaving the stage door, he watched the popular a vi 
“ern in furs a Russian shape yr ti have been proud of, slip in 
is smartly appointed carriage and drive away. ; 
“ What he arate it is, Max,” he said, “to an author to have no 
Creative power.” , 
His dilesk was echoed by a sigh. Turning round, we saw on 
clad form, trembling with the cold, bearing under its “" a oo 
He knew the man by sight. His name was este. wal nailed 
author, unfortunately handicapped by originality. a age oo 
many times during many weeks at a neighbouring theatre a et 
fate of his script and had just received it, as he knew onged . Be 
was folded, unread, with a laconic note to the effect that the — p 
did not think it would suit his theatre. He was now intent 0 
leaving it at the Phenomenon. , 
The day being Treasury, Grimbles was in funds, and yor = 
most mummers, ready to do anybody a good turn. We parc ne 
conversation with the unhappy member of the unhappy aed - 
then persuaded him to also enter with us an emporiu 
alcohol, 
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A hectic flush came to that author's cheek. He was a step nearer 
Olympus. A manager might never look at his play, but an actor was 
glancing at it. 

At Grimbles’ request, he gladly left the script in his hands, together 
with his name and address, 

“What a pity,” I said, “to raise the poor fellow’s hopes. You know 
Spanker won't look at anything by a new man.” 

“] know that, but he'll look at this,” said Grimbles. I was puzzled, 
not only by this paradoxical remark, but by the fact that Grimbies, 
taking my arm, Jed me, not homewards, but back to the show. 

“Scribbler has called and left his new play for the governor to 
read,” he said. “I am going to give a chance toa man who wants 
one at the expense of another who doesn’t deserve one.” 

The manager was absent. On the table of his room lay the typed 
script of Scribbler’s play. Detaching the title pages of that and 
Thredbayre's, Grimbles transposed them. 

A few days afterwards, while we were at rehearsal, Scribbler 
strolled on to the stage. Spanker rose and said, effusively— 

“ My dear fellow, that new play of yours is one of the best I've 
read, though I can’t quite see its connection with the title. Let me 
have it; take ten per cent. on the gross and I'll put it on at once.” 

“No, you don’t!” said Scribbler, “ I want fifteen per cent. and six 
months’ run guaranteed,” 

“Six months’ run?” echoed Spanker, 
contract to go to America after three, 
know who would play the Countess,” 

“The Countess?” asked Scribbler, “ what do you mean?” 

“The Countess of Chiswick, lovely part! The situation at the end 
of the second act will fetch 'em like anything.” 

Scribbler stared blankly. Spanker went on enumerating other 
characters and making the other's confusion worse confounded. At 
last the script was produced, and Scribbler declared that the play, 

except as to the title page, was not his. His own was found on 
Spanker'’s table, and the latter asked for a few days to deliberate. He 
deliberated for five minutes after Scribbler's departure, then he wrote 
to him, declining his play. He sent for Thredbayre, bought all rights 
for ever of his play for seventy pounds and ultimately made seven 
thousand out of it. 

But it made Thredbayre’s fortune. He, too, now gets fifteen per 
cent, on the gross, and is as hated as anybody, 


(To be continued.) 
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The Welsh Hare and the Tortoise. 


A WELSH hare insulted a tortoise upon account of his slowness, 
and boasted of his own great speed in running. “Let us make a 
match,” said 
the _ tortoise, 
“T’ll run with 
you five miles ; 
the prize to be 





“ My leading lady is under 
And at the moment I don't 








the gate 
money.” The 
hare agreed, 


and on the day 
appointed the 
race was run 
before an enor- 
mous crowd at 
Kennington 
Oval, the bet- 
ting being ten 
to one on the 
hare. The 
hare, having 
instructed his 
agent to back 
the field, pre- 
tended to fall 
asleep upon the 
course. The 
tortoise won 
easily, to find 
that the hare 


































had gone off | mae 

with the gate | LD Nile od 
ney. 

ot OR AL— ENCORE. 

None. Aunt (to little girl, who has just returned from 

- hearing her muther sing for first time in public.) 

ONEswallow —* Well, darling, how did mamma sing this after- 

is not enough noon?” 

for summer Little Girl (dejectedly).— Not very well, they 

drinks. | made her come back and do it al! over ayain.” 
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THE WORST KIND OF IDIOT. 
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(1) A very painful duty lately devolved on Fun. His eye lighted against the stream. (4) And finally, he was detected paying his 
on one of that class of criminally foolish persons who step into the Wimbledon Common rate, although his right of using the Common 
mud to make way for a perambulator. (2) Fun then perceived had been confiscated in favour of the golfers. (5) Then, with 
the same offender give way before the rough who forces his way into regret too deep for words, Mr. FUN felt the absolute unavoidability of 
railway carriages and omnituses without first allowing peoy e to get ridding society of an enemy who set so deplorable an example. He 
out (3) He Bee] 6 
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OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS.—YOUNGER THAN EVER; 


OR, THE OLD PARLIAMENTARY HAND AND THE YOUNG PARLIAMENTARY HAND. 


| See Cartoon Verses. p. 160 
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Wf VIE ALA hg 
THE OVERWORKED COUNTERJUMPER. 

Assistant in Stores —“ This, madam, is the best article of the kind on the market. 
Perhaps you will be so good as to take a seat and read this column of newspaper 
advertisement referring to it.” 

Customer,—*“ And why should I do that?” 

Assistant.—" Because, madam, it contains everything I am expected to say, and 
if you wil) kindly read it instead of hearing it, I shall have time to swallow my bit 
of bread and butter.” 


~~ — 





— -_-— A OE ET OR RY re ee 


FUN-DE-SIBCLE FAROBS., 


MUZZLE-PUZZLES, 
A Comedietta of Competition, based on a recent question in Parliament. 
ScENE—London-on-Thames ; a street in the same (meaning the former, not the 
latter), shops, etc., etc. Houses of Parliament in background, NATIVES (chiefly 
juvenile) discovered, The NATIVES dance around and purchase papers, prize 
packets, etc., ete. 

ELDER NATIVES, O, we say! Look here! The new number of 7ragic Toppers 
has another Puzzle Competition. (They read.) “A prize of two hundred and 
thirty-nine million pounds, fourteen shillings and elevenpence three-farthings (less 
income tax) will be given to the correct guesser of either of the following puzzles: 
(1) The exact number of swallows it takes to make asummer ; (2) How many beans 
really make five? (Nota-Beane—broad beans only eligible). (3) The exact amount 
of cream in the Milky Way? Competitors must.” etc., etc. 

JUVENILE NATIVES. Hi! hi! hi! Wot larks! Here's perrize packidges going 
fresh herring price—fourteen for thruppence! Let us go and 

[ Pnter suddenly two M.P.s, the first a MEMBER OF PARLIAMENT, the second a 

METROPOLITAN POLICEMAN, Cummuotion, shouts without, without meaning 





chiefly. 
First M.P. (to second ditto), These Puzzle Competitions are an abomination 
to the nation—yea, even those in the public prints. I have asked a question in 





yon House—that one with the electric light atop—abont 

it. And, pending the arrival of an Act, arrest, I charge 

ye, yon puzzle purveyors and purchasers | 

SECOND M.P. Pass away, there! (Collars them, and 
summoning a passing Black Maria, packs them off to 
Durance Vile, Holloway. N. The two M.P.8 then with- 
draw and conceal themselves. Enter now HAWKERS, 
They take up their positions at the various corners and 
in the adjacent gutters. 

Hawkers, Latest puzzerl out!—punny. Chain puz- 
zerl!—punny. Bottle of Hay puzzerl! How to tind 
the Cleopatterer’s needle!—punny. Where’s the mouse ? 
puzzerl! The lost latchkey, puzzerl!—to find the 
motherinlore!—punny! etc., etc. 

[ Enter to them certain Populace, They deal, when 

suddenly the two M.P.8. wriggle in unseen. 

First M.P. (to second ditto), Arrest yon lawbreakers ! 

SECOND M.P. (to first ditto), What do yow think? 
(Does 80.) 

[Strange and fitful music. Enter, on a more or less 
triumphal car and wearing a still more triumphal 
Car-nation (of course a Blue-green or a Wiilde- 
flower), the EMPEROR SLOPERIUS, F.O.F. (or 
FRIEND OF FUN.) Unsweetened gin-eral joy and 
jerkiness. 

THE F.O.F. O, yes, O, yes! This is to give notice to 
all whom it may concern or not, that next week (see 
Small Bills—paid and otherwise) it will be our Koyal 
pleasure to issue a brand new, spick span, double bar- 
relled, jewelled in several holes puzzle comp——- 

First M.P. (emerging from a convenient cranny). O, 
will it? We shall see. (Winks the other eye at the 
other M.P.) 

THE O. M.P. No, yer don’t! not much! (//andcuffs 
the F.0O.F. and suite and then proceeds to load them 
with manacles and maledictions, General rivt and 
Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay-nusness. Terror and Tableau. 

CURTAINS. 

[An interval of ten minutes is supposed to, and, in 
Jact, does elapse for refreshment, change of scene, 
etc., etc. 

SCENE II.—T7he Interior of the House of Commons. 
COLLECTIVE WISDOM (diluted according to price) 
discovered, UTTER UNSELFISHNESS is, of course, 
seen permeating the proceedings on all sides. THE 
SPEAKER’S HYE wide open, 

THE HON. MEMBER FOR WEST PRYVILLE (the FIRST 
M.P. of the previous scene). And so, sir, 1 venture in this 
Honourable House to remark that our nation (ar, 
hear /) is in danger of falling into decadence—of be- 
coming a byeword—a reproach, if these Puzzle Competi- 
tions are allowed to goon unchecked. (Cries of No, no! 
Hear, hear! Name! Shame! etc., etc.) Why,sir! every 
shade of Party Politics—— 

THE Hon. MEMBER FOR EVERYWHERE (MR. FUN). 
I rise, sir, to a point of order. The Hon. Member has 
referred to Party Politics. I ask, sir, if Party Politics is 
not a species of Puzzle Competition, what is? (Sensa- 
tion.) I therefore do impeach the Hon, Member, 
and charge him with committing a breach of the 
peace. 

SERGEANT-AT-ARMS (removing the committer of the 
B. of the P.). Outside, please, while the house considers 
your sentence! (Removes the M.P. in a pantechnicon.) 
Addition, Subtraction, Multiplication and eacited 

Division, Commotion, Condemnation and CURTAIN. 








On the Skirts of Fashion. 

Gwendoline and Violet think they look more graceful 
with their skirts dragging onthe ground, Parker (their 
maid).—* Lor’, if them sanitary professors was to see 
me shaking and brushing Miss Gwendoline’s skirt, with 
dirt and dust and straws flying round my head and 
going down my throat, or washing the slime and mud 
off Miss Violet's in a bucket, they wouldn't need 4 
telescope to see how the muck-robes (microbes) get from 
place to place!” 





Odds and Ends. 
WANTED.—A governess, Miss Rose Dozell need not 
apply. 
Servant (hearing child groaning in dark room).— 
nis, by his voice, should be a Montagu!” 








so) 


Al 


He 


Sh 


Th 


He 


W: 


He 


On 


but 











APRIL 18, 1892. 





—_— 


“A Young Man’s Fancy.” 

[Benjamin Armitage, aged 70, has 
bad to pay £75 damages for jilting a 
widow of 74.—Press.] 


“You are fair, love, fair !—ex- 
ceeding fair!” 
Soft sighed the gallant gay ; 
“ My home will you share ?—for 
ever share?” 
And the widow whispered 
“ Yea,” 
And a vision of joy—connubial 
ov 
yen on his ravished ken : 
He was only a boby—an amorous 


Of three score years and ten. 


She purchased the dress—the 
marriage dress— 
And the marriage feast she 
spread, 
Then learned with distress— 
with dire distress— 
That her true love’s love was 
dead. 
He had pledged his truth—his 
eternal truth— 
To another fair girl ; for Ben 
Was merely a youth—just a 
witless youth— 
Of three score years and ten. 


Her suitor she sued—for da- 
mages sued, 
And seventy-five pounds she 
snared 
From her heartless “ dude,” her 
deceitful ‘*dude,”— 
But little her false love cared. 
One must really enjoy—must, 
of course, enjoy— 
One's little flirtations when 
One is only a boy—a frolicsome 
boy— 
Of three score years and ten. 


Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, it is well 
known, traded once in screws, 
but it is not common knowledge 
that the Prince of Wales, as 
Duke of Cornwall, gets much 
of his income from tin tax, 























\ cea WS o* S}\- : 

(1) This is the criminal. (2) This is the crime, 
(3) And this, the ingenious counsel for the defence, 
who, in moving tones, informs the learned judge 
that (4) The prisoner throws himself upon the 
mercy of the Court, (5) That he has passed a 
pure and stainless life, having been brought up in a 
most exemplary manner, (6) Gaining his living 
by the sweat of his brow in a peaceful and 








\ _ 
innocent occupation, (7) And that this one indis- 
cretion was committed during a fit of hysteria 
following upon (8) A severe attack of influenza, 
(9) Whereupon Law and Justice weep; and, in 
consideration of these extenuating circumstances, 
discharge the prisoner, with many sympathies 
and a free ticket for a West Kad theatre, including 
refreshments, 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

THERE would seem to be a contest between Mr. Chamberlain and 
Mr. Collings to see which late light of Liberalism is the more thorough 
‘vert to Toryism, a kind of political poker, each in his turn going one 
better than the other. J oseph whitewashes the House of Lords, Jesse 
objects to Parish Councils having the control of small holdings. 

Mr. Cobb’s motion for an instruction to the Committee on the bill 
that they have power to insert such a clause met with the haughty 


Jesse's disdain. Still, it was 
only defeated by 174 to 151, 
showing that the Government 
found Cobbahard nut to crack. 
Sir Michael Hicks-Beach, as 
chairman of the Committee on 
Labour Hours, feels bound to 
call attention to the breach of 
privilege by the Cambrian Rail- 
way Company alluded to in my 
last in dismissing Hood from his 
employment (in other words, 
making him the reverse of a 
lively Hood by depriving him 
of his livelihood) on account of 
his evidence before said Com- 
mittee. But Sir Michael wants 
to defer taking the judgment of 
the House on their conduct, 
W) Nanning, Harcourt, Tre 
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velyan and others were of opinion that when going to give anybody 
beans, “ He gives twice who gives quickly.” 

Who calls it the “ disthressful country"? Mr. Goschen let out that 
there is gold in Ireland as well as in Wales (en passant—a Welsh 
nugget is doubtless a real Welsh rarebit); but while Welsh gold miners 
only pay a 1 per cent. royalty, his Irish prototype has to pay 5 per 
cent., which seems another injustice. 

Mr. Gladstone is a man who, in his time, playa many more parts than 


most men. He is now about to 
shineasan Oxford Professor. As 








the first of the Romanes, we have 
an old friend in a new phase, 
Mr. Patrick O’Brien, desiring 
to know why Mr. FitzPatrick, 
the historian, was not allowed 
access to State Pa relating 
to Secret Service Fund up to 
1886, was told that historians 
were only allowed access to 
papers not less than fifty years 
old, Anxious for history up to 
date, Patrick asked if they were 
to wait fifty years for papers in 
uestion, and received from the 
rish Attorney General a very 
Hibernian reqaest to postpone 
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his question for fifty years. 
THE MAN LN THE CLOCK TOWER, 
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DEAR ME! 
Better' Half.—“ Georgie, darling, have I been quite as dear to you 
since we'married as I was before?” 
Remaining Fraction (thinking of his cheque book).—“ You have 
been a precious sight dearer, my dear!” 
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Ourrent Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 


A CURIOUS CONVEYANCE, 


HAVE you heard of the proposal for a nice new fashioned ’bus ? 

’Tis one that’s rather curious, and like to cause a fuss ; 

‘Tis not a ’bus with horses, and ‘tis not a ‘bus with steam, 

Nor has it anything to do with an electric scheme. 

For, lo! upon this vehicle (when you have paid your pelf) 

If you want to get along you have to make it go yoursc// ; 

In short, it is a kind of a velocipede, and thus 

This contrivance’s cognomen is the Polycycle Bus! 

REFRAIN, 
This fine and steady, 
Go-a-heady 

Polycycle ’Bus ! 


Often ‘buses 
Lead to cusses— 
This ‘bus won't be thus! 


’Tis constructed to hold eight or so, this fiery, untamed car, 
And you've but to get upon it, use your feet, and there you are / 
Of course, there’s a conductor, as a party at the helm, 
Or, haply, Polycycles would each other overwhelm. 
You can sit and smoke and crack your joke (if joking is your forte), 
And you're meanwhile taking exercise—and of the finest sort ; 
But, of course, you must take care that other 'cycles you don’t “ nuss,” 
Superior to such tricks must be the Polycycle Bus. 
REFRAIN, 
So, onward ped'lling, Keep on gaily 
Never meddling, On that daily 
Lest you make things “ wuss” ; Polycycle "Bus ! 


Some fashions of the old bus you must struggle to avoid— 
Umbrellas in the eye, to wit, make victims feel annoyed ; 
No sitting on each other's laps can anyhow be tried, 

And “to oblige a lady” you cannot well go outside, 

So, on the whole, it promises to be a nice affair, 





And we all shall feel great “ wheelers” when careering here and there 
But the gay L.G.O.C. may hurl a big collective cuss 
At the enemy's invention of a Polycycle ’Bus! 


REFRAIN, 
So (if no stir be), We along may toddle 
Here, in Urbe On this model 
(if not yet in Rus.) Polycycle ’Bus ! 


—— 
—— 











New Leaves. 


THE Religious Tract Society's Illustrated Serials might almost have a 
stereotyped commendatory paragraph for their evenly balanced excel- 
lence and suitability for their separate missions.—It is well with 
The Welsh Review that it has much more pleasant and palatable 
matter than the unsavoury Dilke controversy which the Editor 
thought it right to insert, but has now happily got rid of —Zhe Long 
Yuarterly is pe- 
culiar in form, 
and presuma- | 
blyintendedto | 
fill a “long” | 
felt want, but 
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“The Won- 
ders of the Se- 
cret Cavern,” 
by 8S. J. Adair 
Fitzgerald 
(Sutton, Drow- | |), 
ley and Co), |/ 4 
This is a de- |° 
lightful book 
for children, 
leasantly pen- 
i iad ‘a 
“wonders” are 
wonderful in- 
deed, 















| 
——— 


Sone of the 
Sanitary Re- | ~~ jitee=_ 
former--Home, wang, 
Sweet Home. There was ! 


J b ON Sort S 





We 


We 


We 


We 


We 


Ir 
But 


Hov 


Whi 


Tha 


W 
Whe 


We 


Tha 


Yet 


Whi 





APRIL 13, 1892. 


FUN. 


153 





——V—— 


Maid Marey-un Up 
to Date. 


fOur contemporary Woman has 
had an article on the “horsey 


girl.”) 
We know the girl who's 
bright and blithe, 
The girl who’s sour and 
surly ; 
We know the girl who's 
light and lithe, 
The girl who's bluff and 
burly. 
We know the girl who bikes 
and trikes, 
The girl who’s fond of 
smoking, 
We know the girl who learn- 
ing likes, 
The girl who's prone to 
joking. 
We know the girl who post- 
cards sells, 
The wiring girl 
Morsey ; 
But, if we judge aright, 
there dwells 
No girl on earth who’s 
horsey ! 


who’s 


We know the girl who sighs 
and faints, 
The girl who faints and 
sighs not; 
We know the girl who dyes 
and paints, 
The girl who paints and 
dyes not. 
We know the girl who likes 
to kiss, 
The girl who coos and 
simpers ; 
We know the grinning, gig- 
gling miss, 
The girl who whines and 
whimpers. 
We know the girl with stock- 
ings blue, 
In whom we all a bore 
BEE ; 
But never yet we’ve met— 
have you? 
A single girl who’s horsey ! 


Howbeit, we must e’en con- 
fess 
We know asprightly lady 
Who loves to wear a groom- 
ish dress, 
And use 
shady 
That seem from Aintree to 
have come; 
Who's after tips a 
s'river ; 
Who'll back her choice for 
any sum 
From fivepence to a fiver. 
We know a maid who's built 
like this, 
And cannot help con- 
cluding 
That Woman's screed to such 
& miss 
_ Has surely been alluding. 
Yet would we hint, with 
blushing cheeks, 
That our contemporary, 
When of the “ horsey” girl 
she speaks, 
Must mean the girl who's 
Mar(e)y!!! 
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“The Bells” and Brandy, Shakespeare 
‘ and Soda. 


IN giving evidence before the Theatres and Music 
Halis Committee last week, Mr. Irving stated that he 
had ascertained that the class of entertainment affected 
the demand for refreshments at the bars. When The 
Bells was on, brandy and water was in request, and 
while Henry VIII. runs there is a demand for soda- 
water. Are we to understand from this that the sacred 
lamp of burlesque is a spirit lamp? Is opéra bouffe 
remunerative to the buffet contractor? Is there any 
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connection between applause and heel taps? D» Mrs. 
Bernard Beere’s audiences consume only Bass? Is the 
refreshment coatractor in futare to be known as the 
drink entr'acter? Are Three Castles cigarettes smoked 
in the interval of Wills’ plays? and when enjoying 
Happy Returns what is the best drink with which to 
moisten your pipe? What beverage does Beveridge 
suggest? When Hamlet exclaims, “ Now could I drink 
hot blood,” is it intended asa hint th Liquor Carnis 
is obtainable at the bars? We have seen Drink on the 
stage, now we shall study it in the catractes, 
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Fair Pupil.- 
Riding Master 
SOME OF 'EM ‘AS 


“T po, INDEED, 


Off for the Holidays. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
Iv a holiday’s needed by sons of the soil, 
The brain-workers must need it no less; 
So our brave Jevgislators abandon their toil 
by the aid of the Haster recess, 
With a sense of relief, ay ! and even of glee, 
rom the town most will hurry away, 
In an earnest endeavour, as far as may be, 
To e! jite of play: 
But y in concert with 
: ‘at 


}Oy a briel res} 
that feelings not whi 
rest breast, 
May be-flutter some lawyiving gentleman's 

Mr. Balfour can we nderstanad, 

As a young l’arliamentary hand, 
lot 
» retlect 


recently 


it falls to his 
Le time, without doubt, t 
How the Leadership prize, which he 
rot, 
May produce an unhappy effect— 
An effect be taken to 
mean 


we, Of course, must 




















Miss! 
NEITHER ’ANDS NOR ‘’Eaps! 





“Do You REALLY THINK I’M IMPROVING, MR, SNAFFLE:- 


a. 2 : 


GOING AHEAD. 





7” 


SOME OF 'EM ’AS 'ANDS AND NO 'EADS, AND SOME OF ’EM AS 'EADS AND NO 'ANDS, AND 


A 


C.BRANDAUER &C*S 


You'vVE Got A ’EAD AND 'ANDS TOO!” 





That's unhappy to him and his friends, 
For the opposite side have contentedly seen 

His tiascoes, which favour their ends ; 
And his shifts and excuses the Liberal chief 
(Who's still jaunty and hale, to his enemies’ 

grief) 
Mr. Gladstone can well understand, 
As an old Parliamentary hand. 








Hot Cross Buns, 

Tis now the time when the merry baker 
starts on his hot cross bunning. There’s a 
hot cross bunnery near our house. Before 
Good Friday it’s quite a treat to see the sacks 
of spoilt ship's flour and salvage beans coming 
in—anything does for the hot cross buns, A 
London County Councillor that isn’t wanted 
would do quite well enough. I believe that 
they utilize now the castaway meat tins to 
grind them up into stuff for the buns. Fathers 
with too large families cannot do better than 
take their offspring to the baker’s—theyd 


WARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 





Gadb 


‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 








bundle them into the buns in the twinkling 
of a bed post. 





Aye, aye, sir! 
IF eyes are windows of the mind, 
The eyelid is the window blind. 
Expand the metaphor ; eyelashes 
Will correspond with window sashes ; 
While, should the cheek look pale and chill, 
You'll recognize the window-s ill, 


THE NEW ENGLISH ART CLUB,—The 
most remarkable production in this year’s 
collection is ‘“‘a study for a portrait in the 
open air,” by Prince Pierre Troubetzkoy. 
Although the general colour is not altogether 
agreeable, the realization of daylight is simply 
marvellous, There are some other very fine 
portraits, and, speaking generally, fewer 
works that might be called eccentric, and, 
consequently, more that would come under 
the head of “ reasonable” art, 
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« st Fy swell + nag neither scratch nor spurt 
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rh to the t New" Graduates Series of Pens,” which o Absolutely Pure. ae 
A rred Sa e Box, of cither seri for 7 stam; F Foret 
} ANDAUER & CO PEN WORKS, BIR iN AM —The Analyst, sagt ce ~~ 
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Tenn Commences ——— € Case of Love AN moyed by Re nEigyr. oppostle, 
(1) The cuckoo is here, with his two notes to cheer— (+) The confidence, tric k is again to the fore— 
And with cuc-koo d'état doth he capture the ear ! You'd think mugs woulditake heed from each Juggins of yore, 
(2) St. Primrose’s Day will evain make some v 1_j— (>) The Afghans ayvain are engayved in a feud, 
Lut no prim-rosey path does it promise for aye! And doubtless feu-(d) doubt that with wrath they're imbued, 
(3) This valet. when left by his master awhile, (6) A combat occurred 'twixt two neighbours—for one 
Played what he called the “gent.” in a deuce of a style. Seemed to fancy his friend e’en more mashing than Fun! 
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AND PUFFS. 
) IF I didn’t forget all 


fe about the new piece 
"4 ¢ at the Shaftesbury! 
‘And, as the manage- 

: ment didn’t remind 
me of it, I wasn’t 

drawn into Zhe Maelstrim at all. I 
fear, from all accounts—‘for aught 
that I can ever read, can ever hear 
from tale or history ”—that Mr. Lart 
has scarcely done better with his 
second venture than with his first. 
He seems to purpose encouraging the 



















THK SHAPTESBURY.— 
AN UVEHRSICHI 


more gloomy kind of ro- 
mantic drama. That is all 
right in ita way, and a 
matter no one need 
juarrel with. but, to 








choose a play 
needs very delicate per- 
ception, The line which 
separates the sublime 
from the ridiculous is so 
ery faint, and the spirit 
if the ave is so cynically 
alert to catch things on 
the wrong side of it, that 





: , THE AVEN -CHUBCH AND A HOUSE. 7h: 
‘ af , 'f ti or on “{ 
li ast r is Wal ny round Dolls H e AGAIN—A LITTLE THI WORS! 
every corner, 4s it were— FOR WEAK 


and hovering above it as 
well. Albeit, this is not in eriticism of Te Maelstrém, the which, 
nor I nor mine have seen, 


EASTER, as a theatrical festival, has somewhat fallen from its hich 
estate in these our later years. Time was when great was the furbish- 
ing up of programmes at this season 

oe ore oy and widespread to universality the 


me 


/ production of novelties. Now all is 
Ty 4 F ‘hanged ; only about twice as many 
4 new pieces, or important revivals, 

{eT E cur asin the old days (there being 
/ mething like three or four times the 

umber of theatres), and, altogether, 


i 
R O ov ( things are very much duller, <All the 
/ i! same, I might have had some good 


~N 





( things—or, at least, important thines 
, yy / | to touch up) yn this Wi ek. were it nct 

, AY that certain of the industrial ciass 

¥, called printers, having a most un- 

‘ reasonable desire to lighten their 


iF hy ‘~ t) ¢ } } ] ‘ ‘ hia P 

e ADELPHI. — A’ KALRII fabours With a holiday at this time (a 
COVrIC ADVEKTISEMENT, priviuieve wi ch shou! 1 be contined to 
dramatic critics), we go to press too 

4) r) " ’ “ ‘ “oo hie “ary ‘* ve ' hb ‘ } * . 

soon for me to be more than anticipative in this article—wherefore, I 

anticipate as follows :— 


re 


cr ~» 
[nskN, with characteristic disregard for the ‘ AS f wy) 
fitness of things, is not dead yet. Miss Janet C . 40 id 
Achurch, one of his earliest practical dis- i iy? 
ciples, is now nearing her native shores (she ‘Soom We \ 
has been in India, cte., ete.,and I presume (| <a ey . 4 


the knglish are her native shores), and it 
eems certain that we are to have another 
view of her Nora Helmer in The Doll's Jlouse 
at the Avenue. Misses Robins and Lea are % 
also said to be preparing another dose of 
Hledda Gabler for us, with, I believe, THE Reva , : 
Rosmersholim as a “follow” —this by Miss must go and see het 
Robins only. While Mr. Austin Fryers’ 
Beata, to be produced at the Globe on Tuesday (19th), if not the rose, 
may be rezat led as a shoot or sucker of the plant at least. (Note— 


" 
‘ f ’ f t ‘ ? ~~ 








I notice that the Sims-Buchanan adaptation of Sir Walter, which 
last time I wrote bore the title Fur the Aing, is now callel The White 
Rose. By the time this reaches your eye it may be 
something totally different. I don’t care, All I 
have to say is that the frequent alterations of title 
(necessitated largely by the want of an authoritative 
list of previous titles) which most new plays have to 
pass through, reminds one powerfully of those con- 
stantly changing illuminated mural advertisements 
which sometimes glorify the upper storics of houses 
in crowded thoroughfares, to the collection of crowds 
and cricking of necks. I can quite understand Mr. 
Sims, or Mr. Buchanan, working the machinery on 
the present occasion. There was a whisper of 
another title for the play—Old England—but The 
White Rose has a certain topical attractiveness for 
the moment which should tell in its favour. How- OLYMPiIc. —“ Bat 


} wt . . 
indeed, sir, 





ever, “the play’s the thing,” even if it cannot be make holiday t 
called Woodstock and have done with it. ane Cesar!” 


THE CRITERION (I was nearly forgetting this !).—It was a bold 
experiment to produce L’Enfant Prodigue in London, in the first 
instance, but boldness was never more justified of events. Bevond 
the novelty of the thing, there was an intrinsically delicate charm 
n it (with which the personality of Mlle. Jane May had something 
to do), and a quaint 
attraction in the odd 
but appropriate musical 
accompaniment, with 
ifs curious mixture oO! 
mountebank and the 
musicianly, which 
proved irresistible. It 
is, perhaps, almost as 
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THEATRI STAILS AS 
THEY MIGHT isK, 


old athing torevive 

the pie now that 
the novelty and 
Mile. May have both 
gone. But my sub- 
inder-deputy- substi- 
tute (who saw the 
revival for me) says 
t looks healthy, and 
Mr. C. Lauri (whose 
enterprise it is) doesn’t often make mistakes. Mlle. Zanfretta, M. 
Courtes and M, Arcueil resume their (in England) original parts, and 
Madame Bade appears (with good effect) in the sympathetic part of 
Madame Pierrot. Mlle. Raynard, the new Pierrot fils is neither 
inferior to nor better than Mlle. May, . 





NODS AND WINKs.—Managers being 
pardonably ignorant of the fact 


 e that these hints go regularly to 
Ay} press some eiglit days before they 
*, meet the public eve, often send 


me notes of their doings at such 
festive moments as the present, just in time to be 
too late tor notice: but three of them have 
caught me this time,and I am glad to be able 


to tell you that, at the Aquarium, during the 





t} lidays, there will be ROE thing poling on all 

the time from © A.M. until 11.30 P.M That the 

| its forth a programme vith no iess than twenty- 
. - ‘ 4 w* ] | Thaaé 
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Misogyny Made Easy. 
r+ A promise of marriage may be made by 
other ways than by words : by a shake of the 
hand, for example, or a wink of the eye, ora 
thousand other modes.” —Mr. Justice Wright 
at the Leeds Assizes.] 
In flattering terms I told Miss A. 
That she was fair as flowers in May. 
I helped Miss B., Miss C., Miss D., 
At temperance “feeds” to shrimps 
and tea. 
I took that stage-mad maid, Miss E., 
To see the “moody Dane”’ of Tree. 
I gave the sportsmanlike Miss F., 
Each Monday morn, my Sunday’s 
fe. 
I prayed that prim old prude, Miss G., 
To post her photograph to me. 
I said to Beers and Spond’s Miss H., 
While drunk, “ My heartsh you cap- 
tivatesh!” 
My feelings, when I spied Miss L,, 
Found vent in one prodigious sigh. 
I killed a mouse from which Miss J. 
Was scurrying in acute dismay, 
I lent—insanely lent—Miss K, 
My gamp upon a pluvial day. 
In careless chat I called Miss L. 
A fetching, witching, winsome belle. 
At matinsong I gave Miss M. 
My Book of Common Prayer, pro 
tem, 
In merry mood I asked Miss N, 
If she’d her husband N-peck when 
She got one. At the fair Miss O. 
I ventured thrice a smile to throw: 
And thrice I shook, and three times 
three 
Times more, the hand of dear Miss P. 
To grace a page of Fun I drew 
A portrait sweet of sweet Miss (). 
The “ fair-annoying”’ weed Miss R. 
Enjoys, and hence a choice cigar 
I offered her. I told Miss S. 
I liked the pattern of her dress, 
New York-ward bound I saved Miss 
T. 
From sinking in the stormy sea. 
A thief who tried to rob Miss U. 
I handed to a man in blue. 
At Smith’s “at home” 
Miss V, 
To sing a short duet with me.! 
Miss W., at the skating rink 
I winked upon with idiot wink, 
In courteous words I bade Miss X. 
My seat in crowded tram annex. 
I chanced to brush against Miss Y. 
One morning as I passed her by. 
And lastly, when I met Miss Z., 
I raised my topper from my head. 


I coaxed 


And, look ye, these crafty 


fair— 


These heartless monsters, well aware 


now, 


What Justice Wright let out at 
Leeds— 

Have sworn that each of these my 
deeds 


Meant just the same as if I’d said 

That each dear creature I would 
wed, 

And I’ve been forced by law (since 

ap each 

Fair maid has pulled me up for 
‘ breach ”’) 

A sum of fifty pounds to part 

I'o each—to heal her broken heart ! 

So can you wonder that I crave— 

Yea, search—for some sequestered 


cave 
Mid Scotia's rugged hills, where I 
May as a hermit live and die, 
And sem] ternal! free 1¢ m fin | 











FUN. _ 


MISTRESS AND MAID. 
A DOMESTIC CoMEDY IN SEVEN CHAPTERS, 
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DRESSMAKER! 














gees 
eter 

= 
= , 


ee 





.= = 
= 

















ee 





(7) A month's warning. Extract from 

| character”: “She was a very willing girland all 
| that, but as I found we both patronized the 
thought she had _ better 





(1) The engagement. (2) The end of the 
first month, (3) A change of toilet imperative. 
(4) Imitation the sincerest flattery. (5) The 
resources of the wardrobe overhauled. (6) The 
visit to the dressmaker’s and the meeting outside. 


ow 


same modiste, | 


leave.” 
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Academy Time. a, 
aweet it is to have artistic instincts. 


) BIN ; 





that they're all going to be Royal Academi- 
cians and startle the world in general. There's 
Snare ¢] then the bi begin t no such pleasant sight in the world as to see the 
¥ a pig boss ples ssl agli! from rising artist feeling for his smal! silver that has 
waen you 5 Pine eho ta gather violets that got mixed up with his pawntickete, while he 
slipping into the ditches to . par al - ee k dreams of dave to come when he will be knigt ted 
don’t happen to be there ; and young men reide the butter-selling provincial mayor, 
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i} “DONE WITH YOU!” 
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been heard of since, 








The thing was done, Alms were poured into the hats of those relatives ; off they went in high glee 


“Well, but, look here,” said Fon ; “ what's your real object in yearning for all those spheres of action?” “ Well,” replied the L.C.C., “I don't 

mind telling you asafriend. Fact is, I've such a terrible crowd of hungry nephews and uncles and cousins who must have berths, that——”’ 

“Ah! I thought that was it!” said Fon. “Then, look here ; if we agree to pension all your starving relatives, you'll keep quiet and mind your 
own business?” “I'll dry up, dear boy, and never trouble you again!” said the Swallower, eagerly. 


- zrerie Go 


- and the L.C.C, went fast asleep, and hasn’t 
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How’s That for High ? 


(Mr. Tyndall, it is well known, pays a visit yearly to the Continent for the pleasure 
of mountaineering.) 





“TI Go,” said Mr. Tyndall— 

Oh, hang it! where are rhymes ? 
“ Your hills are but a swindle ; 
They're low, and seem to dwindle,— 
I go,” said Mr. Tyndall, 

‘In search of foreign climbs.” 





| 


New Leaves. 


In the “ Souvenir of Shakspeare’s King Henry the Eighth,” presented 
at the Lyceum by Henry Irving (Black and White Publishing Com- 
pany, Limited), many of the pictures are distinctly beautiful, and all 
are good.—The nineteenth annual issue of Willing’s (late May’s) 
“ British and Irish Press Guide,” has all the well known characteristics, 
and has been carefully revised.—‘ Shelley and Co.’s Complete Press 
Directory ” also is notable as a full and impartial guide to the press 
of the United Kingdom. Both of these works are about as perfect as 
they can be.—‘ Tea-time,” by Gordon Stables, M.D., C.M., R.N. 
(Leadenhall Press). Tea drinkers might make their favourite beverage 
more enjoyable by getting this little book—it is right to a Tea. 

The place of honour in The Cosmopolitan is justly given to “ The 
Monument to Columbus, Genoa,” and to “Genoa, the Home of 
Columbus,” but the number is very rich in illustration throughout, 
and in strongly interesting matter. Instance—‘‘A Romance of Old 
Shoes,” “The Crew of a Transatlantic Liner,’ ‘The Rancho of 
Heavenly Rest,” and much else, 

The Review of Reviews.—The character sketch of the Right Hon. 
W. E. Gladstone, M.P., is accompanied with portraits and caricatures. 
A characteristic port rait of Mr. Gordon Thomson, the gifted cartoonist 
of this journal (F UN), occupies a prominent place in the number. 








An Irish Bulletin. 


HE got a bullet in his arm 
Because he took a vacant farm, 
Of that there’s not a doubt, 
But when he got the bullet in 

He told his doctor to begin 
To try and bullet out. 


Way should England - safer ‘has other countries during the visit 
COLD OR COOL? ofan epidemic? Because it has such a splendid Constitution. 


He (to: himself).—* Ha! she does not withdraw her hand, she is silent, 




































thoughtful. Down, beating heart! Can she be thinking of me?” WHEN you tell a man to cheese it, all he has to do is to grin and 
She (in a pensive murmur),—* I wonder if there are any ices left?” camembert it. 
Re-Lever's ; ff A: 
Or, RAYS FROM THE SUNLIGHT 
HOUSE, . fe: 
You’. notice at least there is one Ae em. > Z 
light, WES”) fe 
Which isn’t a darksome and dun light. i éf 
‘Tis a really “ great gun ™ light, / 
An eighty-one ton light— eo = ee A 
The name of that one light is Sun- a. = toy \ 
light ! (See en \ 
. a sien 
Then scorn not with jape or with pun a 
light 
This sweet (or a Good Friday bun ; . | 
light), ee = 
‘Tis as bright as a FUN light, % ™ 
That chiefest Al light— 
And it soothes you with soap, does this x 
Sunlight! \ x : 
-N . ¥ ae 
—— 3 #4 5 is ORT LAN a ik 
f Ne) ‘yt a yh . A 
A Considerate Customer. \t- : Dee EY oO EES 7 J get Fig 
Tradesman.— “I assure you, sir, L “ah ee Oe To cae ‘op 
that by letting the articles go at the ak cit? ahh ‘Pied bik. ae} i , | 
ys Dink ~ L / 
price I have asked you, I lose precisely it Vali es ¥ ee My y “ iat Oe: 
a dollar.” Li ’ tide « ctw } 1 ite ee 
Jabez Y. Yank, Esq.—“ Wal, I mts my A’ le ( \ | wher “%,. “ee the ie A 
reckon I wouldn't like nobody to go Th ve AM Nit NS ‘ 
‘n’ lose money on my account. Tell 
yew what, though, ef yew'll jest hand OUT OF THE HUNT. 
over five-and-twenty cents, yew kin (Smith, run to a standstill, draws on his poetic memory.) 
keep the blamed things, an’ yew'll be “Oh, solitude! where are the charms setter dwell in the midst of alarms, 


seventy-five cents in pocket.” That sages have seen in thy face? | Than stick at this part of the chase! ’ 
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(1) There was once an innocent and guileless youth who had iuveuted 
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very properly given to his pa, (5) Wao went for the wickel 
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a little practical joke to play off on someone, (2) So he played it schoolmaster inflicted righteous castigation, while the band 
off on his schoolmaster, (3) With a certain amount of effectual (6) After which, the bad bat much belaboured man 
but harmless result, (4) Now, the schoolmaster was a bad, wicked was prosecuted, as he deserved, and sent to pick oakum and things 
man, who would not keep his temper; so, in a fit of unholy passion, at Her Majesty's expense, So innocence is once more free to amuse 
he boxed the innocent youth's ears. Immediate information was itself, 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MR, BALFOUR cannot see his way to awarding compensation from 
the Treasury to Hood, the stationmaster who was dismissed from the 


or rather a less quantity has gone dowa this last year, Brandy 
has gone up, It generally does go to the head, When Mr, Gioschen 
says that his reduction of the duty on currants has borne good 





Cambrian Railway for giving evidence before the House of Commons’ 
Committee, Mr. Balfour is afraid of creating a precedent ; but that 
is Just what has been done. The poor devils of employés, summoned 


before Parliamentary Committees to give evi- 
dence, will mentally cite Hood’s case, and 
remember they are face to face with the alterna- 
tives of committing perjury or losing their 
employment. 

Kxit Hurlbert. Qg the track of Wilfrid 
Murray? Mr. Labouchere is anxious to know 
why difticulties were thrown in the way of the 
Director of Public Prosecutions in getting copies 
of the depositions in this case. 

_Mr. Cobb called the Home Secretary’s atten- 
tion tothe severity even of the commuted sentence 
of penal servitude on Fanny Gane. Mr. Matthews 
not prepared to take action. I hope Mr. Cobb 
will try aGane. 

The favourite sort of Budget (K)night—NSir 
Plus, A very small one introduced on Monday 
night. But for increase in Death Duties would 
have been smaller, Ill wind that blows nobody 
good. Goschen owes a balance to the epidemic. 
The Influenza Surplus good name—not to be 
sneezed at. Some of it due to currants; shall 
call the pending the Current Budget. Tobacco, 
too, has assisted. Anti-tobacconists, remember 
every smoker does his duty. Vide Goschen’s 


rr — " . 
“turns, if you can stand nothing stronger; put 





fruit, FUN begins to dread the possibility of the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer starting acomic paper. Budget used to be a matter of 
. d., Goschen makes it one of puns, shillings and pence. Increase 


in consumption of tea — does this account for 
increase of scandal? Lawyers an: doctors make 
more money than coal and cotton merchants, 
Reason, probably, that lawyers (lig pits for others 
to walk into, and doctors live by other folks 
dying — anyway, this year has favoured the 
“gentlemen in black,” Surplus going this year 
to the relief of patents; duty on sparkling wines 
to be readjusted—good deal of bubble about 
both, Spain having violated treaty for 1X84, 
giving us “most favoured nation clause,’ Mr, 
Goschen threatens their ports and other imports, 
Radicals scenting “reciprocity” on the alert, 
Lively times after Easter. 

Just to remind us of old times, we had, before 
parting, a passage of arms between Healy (Tim 
of that ilk) and our lady-like leader. Once again 
the latter showed that a talon is hidden under 
the silken glove. Tim was very cross because 
Lord Ashbourne had spoken at Portsmouth in 
eulogistic terms of his own colleagues, Tim 
thinks this sort of thing calculated to lower the 
dignity of the Bench, Balfour neatly rejoined by 
acquitting Tim of ever having flattered anybody. 

Taesday.—The cock of the school proposed 
breaking up till the 25th. Exuberation. 

fue MAN IN THE CLOCK LOWER, 
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DOUBTFUL CORROBORATION. 


Caller on Newly Married Couple after a lengthy honeymoon,—* But do you not find our little 


? 


village rather dull ? 


Sumewhat Elderly Bride (a little friskily).—“ Oh, dear no, we are as happy as the days are long.” 


HTe (dolefully).—* And they are long.” 





FUN-DE-SINCLH FAROBS. 


VESTRY VIEWS, VIANDS, VIOLENCE AND VILLANY, 
A Playlet in several Parishes. 

(AUTHOR'S NoTr.—The following piece is adapted from so many recent facts and 
statements that it is not deemed necessary to quote any special case in particular. It 
may here be stated, however, that a’'l right« are reserved—the wrongs are not—as 
will be seen.) 

SCENE I.—A Vestry in the distant Orient, just off the League- Finish 
Road, E. VesStTRYMEN discovered (but not so much as they will 
be). Row, rancour, and (of course) refreshments, The latter (like 
the language) of the choicest sort, 

First VESTRYMAN, Therefore I rise, gents, to drore your attention 
to the fact that a Poor Woman in this ‘ere parish has actshally had 
the sorce to dare to defy our orthorerty ! 

OMNES, What! S’elp me! Wot next? Shame! Wixen! Beyed 
her, etc., ete. 

First V, Yus, a mere Poor Woman—not anybody welterdo, mind- 
jer, but a pore ‘un, therefore I advise haction to be took against such 
canal——- 

OmNeEs, Year, year, brother V. 

SreconD V. I rise to second the proposal of our noble and patter- 
iotic brother-in-legislation, and I vote that to bust up this herreveren- 
tial female we engage Sir Edward Bussell, Sir Charles Lark, Mr, 
Woodlock, Q.C., Mr. Grill, the Lord Charncellor and setterer, 

OMNES (with their mouths full), "Ear! ‘ear! (They go and do 80.) 
latermezzo Gorgioso and Guzzlioso ad lib. 

First V. There, now that feed's over, wuas luck, . . . But, ah! 
(smacking his lips) it was a good ‘un while it lasted. 

OTHER VESTRYMEN (with an effort). Ah, it was that, and didn’t 
cost the pore unsuspecting ratepayer above five pound a head for us, 

First V, Hush! we shall be overyeard by one o’ them FUN chaps 
or somebody. Let’s to business. Now, this action against the afore- 
said pore woman. Well, brother Vestrymen, our vestried intrests is 
safe. We've won, 

OMNES, ‘Ear,’ear! ‘Ooray! “ For ‘e's a jolly good fel 

SeconD V, Or-der! D'year? Chuck it! As for this case we ‘are 
won, an’ I'm proud an’ ‘appy ter say it has only cost the ratepayers 
(‘eres their 'ealth !) jest on a thousand pound: Counsel's fees jest on 
four ‘underd ; subsequent arbitration nearly ninety pound and three- 
pence ; cabs and other calls so and so and 8o forth ; accountants nearly a 
hunderd and forty quid ; notes, stamps, — ink, and setra—say a 
‘underd odd. Totual: so much pounds, so many shillings and 
ninepence three farthings, while 

[Enter the NEW VESTR\ MAN (ALDERMAN FUN). 

THE N. V. Why, you ought to be downright ashamed of yourselves 

yore—— (Sits on them heavily, TERRIBLE TABLEAU.) 











SceNE IL—A strange “set.” A vestry 
due south. So-called guardians dis. 
covercd in the same state as before, 


[ Chorus of VESTRYMEN (without permis. 
sion of Chevalier). 


One day, in our westry comes a toff— 

Nice young parson, with a narsty scoff, 

Takes our ways o’ treating porpers hoff 

In a most ungen’limanly way. 

_ “Gents,” says he, “some views I have to 
tell— 

Our rich westry is a’ awful sell— 

Grub, schools, wards and sich is only— 
well 

Really I some wicked words could say— 








Ta-ra-ra——”” 
‘Look ye’re!” that young parson 
cried, 
‘‘ Charges we must meet, sirs, for our style 
ain’t sweet, sirs, 
Larf! there, we thought we should ha’ 
died, 
He knocked uson the Flambeth Board ! ” 


First V. Time,gents! And this being 

so, I rise to propose that the Reverend Gent 

| (a voice—‘ Gent —ha-ha! such a nice 

| gent, too!’’) be brought up before the 
Board for sentence. . ° 

OMNES, Right you are! Produce him! 


[ The Wretched Criminal is produced, 
but seems to show quite a genial cal- 
lousness. LHe is, however, promptly 
carried out and put under aconve- 
nient tram car. 


TICKET INSPECTOR, Tickets, please 
(Semi-Tragical Tableau. The REV. MR, FUN to the rescue, Picture 
as per posters.) 
SCENE III,—A “set”-too, Vestry in Vivacious Vislington. Vest ry- 
men assembled in Iligh Street and high dudgeon, 
SoLo—A Vestryman. 
A bold British Vestryman you espy, 
Who on all British interests keeps his heye ! 
For where are those interests oftener found 
Than here on the Vestry’s hallowed ground ! 
They may talk of Parleymunt’s ’ouses two— 
But as for Parlymunt J ses “ Pooh!” 
And the County Council never heard tell 
Of a Vestry like we had at Clerkenwell ! 


REFRAIN, 

In manners we showed 

Quite hally mode, 
And ne’er cared a button whate’er befell ! 

For e’en L.C.C.s. 

Mind their Q3 and their Ps— 
Sut we never did that at Clerkenwell ! 

[OMNES repeat chorus, also refreshments. 


First V. Truly, a cheering chirrup, gents, all; and now to 
consider how to more astringently keep the porper in ‘is place. 

OMNES (all but one), Year, year! 

THE ONE. Brother guardians—if I may @all you so—I rise to 
propose a matter which must, I am sure, have weighed upon every 
true manly heart for a long, long time, and that is 

A VESTRYMAN, No kind of kindness to porper scum, I 'ope—— 

THE ONE, Only this: I propose that henceforth these poor men 
and women, the inmates of our workhouse (who have, in many cases, 
been vanquished after a terrible struggle for life), should not hence- 
furth be condemned to go about in the dreadful badge of poverty and 
shame—the old world workhouse garb, which has, up to now, been 
forced upon these poor sufferers, for—— 

OmNES. What! Good evans! Lor’! what impiety, etc. 

( Sensation.) 
| Enter suddenly the GOOD GENIUS OF KINDNESS and COMMON 
SENSE (Mr, Fun). 

THE G, G, OF K, AND C, 8, (Mr. F.), Hold! Our friend is right, 
and you know it. 

OMNES (suddenly melted), Right you are, (They pass the 
vroposal.) 

THE G. G. ETC, And now, if all our friends in front concerned with 
workhouses will only do likewise——( Conversation, consideration and 

CURTAIN, 
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(2-) At the Town Hall Caught un the Act’ 





_ 








(5) Sold Azar : 





Seeeesstttheeeeunenmemneeees — 


William at the Plant Auction. 


_ WILLIAM has been getting on well with his garden. He buys 
pants at the Auction Mart, and then mixes the tab labels so that he 
cant tel. which from which. Don’t we love then to see William 
With half a dozen sapling poplars, telling us how he means to havea 
“4 garden that even the gardener at Chatsworth would come to see. 

iitam, too, at this happy springtime sticks bits of spiky wood in 
the beds so that the cats sha’n’t walk over the seeds. The cats don't 
— to mind them in the least. Perhaps they paw them up and use 
ae for toothpicks—the cats’-meat is rather hard in hbour- 
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TODDY'S FoR SPR r 
RE SELLing ! 
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AT the Royalty Theatre on Monday and Tuesday, Lady Russell, 
Mra. Phillips, Mra. Leverson, Mrs. Dick Russell, and Miss L. Kauff- 
mann played in aid of the “ National Lifeboat Institution.” Mr. 
Arthur Styanand Mrs. Phillips scored the honours in Sweethearts, and 
Miss Kauffmann danced most bewitchingly in the Santomime 
Rehearsal ; Countess Russell and Mrs. Dick Russell contributed a 
charming skirtdance, Mr. H. Leverson made an excellent Jack Deeds, 


Two to One Barr None. 
The idy] of the Idler, as J. K. J. would say, 
Is to idle with your idol for ever and a day. 
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OH! HOW'S THATP 


Madge,—" WHAT A SHORT GAME!” 


Elsie —“ SHORT, DEAR? How?” 


Madge.—“ WHY, WE HAVEN'T BEEN HERE FIVE MINUTES AND THIS GENTLEMAN SAYS IT'S OVER!” 








An Easter Offering. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Oh, Britanniah, 
Don't begin to mumble 
“Pooh” or “ pish”’ or “ bah”! 
Why appear to grumble ? 
Nothing off expense, 
Nothing off taxation, 
Can you take offence 
At non-alteration ? 
If it's humdrum stuff, 
Don’t ungently judge it ; 
If it’s not enough, 
Still it is a Budget. 


On, Britanniay, 

Here's a pretty present! 
Now then, what d'you say? 

Try to look more pleasant, 
Take an Easter egg, 

Though it may be little— 
Carefully, 1 beg, 

For it’s rather brittle. 
Even if it’s not 

What you hoped precisely, 
Yet, for what you've got, 

Answer, “thank’e” nicely. 





“Devoutly to be Wished.” 
Sunday Morning Street Orator.—* Yes, my dear hearers, I declare to 
you that whenever I think of this terrible, this stupendous, this all- 


important subject, my feelings completely run away with me,” 
Splenctic Major (appearing at bedroom window),—* Then, why 


CONDENSED NOVELS. 


By our own Blusher for the Desecration, 
No, 4.—VANITY FAIR. W. M. THACKERAY. 


Story of good silly young woman and naughty clever young 
woman. Silly one marries foppish and weaker young man, though 
beloved by good young man with large red hands. Foppish young 
man goes to battle of Waterloo and gets shot; good one goes and 
doesn’t; comes back (still red handed), Silly one marries him; clever 
one marries heavy dragoon, and carries on “anyhow.” Big feet, red 
female noses, weeps, conceit, humbug, meanness, etc, Sarcastic 
accessories, 

No. 5.—ANY NOVEL, CHARLES READE. 

Big man, with Encyclopedia by heart, trembles before women. 
Does everything scientifically, and explains as he goes along. Artful, 
acheming, lovable woman makes elaborate plans to have bread and 
butter passed to her, etc. Fond of saying, “Oh, oh, oh, oh!” Tale 
with @ purpose. Flung at the reader, Lots of capitals, Sledge- 
hammer accessories. 


No, 6.—ANY OTHER NOVEL. 
ALL sorts of skies, 


WILLIAM BLACK. 
Highlands, Yachts. Anecdotic Scotchman. 





in thunder don't you think of it, man?” 























WwW CUDGBCA 


| Gadbu 


“The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, USED 


Absolutely Pure.” 
—The 


Reckitt's 
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1) When cricketing commences with such cricketere—well, there : 
If one cries out, “ How’s that, Umpire?” he is bound to answer 
“foie 1” 


(2) This sending alligators per the Post must cause a fright, 

And lead to allegations, and the allegator’s right! 
(3) To pay for boots you’ve purchased with a multitude of 
whacks, 









Must b otless. to and lax ! 
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(4) “ Come, assemble in your thousands!” untoslaveys, some one said , 

Whereas they merely gathered in a half a thou’ instead ! 
(5) Bear leaders, bearing Lambeth way attend the local dock, 

And re-Urea kind of bare defence at which the beak doth mock. 
(6) A pater, who was bidden by the beak to birch bis boy, 

For filching zinc, was (what d'yow think) not overdone with joy. 
(7) An ase was firstly stolen, and then sold for shilliags three— 


But the owner (stil) ase-iduous) soon “ struck” the right don-key / 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—OF course, the first 
+ impulse of what is 
flatteringly called “the 
humorist,” on coming 
across a comic play 


called Niobe. is to be 
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Tue STRAND—A STaA- 
TUVUABY MOTION. 


guilty of something 

professional about 

“all tears ””—whether 
it be tears of laughter, tears of sorrow, or tiers of boxes. When, how- 
ever, the humorist finds that “ joke" flying about ad nausewm already, 
it considerably alters—or, may I say, all-tears /—the case, and he does 
not add to the gloom of nations by further assisting the spread of it. 
He simply proceeds with his notice of the play—“as I do now,” to 
quote the Bard, 


GETTING HER INNINGS. 





In spite of the family resemblance Messrs, Harry and Edward 
Paulton’s Niobe bears to Pygmalion and Galatea and The Jinted 
Venus—or, maybe, because of it—it is certainly a most continuously 
amusing piece. I don't know that the jocularity is much more than 
mechanical, but, perhaps, because of the mechanism, it works very 
smoothly and goes like clockwork, and the last act strikes one (that 
one being myself) as being as funny as any of them. Taken as a 
whole, the piece is rather straggly, and lots of 
ends seem to be flying loose at the finish; but 
the dry humour of Mr. H. Paulton, who sus- 
tains a full half of the burden of the piece, is 
quite equal to the strain, while Miss Beatrice 
Lamb's Niobe, which has to carry the bulk of 
the remainder, is delightful alike for its artistic 
grace and ite delicate humour, She is, as one 
of the characters remarks, indeed “a treat”! 
The minor characters—and they're mostly minor 
characters—are very well done indeed. Mr. 
Forbes Dawson as an airily selfish ne’er-do- 
well, Mr. Herbert Ross as a heavily spoken 
young man of the nincompoop species, Mr. G. 
Hawtrey as an Art enthusiast, Miss Georgie 
Esmond as a pert and slangy young female, and 
Miss Isabel Eliisson as an inconvenient gover- 
ness, all be!p to keep the ball of fun rolling, 
and call f the riately Homeric laugh- 
all which accompanies the piece all along the 


Tas Stkaxp.—Dis Tus PRincess’s.—Another effective picture 
tun Vicor ov cen Of the strange laws and customs of the land 
STOLEN Box. of melodrama is presented here under the title 

(after several tries with other titles) of The Life 

We Live, Messrs, Fenton Mackay and Denbigh are the agen this 

time, and if they have not accomplished their task with distinetion 

exactly, they have done so with a fair amount of deftness and an obvious 
acquaintance with the peculiar habits and motives of the inhabitants 
of the curious community 8» unlike anything we are accustomed to in 






















the work-a-day world. I have only one serious fault to find with the 
play, and I hereby find it: there is rather too much “devotional 
exercise” on the part of some of the characters. 


Mr. CHARLES WARNER is nobly chivalrous as 

the immaculate hero —the immaculate hero who 

drank, you know, and (when sober) assaults 

superior officer, and is innocent of murder 
because someone else kills his man before he 
(the i. h) can fire the gun he holds—you know 
the sort of thing—and bears up wonderfully 
under unheard of hardships. To see him (you 
can’t hear him) play a whole scene in whispers, 
because of the intensity of his emotion, is only tu 
be equalled for rapture by the joy of observing 
how his agitation makes him wrinkle up all over, 
and even affects the shoulder straps of his uniform. 
He is a great favourite, though, is “ Charlie” 
Warner. There is a splendid cast, by-the-way. 
Mr. Abingdon, as “the villain,” could hardly be 
bettered (though that is growing to be somewhat Taz AVENUE—“Ib- 
of a twice told tale). There are three highly — > . [Boom _ 
finished pieces of acting, however, which, of their = pere's @ dance in 
kind, could hardly be bettered, I think. These it, anyway.” 
are the delightfally gentle artistic performance of 
Miss Mary Rorke, Mrs. Dion Boucicault’s impersonation of that melo- 
dramatic nuisance, the dying mother, and Mr. Henry Bedford’s careful 
and well balanced picture of the fervid agitator. Mr. H. Eversfield con- 
tributes a good little sketch of character; Mr. Ian Robertson and 
Walter Gay do good service; Mr. Wilfrid Shine and Miss Lillian 
Millward share the “comic business,” and Miss Brinsley Sheridan and 
Miss E. Bessle fill small parts with effect—the latter the more con- 
vincingly, perhaps. The scenery is good and the bill of the play isa 
liberal education in the way of quotations, 





THE AVENUE.—Mr. Charrington has duly opened with A Doll's 
House. Miss Achurch has scarcely improved upon her original per- 
formance of Nora—or, perhaps, the only interest the play and the 
ah ever possessed, the interest of peculiarity, is gone—and the show 
8 but a dull entertainment. It is otherwise less strongly played, too, 

pet. than origin- 

ry aes ally. Mr. 
Charring- 
ton’s Hel- 
mer is no 
way nearly 
sosubtle and 
strongas Mr. 
Waring’s 
was. Neither 
is Dr. Rank 
played 80 
well as Mr. 
C harrington 
himself 
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THE PRINCESS'S.—WRINKLED UP WITH EMOTION. 


ee it, nor Krogstadt anything like so well 
as Mr, Royce Carleton did, Mrs. Linden, too, 
so ably played by Miss—who-was-it? Miss | 
Warden ?—is curiously unsatisfactory as pre- 
sented by Miss Lea, The thirst for producing 
Ibsen is by no means sated yet, by-the-way, and 
we are promised The Wild Duck at this very 
theatre ere long. 








Nops aND WINKS.—Next week—on the A Nice MapaM! 

4th proximo, to wit—Mr. W. H. Griffiths gives 

his annual matinée, It will be held at the Vaudeville—Fast Asleep, 
the comic piece by Mr. C. H. Abbott, which was produced at the 
Criterion with some success recently, is undergoing the strengthen- 
ing and brightening process at the hands of its author, and will pro- 
bably imitate the rest of the humour loving world and follow Niobe 
at the Strand, NESTOR. 
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MAX THE MUMMER: my temples, I tried to dodge it, coming to R.c. when I shou 
On, SCENES BEHIND THE SCENES. been standing L.c., and vice fake I tage ne- to adh ab the beens 
lest I should not only the scene but be stung. From the prompt 
CHAPTER VIL. side I heard a m Grimbles! I wondered, had he loosed 
WE all have our evil moments, Spanker decided to do a series of that upon me? But [stuck to my dialogue ; placing my 
ral plays on tour, As You Like It, Sweethearts, A Midsummer around the waist of Amaryllis I said, glowingly— 


Night’s Dream, and so 
on, So off we started 
for the rural districts for 
a Bohemian invasion of 


Arcadia did all ba 
scoring. It was our 
show Chat demoralized 
us. It was a morning 
performance ; that is to 
say, it commenced at 
3pm. Our pitch was 
in a meadow, on the 
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border of a copse that might have been part of the Forest of Arden in 
reality. Our auditorium was crowded outside and in, that is to say 
the well-to-do people of the district flocked into the meadow—the gate 
whereof had been improvised into a box office—and the rest of the 
population perched themselves on the branches of the surrounding 
trees. Everything promised success, until, just as the performance was 
fairly under weigh, a bank of clouds sailed across the sky that was our 
dome, and burst overhead. This was as they didn’t like it. The audience 
seemed to think we were in some kind of conspiracy with the clerk of 
the weather. Down came the rain, in such torrents that they were 
perforce compelled to return to their homes, highly indignant that 
their money was not returned to their pockets. 

The next performance might have been fairly successful but for a 
little unrehearsed business, not in the programme, introduced into the 
entertainment. We were playing a drama especially designed for 
al fresco production. I had had a remarkably nice love scene with 
Amaryllis Ankerpank, the ingénue of our company. 

Love laughs at, not only locksmiths but friendship, in fact, makes 
of the latter a laughing stock. So it was, at least, with David Garrick 
Shakespeare Grimbles and myself. Immediately we simultaneously 
agreed that Amaryllis was the sweetest girl in creation, that very 
agreement led to a difference between us, She had sweetness enough 
to charm without prettiness. She was pretty enough to charm even 
had she been unamiable. I had a love scene with her. How I 
enjoyed that scene ; how realistically I acted, Grimbles, in the 0.P. 
wing, would grind his teeth as I poured the love dialogue into the 
dainty ear of Amaryllis, and would writhe as I kissed her. The stage 
direction only provided one kiss, but remembering that since a thing 
well done is twice done, I argued that a thing twice done must be 
well done, and always kissed Amaryllis twice, the stage directions and 
Grimbles’ maledictions notwithstanding. 

The day was beautifull y fine, overhead was a canopy of cloudless blue, 
in the surrounding trees the song birds lent the charm of a minor 
accompaniment to the dialogue. At three o'clock a distinguished 
audience was seated in front ; the play was going like one o’clock. 

Then came what Amaryllis and I called “our scene.” I began the 
tender, dainty love passage: could hear the audience, when I had 
spoken my length, say, “ how pretty ”’"—then came her lines—then— 
buzz-z-z—um-m-m—a wasp | 


Yes, there, above my head—and I had to make lo 
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“Oh, those eyes! blue as the heavens above us. Oh, 
rosebud mouth that the honey seeking bees might 
mistake fora rosebud! OA/ nose //” and holding 
last named feature and the fer Be with both hands, I 
rushed off amid a roar aiiter Them 
audience, 

“ Best bit of comic business I’ve seen for years,” said the 
triumphant Grimbles, as, yelling 
him, and thus was Spanker’s second pastoral production 
ey marred. The third and last contretemps arose 
through the resentment of a herd of bullocks at being 
ousted from the meadow in which we were playing into an 
adjoining one. Our third performance was in full swing 
when the gate leading into the next meadow also swung. 
That gate was only a few yards distant from our pro- 
scenium and the tents which served as dressing rooms. Into 
one of those tents calmly entered an inquisitive bull, and 
from the opposite side under the canvas crawled David 
Garrick Shakespeare Grimbles, attired as Touchstone. 
Another bull joined in the amusement, and followed Mr. 
Grim bles across the scene, until adetachment of the audience, 
wielding chairs and benches, came to the rescue. Remem- 
bering my own adventure with the wasp, I quite enjoyed 
Grimbles’ with the bulls. Both were successful in effect, 
but not to Spanker, who that very day abandoned his pro- 
jected pastoral tour and determined to show only within 
walls. 

(To be contiaued.) 








Odds and Ends. 


HAVING read in the Daily News that “‘ money was very plentiful 
in Lombard Street,” young Tommy Tiddler started off for London to 
pick up gold and silver. He didn’t see any lying about on the pave- 
ment, and, having asked a gentleman selling umbrellas what was the 
most likely place to find it, he was advised to ask a policeman. He 
did so, and was promptly cuffed. He now seriously contemplates 


asking his father 
=~ . 
a (J ’ 





to take in some 


other paper. FISH ORDINARS 








“TI DON’T care 
twopence about 
the merits of a 
picture,” said 
Smudgely, 
A.R.A.0.B., “its 
success depends 
on the frame.” 
“The frame?” 
ejaculated 
Scratchem, the 
critic, ‘“ Yes, the 
frame of mind of 
the critic when he 
looks at it.” 


EvERY DAY 


















“THE man who 
is his own lawyer 
has a fool for a 
client,” said Six- | 
nate to his friend 
Flychap, who 
answered, “ Yes, 
and the man who 
is your client has 
a fool for his 
lawyer.” 
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SAUCE! 

Trascible Party. —“ Why, confound you, 
waiter! COan’t you see you're spilling the 
seven years for melted butter all over the cloth?” 
doing so. You | Flippant Waiter —*“ Ab! never mind that, 
see, his feat was | sir, you'll find plenty left in the boat for 


. 
interfeit. you | 


He set out in 
life with the de- 
termination to 
make money. He 
made it, and got 
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THE NEW PONY. 
Master Tom (airily)—*VM GOIXG TO TRY HIM AT SOME JUMPS!” 
Miss Mary.—*‘ ALL RIGHT! WAIT TILL I GET A Rope!” 
Master Tom—‘A Rope? I'M NOT GOING TO JUMP OVER A Rope!” 
Mise Mary.—“No, NO! you Sitty Boy! It’s To TIE you ON WITH!” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THERE will be a lively debate when Mr. Blaine moves his abstract 
resolution in favour of Home Kule for Ireland after the Recess. Mr. 
Webster has given notice of an abstract amendment, Whichever way 
the division goes the losers will say that the House voted in a fit of 
abstraction. But it ought to draw some of the sly ones out of their 
retirement. The gentlemen “sitting on a rail” will have to climb 
down on one side or another. 

The First of May has, from time immemorial, been a toral 
holiday, but until recent years chimney sweeping has been the only 
branch of industry that has demonstrated on that day. Nous avons 
changé tout cela, the Labour Market, as well as the Stock Exchange, 
makes a general holiday on May Day, but labour utilizes the rest in 
retrospective and prospective examination of its position and progress. 

The Northampton Election of Guardians showed that the Tories are, 
to say the least of it, “tricky.” But altering on a voting paper the 
number of votes to which the holder is entitled savours a little of 
sharp, if not, indeed, corrupt 
practice. 

Archimedes said that with 
his lever he could move the 
world, if—and there was, even 
in those days, much virtue in 
your if—he could find a ful- 
crum for it, At Birkenhead 
Mr, Gladstone has secured the 
assistance of Mr. W. H. Lever .. 

as candidate for the borough. ||| 
Whether or not he will lift 
Sir E. Hamley out remains to 
be seen. 

Read Major Marindin’s re- 
port on the accident to goods 
guard Choules on the Midland 
and South Western Junction 
Railway. Poor Choules had 
been working from sixteen to 


DEM LEATHER eK. 
SPrrens Sam . 








THE STATE OF THE POLITICAL WORLD. 


twenty-two hours a day; another driver on duty thirty-eight hours 
out of forty-one. Britons never, never, never shall be slaves! Such 
of them as are railway servants doubtless sometimes would like to 
be, as slaves would be better treated. 

Another Home Rule Van will start on tour on May 5th. The Tories 
complain that Gladstonites are keeping Home Rule in the background, 
but here it is again in the van. 

Manifold are the methods of spending a Bank Holiday. The Louth 
Conservative Association (though perhaps lo(u)th to do so) spent 
theirs in hearing Mr. Chaplin demonstrate that the present is the best 
possible government in the more or less best of possible worlds. Sir 
James Fergusson in Ayrshire on the same day gave vent to many 
“ Ayrey nothings,” while Mr. Asquith Q.C., M.P., passed a steady and 
stolidly jolly Bank Holiday in arguing that Mr. Chaplin’s Small 
Holdings Bill was only very small beer. There is running in the 
Daily News a series of interesting articles on “Statesmen and others 
on the Stump,” entitled “Our Public Men.” The principal aim—not 
always successful — of the 
articles appears to be to show 
how much cleverer is the 
author than the subject. Still, 
the articles display a close 
acquaintance with matters of 
common knowledge, and an 
industrious ambition, if not a 
faculty for epigram. 

Colman, at Great Yar- 
mouth, gave the Tories mus- 
tard, or, rather, pepper. 

Lord Chancellor at Bristol 
confessed he was a party man. 
As if we didn’t know it. 

Member for South Islington 
believes he has the ball at his 
feet and is determined te Roll- 


it. THE MAN IN THE 
Crock TOWER 
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* And only got this little hole to fill ’im!!” 
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The 1001st, and Worst. 


(“The thousand natural shocks that flesh is heir to.” 
—Hamlet. Vide complaints recently made in the 
public press by residents in Kensington. ] 

“You are shattered and battered and 
__ bruised, young man, 
You are wounded and mangled and 
hacked : 
Have you been by a robber ill-used, young 
man ? 

Have you been by a mad deg attacked ? 
Have you joined some redoubtable club, 

young man, 

In a valorous footballing bout ? 

Or been roughly propelled from a pub., 
young man, 

By the boot of a bold chucker-out ? 


Has a scaffold collapsed on your way, young 
man, 
And your poor buried body undone? 
Have you been bya cab or a dray, young 
man, 
Overta’en, overwhelmed, overrun ? 
Have you hurriedly into the street, young 
_ man, 
. From a fourth story window been thrown ” 
or the wreck of your frame is complete, 
young man, 
And sad, sad is the sound of your groan !” 


Then responded the mangled and maimed 
young man, 
While deep, if not loud, was his curse : 
“These be dreadful mishaps you have named, 
young man, 
But my fate has been twenty times worse. 
And it’s matter for wonderment vast, young 
man, 
That to tell you the tale I’m alive :— 
Through a Kensington street I have passed, 
young man, 
Where the p'ram'’-driving damozelles 
drive!” 








A FEMALE pickpocket was recently brought 
up for trial at a London Police Court. The 
newspaper account states that “the prisoner 
was an attractive looking young person.” We 
admit it, She was a decidedly taking girl. 





The Vampire Vine. 

(This strange vine (barren of grapes) was lately met 
with by Mr. Dunstan in Central America. His dog was 
caught by its tendrils, and only released by Mr. D, 
cutting them away, when he had great difficulty 
in extricating his own hand,— Vide Press.) 

WE have heard, one and all, of the Vampire 
Bat, 

Which bores through your skin, sucks your 
blood, and all that, 





But now a new | orror awaits us—in fine, 
’Tis the Vempire Vine! 


If a bit of raw meat to the creature is thrown 
It drinks off the blood in a way of its own, 
But on me it is equally ready to dine— 
Is the Vampire Vine! 
It won't let you cut it, this monster, they say, 
But grips you in quite an affectionate way : 
Draws blood like a leech—may it never draw 
mine, 
This fell Vampire Vine! 
This Vine bears the Palm (fact—botanical, 
new !) 
In the matter of horrors, 'tis certainly true, 
For, of all recent scares, far the worst, I 


_— 

Is the Vampire Vine! 

"Twas attached to a dog, and most loath, as 
you see, 

To part from the savant, the good Mr. D,! 


So a kind of affection is quite in the line 
Of the Vampire Vine ! 


We don’t hear of grapes, yet the natives 


declare 
Rather oddly, this thing is the devil's own 
anare ; [ w(h)ine, 


But if we hold on it will soon make us 
Will the Vampire Vine ! 
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JOHN BULL, CHAMPION IDIOT. 















































































: “Welcome! So glad to see you!” cried J. B. to the Foreign Pauper. “As your own country won’t have you, pray come and live on me—and 
i don’t forget to bring your dirt and diseases with you. And if you did happen to have such a thing as a pestilence about you——”’ 
om 
| | i 
| 
TY 
And presently—as might be expected—that pauper grew and grew until he had grown so bulky and important that he said to John: “ Look 
here! there isn’t room for both of us in this England of yours—so yow’ll be good enough to find another home.” 
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So poor John resignedly left his own shores and tried to find a resting place elsewhere, But the authorities of those foreign countries that had | 
sent the paupers stood at their frontiers waiting for him. “ Oh, dear, no, Mr. B.,” said they. “ We don't admit the surplus population of other | 
countries—not we. You're quite at liberty to make a fool of yourself, but you must-excuse our doing so.” And that’s how it was that J. B. 


became an outcast. 
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THE GIDDY YOUNG THING. 
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Female Suffrage.—* OH! 


| DELIGHTED—TO TALK 
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INDEED, MR. G., PRAY, WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY SAYING THAT I 
G.0.M—*WELL, REALLY, MY DEAR MADAM, THE FACT IS—ER—WHEN YOU _ A LITTLE 
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FUN-DE-SIEKCLE FAROBS. 


MELPOMENE MUDDLED; 
Or, Drama, the Dictator, and the Variety Victim. 


SCENE I.—London and its Environs, Theatres B., L., L.C., B.C., 0.?., 
P.8., and, in fact, N., 8.,E., W., N.-N.E., N.W., SE, 8.W., W., N.W., 
ete., etc. Time, gents, please, is evening. Snowstorms B., sun- 
thine L. Both combined,c. Fog over all. In short, the scene 
represents London in the height of the climate, Music tragices». 
Enter MELPOMENE. 

MELPOMENE, ‘Tis fit I speak in my accustomed verse, 

Which has to be the blankest of the blank. 
No Muse of Tragedy can ever be 
Considered genuine without that trade mark. 
Lo! I am suffering—or like to suffer— 
A mighty and a marrow freezing wrong. ‘Chord, 
‘Tis this! that all those haunts of vice called music hal!s 
(Or places that were haunts of vice aforetime) 
Are daring to endeavour to reform, 
By playing to their public so called sketches, 
The which are nothing clse than tiny stage plays. 
| Weeps copiously into the poison bowl she carries and wipes her 
eycs with her dagger. 


(Music Livelioswo, Enter THALIA, in a hansom cab and 
evening dress.) 


THALIA, Hallo, my solemn sister! What's the trouble now? 
Why, beshrew me, thou art piping thine eye right copiously. (Alight- 
ing and crossing to her.) \es,as 1 thought. Thou hast een diluted 
thy poison even more than according to price. Why is this thus, 
Sister Melly? 

MeL, Why, the music hall and eke variety stages, 
These pandemonia where folk drink and smoke, 
Are playing playlets vice sultry songe. 
But (brandishing bowl and dagger) they die, forsooth! and 
that right presently. 
THA. It is annoying, maybe, to tind some of the pieces belonging 











to the stage cut down and served up for this purpose. But still, if it 
does improve the entertainment and the entertained, why grumble, 
doncherknow? What! I’fackins! 
MEL. Aroint thee, chit! Lo, 1 have actor friends— 
They will support me in my Dark Crusade! 
Eater several Playactors, such as Mz. H. WoLsey, Mp. B, T. 
HAMLET, Mz. WALKER-LONDON, etc., etc. 


Ma, Wotsey. Ya-as! in the praime committee taime 
I said it wus too cool, 
For naughtay music hallish boys 
T’ approch the Drama's school, 
Where many smok’, and others drenk 
Laike trutlets in a pool! 


Mr. B. T. HAMLET. I must confess that (modest as I am) 
Tis not to be denied, the Play’s the Thing, 
And Art can ne’er to music halls take wing— 
The rest is silence! 
Mr. WALKER-LONDON. O, no, it ain't! a ’cos yer didn’t arsk 
What it was that I—Thalia’s pa— 
(Who is, in point of fact, the fader o’ she) 
Was about to say (or sing) on this affair. 


SoLo—Mr. W.-LONDON. 

“QO ! it’s nothing!” you may say, 

But J remark, “ It’s something!” 
And I mean to have my say 

On this theme, that’s a rum thing! 
Well, l’ve not much to now advance 

Those *‘ hall ’-marked coves to parry ; 
Bat thes J ses, and I ses “ at a glance,’ 

‘ Ditto to my friend ’Arry !” 


REFRAIN (to a change cf air). 
You never will match (whistles) 
This drol! dispatch (whistles). 
You'll never veat our ’Enery—never ! 
Such a jolly good Speaker's |! 
Mea, W. True, my orld frand! Wherever pipple smok’, 
They should nat have the drammar for amu—u—u—se—mant, 
A sodar wottar, pley, Aim running now— 
But if a smokking theatah were naxt door, 
Ai fil quaite sure the public there would goa. 


[Music Checrioso. Enter MR. FuN. Tremendous and over- 
whelming applause stops the Actors for several minutes. 
When this subsides and Mr, FUN has nearly bowed his head 
off, he proceeds thusly :— 
Mr. |! uN. Permit me, as the Common Sense Comedian 
(The Leading Low-Com. of the IR, Life), 
To point out unto you, my worthy pros. 
(Whom I have known and honoured many years), 
You seem to do yourselves a great injustice, 
Nay, e’en to undervalue those great gifts 
With which you have for years delighted Britain ! 
To say that if the music halls perform 
Their sketches unto folks who take a whiff, 
And now and then a drink to moisten it, 
Perforce, must lure the patrons from your shows, 
Is, | maintain, to do your art a slight, 
lsesides, is not your intresting profession— 
lo put it plainty—somewhat overstocked ? 
Mr. W., Etc, Alas! itis, And yet we brethren here 
(And others who have players’ good at heart) 
All do our best to help the struggling pro. 
Mr. UN, You do, indeed! All honour to you for it. 
But see,. . . 1 summon now unto your gaze 
A vision of some hundreds of poor pros. 
Who now find some employment in those sketches, 
Those music hall-marked playlets ye condemn ! 


(Wares his wise wand and discluses cision as promised, 
MELPOMENE shirks off. THALIA laughs. The afvresaid Eminent 
Actors grasp FUN's hand, Reconciliation, Refreshments and 


CURTAIN, 








Had other Fish to Fry. 


Brown.—* They tell me a good strong sea-breeze is the thing; for 
me: but I haven't decided where to go. By-the-way, Jones, you were 
at Scarboro’ last year: whats the Scarboro’ breeze like?” 

Jones.— Egad, old man, I'm ashamed to own it: but I was so busy 
sampling the Scarboro’ booze that I really hadn’t time to sample the 
Scarboro’ breeze!” 


THE card player's favourite hymn :—There is a nappy land. 
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(1) The News Fiend on the job with the latest rib- 

thumping lie. (2) To the great agitation of the / 
British Public, (3) Subsequent inability to find the 
required brown, owing to the aforesaid agitation. P.S.— 
the News Fiend is chronically destitute of change. 
(4) Delight of the B.P. upon finding that his purchas 
ig not a special. (5) Followed by anxiety and bad 
dreams, (6) Next moraing: Minute search in the 
daily paper, with no result. (7) The News Fiend at 
it again. Repudiation of last night’s gag. Latest new): 
spiced excitement served up to be contradicted in due 
course, 
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May-Day Up To Date. 


THERE was a time when May-day (now a not-far-away-day) was a 
piay-day and a hey-day and a gay-day; but (misery me lack-a-day- 
day !) it seems to have decayed-aye, till it has become merely a make- 
it-pay-day | 

The worship of Mammon (which we call civilization) has super- 
seded the worship of Momus (which we call humbug). We don’t go 
in for light hearts, but for heavy purses. Our May-day processions 


are processions of sandwich men; our May (Queens are rigged up iz 


a 


















effigy to call attention to the newest thing in female dress; our 
Jacks-in-the-Green are green backed ledgers; and when mother 
“ wakes and calls us early,” it’s to assure us that we'll either lose our 
life in scurrying to catch the workman's train to town, or—what is 
worse—lose threepence-ha'penny through losing it! 








Se 


YOUNG men and maidens, as a rule, play whist execrably ; but they 
generally manage to follow suit when Acarts are trumps 
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| The cheering nettle-cup to make, 
Put on and boil the kettle! 
For if, in sooth, nutritious be 
The nettle food, can nettle tea 
Do harm? So EAT AND DRINK with glee 
The generous Stinging Nettle! 
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| “Is it Ay or No? Is it Ay or No? 

“ Won’T you say ‘yes,’ my darling?” has been the lover’s cry to 
| his loved one for ages: and it has been thought that on no other 
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occasion can those six words be invested with such a depth of pathos, 
such a height of passion, such a breadth of unutterable yearning. 
But this is a fallacy. There comes a time when the self-same lover 
| has the self-same words addressed to him in a way that knocks his 
| own version into a cocked hat: in a wav that sets his flesh creeping 
and his hair curling: in a way that makes him feel as if there had 
been a violent collision between the Neverbefore and the Neveragain 
on the fogbound borders of the Somewhereorother : in a way——but 
| why attempt to describe the indescribable?. . . It is when he has got 
| married, and his wife is asking him to buy her a new dress! 


Versa Vice. 
WRITING verses is a vice, 
I, for one, could curse a 
Poet who’s considered nice ; 
Poets too, to be precise, 
Hate me vice versa. 








We Know a Man— 

WHO bas such a dreadful mania for philately, that, when a sixteen 
stone clodhopper came down on his most cherished corn the other day, 
he eagerly remarked, “ Evad! that seems to be a very rare stamp! 
What price will you take for it, my boy?” 

Who, though he hasn’t a grain of superstition, has found it decidedly 
unlucky to go under a ladder. He is a bricklayer, and he went under 
the ladder rather suddenly—off the top of it! 

Who hasn’t a spark of religion, yet walks consistently on the 
‘narrow way” all the days of his life. He is a funambulist. 





. SHORT AND SWEET. Who kindly presents us with large quantities of foolscap paper. But 
Short.— Yes, Miss Sweet, I’m ‘cast for ashort part again in the | he hasn’t the forethought to leave it blank ; so we are obliged to put 
new piece. I'm always cast for short parts, I’m sureI don’t know _ our gratitude in our pocket and his gifts in the waste tub. 
why.” Who never pays his cabman a halfpenny more than the exact legal 
[ Miss Sweet thinks neither his stature nor his talents entitle him fare. It is needless to add that he is a well known pugilist. 





to a long part, but she suggests a more palatable explanatwn. 





| gorau A SEEDY friend of ours declares that writers and people are quite 
Meat and Drink for the Million. wrong when they say that life is a mere bagatelle. As far as he is 
concerned, he says life is a billiard table, because there are so many 

empty pockets knocking about! 


{The Vegetarian Feieral Union, whose headquarters are in Farringdon Street, 
strongly recommend boiled stinging nettles for human food.—Press.] 


Go to, good alchemist, go to! 
Without your aid we well could do, 
Though really into gold, sir, you 
Could turn each baser metal ; 
For such an art, though passing rare, 
Could ne'er in usefulness compare 
With that which into dainty fare 
Transforms the Stinging Nettle ! 








That burning question, “ How, alas! 
Must people of the humblest class 
Exist when they are short of brass? 
We now at lencth can settle : 
For as the breezes freely blow— 
As village streamlets freely tlow— 
So freely through the land doth 
grow 
The healthy Stinging Nettle ! 
Then :rise, poor folks, at break of 
day, 
And out into the country stray, 
Yet linger not o'er bird on spray 
Or flower with dewy petal : 
But there, with we]! rewarded toil, 
Luxuriant nettle beds despoil, 
And carry to your homes, and boil, -_ re 
And eat, the Stinging Nettle! ek 
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Thus, thus your fast you'll cheaply EVERY MAN TO HIS’ TRADE. 
_break, “ What sort of harness do you call it that old bloke’s got on, Bill?” 
And, if your thirst you'd cheaply “Blest if I know. One o’ these ere ‘igh church dignumtaries, I expect. Looks like a blooming old 


blake, ostler going to a funeral, don’t h 
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THE ANARCHIST’S REVENGE. A MAY DAY ROMANCE. 


The Bewstchin Housemad, ; (2 ; 
The Jealous PeBeemiin, >: | Pair ny 
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To the Master of Balliol. | Not for a £alaman-der. : Shakespeare. 
ud Pre aE " ; t ‘ ll, and with Ai 
Wealuratane PWOMAN through 9 Mane yeaa OT aiman wn”? | word, She shook the workd.—Tennpoon.) 
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Though no pl re hes beholden, (Published in Heinemann’s nicest and neatest form)— HE ~% the world from year to 


Proves to have numerous 
Narratives humorous, 
Likewise true pathos set forth in the sweetest form! 


Though your silence may be gold, 
We are really bound to state. oh, 
That your speech is merely Plato, 


A poet wise and fearless, [ pear, 
Or take the peare, or leave the 














| And still the man is peerless, 
A PAY TENT.—The refreshment A PARADOX.—Although this is a most enlightened age, there is no Cuimese blind men ought to 
marquee at a cricket meeting. doubt that what most aldermen would like to be is—be knighted. live at Kontsee, 
By To COoRR ESPON DENTS—The Lditor does not bind himserci/ acknowledge, returt r pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned un/ess 
accompantea OY aé amped ana directed eneriope 
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The Giddy Young Thing. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


GRACIOUS goodness, deary me! 
Who'd have thought it? Who'd 
have thought it ? 
' Only fancy, Mr. G. 
| Treating Female Suffrage thus, 
' With a sort of muffled cuss! 
| That’s the manner in which he 
Scouts the scheme as hazardous : 
That’s the welcome he has brouy'\t 
it! 
Nice old spinster’s hopes are dash‘d 
For the nonce about the matter ; 
Grand Old Man is not so mash’d 
' As, no doubt, she’d like to find 
_ Were the case; across his mind 
Some contingencies have flash d 
That have made him disinclined 
Her desire for votes to flatter. 


Poor dear lady shows that she 
Does not deem herself in clover : 
Feels annoyed with Mr. G., 
Who avers he isn’t sure 
She’s quite fitted to endure 
Franchise duties ; “ But,” says he, 
‘‘When you’re older, more mature, 
I’ll be charm’d to talk it over.” 


aa b OAM Her Malady. 
Fe as! (OO) (Io >—— - <a ba Joanna,—“ Whatever makes you look 
Vignes |: = so miserable, Julia?” 
Julia,—“ My Adolphus has just 
treated me——” 
Jvanna,—" Ha! with disdain, eh ?— 
and it has given you the heartache?”’ 
Julia.— Not at all. Treated me to 
ice-cream, and it has given me the 
st***ch ache.” 


Gratitude. 
(A RONDEL.) 


You hate me, Jones; but why you do 
Is past my comprehension. 

The times that I’ve been bail for you, 
When you've been in detention, 
I should not like to mention. 

, As children we together grew ; 

You hate me, Jones; but why you do 

Is past my comprehension. 





NOT SO VERY DIFFICULT. 
Rev. Mr. Menier (fishing for a charity subscription).—“ Ah! my dear young lady, it’s very hard 
to be poor!” 
Miss Sauciety (with not too much pin money).—"“ Yes, it may be very hard, but yet I have known 
several that have managed it.” 


The fiver that I lent you, too, 
You took with condescension ; 

Your friendship then, perhaps, was true, 
Or possibly invention. 

You hate me, Jones; but why you do 
Is past my comprehension. 


The Cap and Bells. 


“THE cap and bells,” the jester cried, 
“T wear once more, whate’er betide, 
Though, even at the close of day, 

The jest and jester pass away. 
‘Let king and peasant shrink and hide, 
Go fling the portal open wide, 

I'll meet proud Death with equal pride, 


And flaunt in all their glory gay 

The cap and bells,” 

ANOTHER INJUSTICE,— People are 
asking if the Stone of Blarney be a 
Shamrock. 


Lo, as he spake, the jester died. 
For Death, that will not be denied. | 
That heeds not scorn, nor spares dismay, 
Had freed the spirit from the clay. 
The time was come to lay aside 
The cap and bells. 


A KNOCK-DOWN blow.—The rap of 
the auctioneer’s hammer. 








OF: RAN DAUER & Gadbu rm 


‘“‘The Typical Cocoa of NO 








Geld Medal Awarded. Health Exhibition, London. 
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(1) May Meetings now full many a crowd enthral, (4) From| Buffalo Billet'doug you{may decide 
Both on the racecourse and at Exeter Hall. Bill's. batch will here again be Cody-fied. 
2) Confidence dodgers, not suspecting guile, (5) A Stratford-on-Avon yokel showed regard 
( ) Heard és Dock *Cumentary scart tad Shite. For one whom he believed FUN's brother Bard, 
(3) To artists’ shows some ladies largely press, () May each Anarchist, who human life would wreck, 
But they're not too artistic in their dress. Find Justice’s stern foot upon his neck | 


(7) When Merry May remarked, “ Do you love Me?” 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


I WONDER why some dra- 
matic authors take it for 
granted that the sympathies of 
an audience must always be 
with the impecunious young man who wants 
to marry somebody (a wealthy somebody) 
else’s daughter? And whose method of win- 
ning over the reluctant parent is to enter his 
house in disguise 
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and commit other 

‘| impertinences cal- 

| culated to raise 
os. what is poetically 
‘it HW termed the “dan- 
a der” of the most 
4; ul long suffering and 
i i peacefully disposed 
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e) f Ray 
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THR COMEDY.—TFA AND 
TREACHERY. 


THE WILES OF THE WIDOW DuprRez. THE 
DEPTHS OF DUPREZVITY. 


being in creation.... 
On second thoughts, | 
don't wonder why they 
take it for granted—if they didn’t, they wonldn’t get it at all. 





t THE main constituents of The \WWidow, just produced here, are old 

. fashioned (not to say, played out) incidents and characters, dulness of 
dialogue and general puerility. There 7s one particularly good joke 
in the play. It consists in telling an elderly lady that she is old, and 

i 80 fond is the author of this special bit of humour, that, even when 
the elderly lady is not present, the characters tell each other that she 
isold, This keeps the Pilarity up to hysterical pitch, 


THE author is, on the whole, fortunate in his interpreters. Miss 
Annie Irish imparts the charms of her attractive personality and 
| delicate comedy to the principal character, which never fail it, even 
Hid in its most childish moments. Mr. Arthur Cecil, as a silly old 
tt gentleman, who tries to learn French in order to captivate the widow 
, (probably because she is an American), contrived to occasionally 
Lf suggest that he wasn’t the improbability he seemed. Miss Lizzie 
4 Henderson's “old woman" was a very excellent and artistic bit of 

work. Mr. Eric Lewis worked hard as the 
impecunious young man who takes such a 
lot of trouble without reason or result. Mr. 
Greville’s Frenchman is an excellent bit of 
character. Mr, Sternroyd is a trifle crude, 
but has excuses, Perhaps the most all round 
successful performance is that of Mr, W. 
Wyes; the contemptuous dignity and 
amused but perfectly respectful superiority 
of his butler is irresistibly ludicrous, and 
really worth a lot of money. He never loses 
that beautiful dignity—even when crumpled 
with wrestling warfare. 





I sUPpPoOsE, if we are unable to look upon 
The Widow as anything but a pil), we are 
called upon to regard the little comedietta, 
Time is Money, as the sugar after it. The 
pill is portentous, but the sugar is certainly 
sweet and eminently calculated to take 
unpleasant tastes out of one’s mouth. I 
don’t know that anything better than the 
acting of Mr. C. Hawtrey and Miss Lottie 
Venne in this smart trifle need be desired. Mr. Hawtrey is par- 
ticularly good—lI say it with reluctance, because he’s the manager and 


(if you're in a bad suspic - mour) you say that’s why I say it 








te THE COMEDY.—ON THE 
THaAC(T). 





But if you know Mr. Hawtrey’s acting at all, you know better—at 
least, you don’t know better—well, you know 
what I mean. Miss Vane Featherston—by-the- 
way, where has she been all this long time ?— 
appears as a servant, with honour. The play, I 
may observe, is from the pens of Mrs. Hugh Bell 
and Mr. A. Cecil, and is decidedly entertaining. 





THE CourtT.—This theatre, now under the 
sole management of Mr. Arthur Chudleigh, has 
re-opened with still the “triple bill” (as it is 
called). Two fresh items (one new) and one 
old one are presented. The two fresh ones are 
The New Sub, by Mr. S. Hicks (the new one), 
and Rozencrantz and Guildenstern, Mr. W. 
S. Gilbert’s clever travesty of Hamlet (which 
first appeared in these pages “many, many 
years ago”), and the old one is the apparently 
perennial Pantomime Rehearsal, 











THE new piece is exceptionally clever. There 
is a lot of story in it for one act, but I don’t 
know that that isa great disadvantage under 
the circumstances, The military flavour, the natural humour (there’s 
a capital Irishman in it), and the first rate acting give it a lightness 
and buoyancy which carry it through on the top of the wave. There 
is just the necessary ring of sentiment 
in it, too, to give it solidity, and the 
author is certainly entitled to a com- 
memorative medal bearing the motto, 
“Bravo, ’Icks!” The acting is so 
good at all points that I simply refer 
you to the complete list in the pro- 
gramme. 


THE COMEDY. — WYEs. 
AFTER THE EVENT. 















Nops AND WINKS.—Somebody said 
that Mr. Mansfield was going tooccupy 
the Lyceum for two months next 








autumn: now 
somebody says 
he isn’t, so you 
can take it either 
way, or both or 
neither. — Dur- 
ing the second 
week in May, Mr. 
Lauri will pro- 
duce a farcical 
operetta at the 
Criterion by 
Messrs, Hough- 
ton and Mabson, entitled Did You Ring’ the music being from the 
pen of Mr. Landon Ronald, the accomplished pianist now “ presiding ” 
at the performances of /’ Enfant Prodigue “every afternoon at 
three,”’"— Miss Edith Gordan promises us a matinée 
with a new play called Hush Money. This is not 
the first time a play has received that title, by-the- 
way.—On the 12th inst. Herr Meyer Lutz takes his 
annual “ben,” at the Gaiety. The occasion will be 
noticeable for the inclusion, in an extensive pro- 
gramme, of A Fair Equestrienne, with Miss Cora 
Stuart in the chief part, which she has made so popu- 
lar in the country.—On the 9th, Miss Kate Santley 
returns to the Music Hall Stage—that of the Troca- 
dero being selected—after the lapse of some time.— 
Miss Nellie Ganthony, whose musical sketch forms 
such a clever lerer de rideau to The Magistrate, at Terry's Theatre, 
has to appear in Manchester, next week. During her absence, Mr. Ben 
Nathan will give a new and original entertainment, Miss Ganthony 
resuming her engagement at Terry’s on Monday, May 9th, NESTOR 
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THE PROFESSOR OF LANGUAGE 
PURSUES HIS AVOCATION, 


THE COMEDY. 














FUN. 185 


ON PLAYS AND DRINKS. 
p 4 long standing mystery by explaining that the nature of the drinks consumed 


Before the Parliamentary Commission Mr. Irving cleared u 
at a theatre is regulated by the nature of the play. Henry VIII. is a sodawater play, while The Bells caused a run on brandy at the buffet, 
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But when they got there, what was his horror on finding that the 


Our friend K. Mohmter Teagh knew this, and this was the reason 
programme had been changed to The Bells ! 


that, when Whaggles said, ‘“‘ Look here, old boy, I’ve got two stalls for 
Come?” Teagh replied, “‘ Ah, well, Mrs, Teagh is very 


the Lyceum. 
particular, You’re sure it’s Henry VIII?” 























“ My d’ boy!” he faltered, a little later, “Sh’ go 'ome ‘twonce— 
daren’t stay shee lasht act—conshquences ‘dbe abslooly appallin’ 





“I—I can’t help it, Miss,” murmured poor Teagh, going to the 
buffet for his ninth brandy and soda, “it’s the play.” ; 
Pummee in a cab!’ 
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‘ A 
“all copshquence sudden alterasbn in progr—progrm ! 





“ Can't be shponshble oth’ people's acte, my love!” explained poor Teagh ; 
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THE DYING PRIMROSE. 


FADING AWAY; OR, THE COMING DISSOLUTION. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 192, 
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THE REJECTED. 
Distinguished Amateur—“ Now, I wonder why the B.A.s rejected 


that; the background isn’t bad—eh ?” 

Fair Critic -—“ Well—no—compared with the figure!” 

D. A-—" But, hang it! the fi is all right!” 

F. C-—* Oh, of course |—at ell, compared with the back- 
ground,” 


——— = 


In the Spring. 


(For the romantic version of “In the Spring,” vide “Locksley Hall.” lines 17 to 20 
inclusive. For the realistic ditto, cast your jocular ocular hereunder.) 

In the Spring the ground is guiltless of the white and fleecy snow ; 
In the Spring, though April's gusty, Christmas gales no longer blow. 
Ie tities ten beret ot actos Couseoctets from tho eas 

In the Spring it’s safe to wager that the winter-tide has fied. 


In the Spring the dainty damsel in her sweetest robes is drest ; 
In the Spring the wanton masher dons a light and lovely vest. 
In the Spring our winter clothing to our uncle goes again ; 

In the Spring our gaudy garments from our uncle we obtain. 


In the Spring you start reflecting on the joys of summer hous ; 
In the Spring you sniff the briny from afar and smell the flowers, 
In the Spring with stingy fin in your money chest you dip ; 
In the Spring you save your shillings for the summer seaside trip. 


In the Spring the bloated burglar quits his business in disgust. 
In the Spring your pipes relinquish their propensity to “ bust,” 
In the nga sack of Silkstone further in Winter goes. [ grows, 
In the Spring—ob, priceless blessing !—somewhat less your gas bill 


In the Spring, as forth we wander, let us never lose our wits ; 

In the Spring the cyclist, scorching, knocks John Gilpin into fits ; 

In the Spring, when frosts have flitted, fleetly forth cabman flits ; 
In the Spring, unless you're careful, you'll be smashed to tiny bits. 


In the Spring you sleep a fortnight on a measly shakedown bed ; 
Grane Siting you fad your dinner dows ix cookie’s kitchen epreed. 
In the as wonted quis Souk yok Sain One anne 

In the Spring the great Spring C g plays the d—! with your home. 


In the Spring fate, O children! makes our pitying bosom ache ; 
In the Spring toe tomsclo-teteatee egnlinalion ¥0 must take. 
Injthe Spring, O luckless lodger! nightly is turned to dread ; 
In the Spring the vanished “ vampires” reappear within your bed. 


In the Spring a nameless frenzy fills the ’s breast ; 

In the Spring he raves of zephyrs, blossoms, buds, and all the rest ; 
In the Spring he lightly, brightly tunes his lyre to songs of love ; 
In the Spring his amorous ditties on the refuse heap we shove. 











FUN-DE-SINCLE FAROBS. 


THE OBSTINATE POOR! 
Adapted from several annoying cases. 

Scene 1.—An office, with the usual appurtenances thereto, TimMze— 
well, time everyone had done work for the day. ANCIENT CLERK 
discovered half blind with poring over papers and—but time and 
the present Act will show, 

ANCIENT CLERK. It grows late, and—I—grow feeble—from want 
of rest and want of food! Still, I must on—on (makes another effort 
Jor some hours). Ah, fain would I rest, but dare not. I must earn 
my living, such as it is, and the living of those near and dear to 
me. The extra pence I shall make to-night means extra food to them 
at least—JZ cannot eat—not yet! not yet! Here, too, is the additional 
work my employer brought in when he left early this afternoon, that 
must be done (reeling with giddiness and weakness); but how? how? 
(Nerving himself by a supreme effort.) It MusT. My duty, my duty! 
(Pegs away again for several hours far into the night.) Alas! my 
limbs totter! my head reels—I must rest afew moments. (He rests 
awhile.) 

ScENE—the same, T1IME—the next morning. Enter EMPLOYER, etc. 


EMPLOYER, ETC. I say, Ancient Clerk! Good gracious! he sleeps ! 

Enter Doctor. Yes!—(examining A. C.)}—For Ever! 

Enter CORONER and Jury. Verdict.—Death from Overwork and 
Underfeeding ! 


Scene Il.—A Signalbox ona certain line. SIGNALMAN discovered 
weary and worn. 

SIGNALMAN. How tired I feel! and yet I have only been at work 
twenty-two hours and a half. Another nineteen hours more, and then 
—rest ! ( Works.) 1 cannot understand why I should feel so tired to- 
night. I have worked far longer at a stretch than this—yes, for days 
together. And yet—to-night—somehow—I—— (Dies.) 

Enter CORONER and JURY. 


CORONER and JuRY. And we beg to add that some alteration 
should be made in the hours of labour, etc., etc, 


ScENE III.—Lambeth Workhouse. GUARDIANS (most of them good- 
hearted this time) discovered. An emaciated and semi-starved 
WOMAN enters, 


THE GUARDIANS. Well, and what do you want, poor woman? 

THE WomAY, O, tlemen, for the love of Heaven allow me 
some outdoor relief, or I and those dependent on me will surely starve ! 

THE G.s. But, have you no work ? 

Woman. Yes, gentlemen. I am a mantle maker, and I work fora 
middlewoman—lI don’t know the name of the firm she acts for—but 
if my sister and I work hard all day and right on to two o’clock in 
the morning, we can only earn tenpence between us, and we cannot 
get enough food—— 

THE G.s. But if we give you relief, we are using the rates to 
help such employers as those you name. We cannot well do that, but 
if you come in, etc., etc. (Left debating as scene changes.) 


Scene 1V.—A Casual Ward in the North of London. 


. OFFICIAL, Where is that ex-labourer? Why is he not at the 
crank? Go, some of you, and fetch him! 


[Zaewnt SEVERAL. Presently they return. 


SEVERAL, Please, sir, he cannot crawl. He says he’s ill ! 

OFFICIAL. Away with him to the magistrate! Charge him with 
orsrnny Bin perform his work! (Subordinates do sv, and presently 
return bearing the culprit.) 

SUBORDINATES. Please, the magistrate says the man is ill, and has 
remanded him so that he may go into hospital. 

OFFICIAL, Hospital forsooth! Here, you shammer, get to work ! 

OMNES, Look... . Please, sir, he’s dead ! 

CORONER. Yes, and it would be well in future if casuals were 
examined by the doctor before being with refusing to work ! 

Mr. FuN (entering). Surely it is time that such terrible cases as 
these were properly looked into by Press, Public and—— (his voice is 
suddenly ; 
EVERYBODY (in terrible anguish), O horror! Orme is ill! 
Poor old Orme, etc., etc, 

Enter several BULLETINS, WIRES, ETC, 


BULLETINS, WIRES, ETC. Health of Orme! Latest condition of 
Orme! How Orme slept last night! Extraction of Orme’s offside 
Molar! Horror at headquarters! Orme off his feed! The Duke, 
ditto! Orme with the whooping cough, etc., etc, (Consternation 
and CURTAIN. 








“ Don’t you think there's a smack of Hugo about my style?” Miss 
Lotta Lyde asked Sharpe Blunt, the critic, who replied, with his 
usual amiability, “ There's a good deal more of Ego.” 
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(1) “Look here,” said Shotto to Cvoalhole, one day, “can’t 
we get up a bit of a surprise for Shikee on his birthday? Let's and 
serenade him first thing in the morning, we could get lots of 
(2) There’s young Skrolser, the chorister, 


fellows to help. 


(3) And Blumson, the fellow who plays the toot horn, 





fools! get out!” 
morning. 





(4) And 





Swagley could bring his concertina,” 
unctually, as the clock struck six on the morning 
(6) “ You 
There was no more smiling for them that 


dismal chorus of “ Awake, awake, thou smiling morn.” 























(5) So it was settled 
, arose a 








Picture Shows. 


THE Royan ACADEMY.—Year by year, 
portrait and landscape become more and 
more important, and there is much that is 
truly good of both in the present collection, 
Of the portraits, those by W. W. Ouless, B.A., 
H. Herkomer, R.A., E. J. Gregory, A.R.A., are 
among the finest; and of landscapes, those 
by Sir J. E. Millais, R.A.,J. W. North, R.W:S., 
David Murray, A.R.A., and Yeend King. 
Numberless other artists send beautiful works, 
Sir John Gilbert, R.A., has a fine example, 
“A Venetian Council of War”—grand in 
treatment and rich in colour. The same grand 
feeling is to be found in two small pictures, 
“Thirst” and “Lions Drinking,” by J. M. 


Swan. Room 13 contains a number of small 


res iough almost to form a separate 





exhibition. Amongst the many gems, very 
rominent are “When the Boats Come In,” 
y Owen Dalziel, and three highly finished 
little works by Hal Ludlow. 


THE New GALLERY is rich in portraits, 
that of Walter Crane, by G. F. Watts, R.A., 
has high qualities, w might well be 


studied by some of our most popular men. 
Those by Shannon are of unequal merit. 
There are many fine landscapes, amongst the 
best being those by David Murray, A.B.A., 
and J. W. North, R.W.S. 

RoyaL Society oF PAINTERS IN WATER 
CoLours.—* Digging Potatoes,” by Lionel 
Smythe, “Cupid in the Pear-Tree,” by J. W. 
North, and “Boys Making a Fire” by G. 
Clausen, are amongst the most remarkable 
exhibits of the present show. The President, 





| 





Sir John Gilbert, has but one small work. 
Carl Haag has the place of honour with an 
elaborate group, and at the opposite end of the 
gallery is a very fine picture by KE. Buckman. 


A Dynamite. Mightn’t He? 
An Anarchist, who feared “ the cat,” 
Fled from wo ape where Justice sat, 
And got a berth as waiter at 

An inn, “ The Greyhound,” hight, 
As nobody was in the know— 
Well, nobody objected, so 
Pray, why Id I object? although, 
Perhaps, a diner might, 








Frowens of speech ; Tulips, 
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EPISODE IN THE LIFE OF ONE OF OUR ARTISTS. 




























































































* Ob, I'll settle that!” Various 


ms of art 


‘* I think there’s a knock.” 


are used to fill the underneath crack. 


“Come in!” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
A Derpy favourite—Sir William Harcourt ; and the Duke of Devon- 
shire found it out when he addressed the right hon. bart’s constituents 
in the capital of the Peak country. 


country, for certain reasons.) 


Labby tried very cleverly, but vainly, to draw the Prime Minister's 


First Mate as to the date of the dis- 
solution. Somebody has also been 
trying to draw the French Ambas- 
sador. The burden of the Conserva- 
tive song, however, is,“ I know not 
when the day shal! be.” 

Sir E, Birkbeck is to be congra- 
tulated on and thanked for the 
success of his resolution in favour 
of telephonic and telegraphic com- 
munication between coastguard and 
signalling stations round the coast. 
This will be another good Birkbeck 
Institution. 

Mr. Ellis’ Bill, giving religious 
bodies similar powers to railways to 

‘quire sites, was read a second time, 
and goes where the good bills go—to 
a Select Committee. 

According to Mr. Chaplin the 
South of Seotland is in a similar 
plight to Hamelin Town, “in Bruns- 
wick, near famous Hanover City,” 
only ite plague is Om f. not Tats 





(The Duke calls it the pique 


Here is a chance for the Pink ’Un office cat. 
WEDNESDAY.—Suffering Woman claims Woman's Suffrage. A good 
many cross speeches, a good deal of cross voting. 
Women’s Suffrage defeated by narrow and narrow-minded majority. 


Stock arguments all trotted out. Samuel Smith afraid country would be 





WOMEN AS VOIERS.—WILL IT EVER COME TO THIS? AND IPF IT DOER?.CAN 
ANYONE DO r ON WHICH SIDE THE VOTIN TILL BE 


overrun with lady orators. Good many old women on the stump 


inside the House now. Neat retort 
of Balfour in reply to objection that 
woman could not fight for the 
country, that man over 60 pretty 
well equally disqualified. 

THURSDAY.—Principally devoted 
to contemplation of the probabilities 
of a little warcloud in the Nyanza 
district, no bigger than a man’s hand 
—at present. Then we really had 
to look after those gay young parsons, 
and settled down to the Clergy 
Discipline (Immorality) Bill. 

At St. James’ Hall on Tuesday 
Women’s Rights led to Women’s 
Riots, Query, are not the Liberals 
once again giving the Tories a chance 
to steal their clothes? Women’s 
Suffrage used to be considered essen- 
tially a Liberal measure. Do Gladdy 
and Labby want to drive the many 
men and women pledged to it into 
the fold of the Primrose League? 
THE MAW IN THE CLOCK TOWER 
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A USEFUL HELPMATE. 


(1) Mrs. Greymare was a most devoted wife. When her solitary 
retainer joined the “ Domestic Servants’ Strike,” she resolved that, 
cost her what it might, her husband should suffer no inconvenience on 
that account. (2) She therefore “ buckled to,” and did the work 
herself—of course, with a little assistance from Greymare. His share 
of the labour consisted in such trifles as making the beds, sweeping 
floors, scrubbing the kitchen, lighting the fires, ete. (3) Then, of 
course, Cleaning the windows came within his province. He liked 

















that, especially when they were six stories up. (4) He naturally 
did not object to carrying forty or fifty pails of water up to the 
garret either. (5) And how he enjoyed the nice little breakfast 


that he found Mrs. Greymare had cooked all by herself as a special 
treat for him ! (6) Then he found there was just time for him to 


set to and blacklead the grates (7) And black the boots (8) Be- 
fore he had to rush off for the City train, He only just caught 
it that morning. 





- -_ IKE its N DENTS.—The Z£diior 


does not bind himsel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. ln no case will they be returned uniess 
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accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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AN UNEQUAL POSITION. 
(They were hoth newly wedded, and had not met since the happy events.) 
Mrs. Butterman (who has married solely for cash)—‘ AH! HOW D'E DO, DEAR? How NICE TO MEET OLD FRIENDS IN TOWN”— 


(with a glance at Mr. Lovebird)—* AND THEIR HUSBANDS,” 
[ Mrs. Lovebird, who has married for love, with a glance at Mr, Butterman, regrets she cannot echo the latter compliment. 

















The Dying Primrose. Drooping and bending, I’'ate has decreed it, 
(SEE CARTOON.) Drawn near to an ending, The wiser ones hced it : 
. . y in Poor little primrose, thou'rt fading away ! Yes, little primrose, thou’rt fading away ! 
AH, little primrose, thou pride of the Tories 
Who hoped their majority longer might Vainly the Marquis attempts thy revival $$$ $$$ 
last, | eee By fostering measures and eloquent touch ; ‘ WHAT a lot of those dear, charming hos- 
Dost thou not feel thy political glories Vainly his nephew eMC VeS Hs arrival pital nurses one sees about just now,” 
\re swiftly becoming a thing of the past. May bring thee the strength that thou “ Yes, football season's over, 80 their slack 
Month after month do thy fibres grow needest so much ; time's coming on.” 
weaker. Joseph may weep o’er thy withered per- pt St <e Fe oe 
Lees 9 a ae =, . tics ‘ aw. 
More shrivell'd thy leaves and thy blossoms fection ais ae. . array) ; AN AGED PRACTICE.—We know a doctor 
less gay, (With tlowers his button-hole oft he'll who is said to have tk tience of Job 
Pill the next Parliament choosing a Speaker Still at the Show of the Gen’ral Election ee Se See ee Se 
Will almost forget that thou ever held’st ‘Tis sure thou wilt make but a feeble “ 
sway, | display. A THING you always say “ No” to—Nothing. 














BIRD'S UTE C1. 
CUSTARD Reckitts Gadbur 


POWDER j & BI U e. English Manufacture, 


Supplies a Daily Luxury Dainties in endless WARNING. Absolutely Pure.” 
Variety. The Cl t Dis! nd the Bichest ~ Refuse all Substitutes. ] | 


Custard NO EGGS REQUIRED 


Bits 
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/ ge , : | al aati , ‘ %, aig ’ oy She mopped the 
4 policeman Thrown ino a Slvr nit. Atos 
a chest of €cgs. 


{) Cly-fakers working at a marriage, 

(1) The Season starts, and now, —_ aa, (4) pa gee ae ee 

Its charms (and chances) all should seize on. , , age 

i » send a bobby amid eggs spinning 

(2) There’s a chance for a trout at Staines and — (5) ae hela ye Gereniog. , 

S ice fish, too—that’s when you catch it! : 

erties hant tl (6) An organ man, a calf and doggie, 
8 ee, ee All rage and mix in manner foggy. 
wie But him, by fines, the Beak assuageth. ; " ayy 

7\ Some Cornishmen, while “ loyal toast -ing 
(7) 50m nishme fle" rage Sone 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


Py 
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THE CRITERION. A 


BACK IMPRESSION. 


dian pretending to 
paint a picture, 
that’s all right (ex- 
cept that it doesn’t 
come off until a 
liberal 8.40). There 
he is, directly the 
curtain rises, doing 
it ‘like natur.” 











Y 
ie 


— LADIES and gentlemen 
are particularly requested to 
be seated at 8.30, as the in- 
terest of the play commences 
with the rise of the curtain.” 
Thus a portion of the ad- 

vertisements of The Fringe 
_, of Society, Mr.Wyndham’s 
latest venture. If “the 
interest’ means the sight 
of our finest light come- 


a) 


aif 4g 





ro MY TALE OF WOE. 


Otherwise the interest can hardly be said to com- 


mence until somewhere about 9.50, at the beginning of the third act. 
All that has gone before might be told amply in a few sentences—in 


one if, like the cow’s tail of history, it were long enough. 


The first 


two acts are full of the tiresome straining after wit which is “so like 





THE CRITERION, 
ANOTHER Alias. 


Lady Barter, and Miss Car] lotta 
Lady 


tender recollections o 


reminiscences are ca 


f 


s 





; 
‘ 


the real thing,” and, therefore, so dull, It 
is curious—at least, is it?—that managers 
won't see that this subject is unattractive. 
With masterly workmanship, it might be 
made so in spite of itself (Aorget-me-not is 
the best form of it I’ve seen), but the 
Criterion version is far from masterly. 





Or course, it’s just possible that some 
people care for the goings on of odd crea- 
tures who think they are “in society” 
because they shake hands high up in the 
air (a very different thing from kissing 
hands high up in the social scale!), but | 
can't help hoping that they are to most 
people as irritating on the stage as they are 
of, They give the performers a chance, 
however, of depicting curious “ character, 
and that is the strength of the Criterion 
production. Mr. Maude's old rake is admir- 
ably done, with easy cleverness and finish 
—it is not his fault that it is “the same old 
rake" we've known from early infancy. 
Miss Ellis Jeffreys, if certainly not under 
acting, gives a very fair account of the soul- 
less “ frivoller.” The character Mr. Wynd- 
ham plays can searcely be called a being to 
whom one’s sympathies fly irresistibly as the 
needle to the pole, but there can be no ques- 
tion as to the art of the performance, its 
mellowed culture and finesse. Personally 
the enjoyment I obtained from this and one 
or two other things, I felt to be fully worth 
all the money I hadn't paid for it. 

Mrs. LANGTRY was possibly selected 
for Mrs. Eve-Allen because she had played 
Addison for Lady Carslow, from 
Dolly in Moths—poesibly not—anyway, 


. - 
Mi Langtry A fa wit no Pag 4 
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her usual want of depth, although she plays a portion of the third act 
with a sudden assumption of force and sympathy that made me jump 
from its unexpectedness, I think it 
would have been better if we could have 
had an inkling of its possibility before- 
hand. Mr. Vanderfelt’s earnest, if some- 
what rugged style, well becomes the part 
of Cuthbert and gives excellent life to it. 
The dainty grace of Miss Mary Moore, 
the refined cleverness of Miss Addison, 
the humours of Mr. Blakeley have very 
little scope for expression, but they get 
there just the same. 

Nops AND WINKS.—The restoration 
of Mr. Henry Irving to health and 
Hlenry VIII, was signalized by the col- 
lection of an enormous crowd at the 
doors hours: before the opening of the theatre. The police, in fact, 
had to ask that the opening should be done before the usual time, 
because people couldn’t get by the door; not that the management 
wanted them to go by,I should say.—In consequence of other arrange- 
ments, or re- arrangements, Mr. C. Lauri’s matinées of L’ Enfant 
Prodigue have come to an end for the present, so that The Pr odigal’s 
Return, Le Collier de Saphir and Did You Ring? will not be pro- 
duced at the Criterion as originally intended. Friends will kindly 
accept this intimation. (Mr. Lauri is understood to be on the prowl 
for another theatre, so there is no knowing what may yet happen.)— 
The Widow, unlike the traditional creature of the kind, has not proved 
very attractive. She has now retired from public raze, and in her 
place at the Comedy will shortly be found Zhe Custom House, which, 
we may hope, will bring the house plenty of custom, 





THE CRITERION.— 
THE INGENOO. 








THE French Season at the Opera Comique commences on the 23rd 
with Thermidor, M. Mayer, no doubt, desires a good rush for seats, 
but not, as he might say, “ enough to Tear- my-door down !’ '—This 
(Wednesday) afternoon Mr. W. H. Griffiths takes his annual benefit 
—at the Vaudeville. The Primrose Path (the title ought to draw all 
the Tories in London—there are some) is the name of a new play 
which will be presented on the occasion. It will have the advantage 
of engaging engaging Miss Norreys’ talents in one of the parts.—The 
burlesque on Lady Windermere’s Fan, by-the-way, will accompany 
The Custom House at the Comedy. The piece is written by Mr. ( 
Brookfield, and musically set by Mr, J. M. Glover.—Mr. G. Darrell, 





THE CRITERION.—GRKEAT SHAKES. 


the Australian gentleman who once brought The Sunny South over to 
us, is with us again. He is said to have more plays for us, All right, 
come along sonny.— Mr. Edmund Tearle presented Virginius and 
Robert Macaire at the Olympic on Saturday last, and Mr. Kirwan 
repeated his recitation of Othello at the Institute of Painters in Picca- 
dilly—I mean, in Water Colour—on the same evening. 

NESTOR. 


“THE Queen of Portugal generally sits by her husbes 
loes his work,” says a contemporary. Poor man! Now we 
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MAX THH MUMMBER: 
OR, SCENES BEHIND THE SCENES, 


CHAPTER VIII, 

WomAN has a deal to answer for. Perhaps that’s why she talks so 
incessantly. Amaryllis Ankerpank was responsible, as has been shown, 
for the curdling of the milk of kindness in my breast towards Grimbles, 

We were rehearsing a new and original play by Thredbayre, who 
had caught on, I ——s 
don’t quite know . 
the difference be- ,— 
tween “new and , 
original,’ except: _ 








in so far that a lot 
of so called new 
plays are not origi- 
nal, and a lot of 
original ones are 
not new; but that 
isa matter of detail. 

It was a Cavalier and Roundhead 
piece, Grimbles was the low comedy lover 
of Amaryllis, the ingéenue. I was her 
discarded lover and persecutor, and a / 
very heavy villain, Grimbles revelled \ ¥Z 
in his part; I writhed in mine, Still, I \2Z 
played it to the life so realistically,that ° \ 
the gods and pit hissed me vehemently 
every night ; and one lady in the uppermost circle was so enraged by 
my callous treatment of both the leading lady and the ingénue, that 
on my appearing at the end of the last act to take my call, she slung 
her right boot at me for “ be’avin’ like that to two poor gels.” 

Have you ever tried to drive a litter of sucking pigs out of a ten- 
acre field? If so, you may be able to partially appreciate the feelings 
of a stage manager at a rehearsal. This is something like what 
happens, 

We will suppose the play not to be sufficiently advanced for the 
rehearsal of scenery and properties. A ghastly grey light floods the 
stage, the auditorium is enveloped in darkness and holland chair 
covers, which look like the ghosts of those who in bygone times have 
satin them. The leading lady, the daughter of a Puritan, is dis- 
covered seated in front of a set scene representing a country lane. 
She is, however, supposed to be at her spinning wheel indoors, She is 
attired in a hat and sealskin jacket, and carries an umbrella, Enter 
to her, L.U.E., Royalist lover, in a suit of dittoes and a “ bowler”’ hat, 
swinging a whangee cane, 

ROYALIST LOVER. Come, Priscilla, there is no time to lose. Fly 
with me, and a coronet, so on, and so on. Let me see, I cross to R. 

PROMPTER. No, youdon’t. You retire up stage. 

PURITAN HEROINE. Fair queenly brow’s my cue—isn’t it? Tempt 
me not, fair sir! Knowthat I am my father’s only child—do get 
through this as quickly as you can, I want tocatch my train. Ask 
me not to bring my father’s grey hairs with sorrow to the grave. 

STAGE MANAGER. Now then, Jibblits, sorrow to the grave’s your 
cue, Where's Jibblits? (Excitement, shouts, excursions.) 

A VOICE (OFF). Mr. Grimbles has just stepped out for a minute to 
the * Blue Pig.” 

STAGE MANAGER. Go and fetch him, and tell him he'll be fined, 
Get on, then, with the scene with Slimeworm. 

[ Enter SLIMEWORM, IST R.E. 

SLIMEWoRM. So, then, I have you in my power? 

STAGE MANAGER. Quick, with that chord! No, that’s late! 
Try that again, please. 

SLIMEWoRM, Oh, this is sickening! So, then, 1 have you in my 
power, 

ROYALIST LOVER. Not so, Caitiff. Let's see, we cross here, old 
man. Now we grapple. 

HEAVY VILLAIN. Yes, dear boy, you take me by the collar, 

LEADING Lapy,. Oh! and I scream, 

STAGE MANAGER, Now then, band, violin pizzicato. 

ROYALIST LOVER, Give me room for my scene—gent 













that violin, very soft. Remember, I am a Fearnaught; and the word 
of a Fearnaught is his oath. Should harm come to her through thee, 
remember that my revenge shall be swift and sure, swell, swell. 
Confound it! I can't go on with this speech without the music. 
Farewell, sweetheart, we shall meet again, and so on, and so on—down 
to remember, Oh! Grimbles has turned up! Come on, old 
chap, you can pick it up from here, 

GRIMBLES. Oh, crikey! Slimeworm is foiled. 

THE AUTHOR. Here, I say! Crikey! isn't in the script, 

GRIMBLES. I know it isn’t; but it'll have to go in. 

THE AUTHOR, No fear! It’s an anachronism. They didn't 
say “crikey’”’ in those days. I’m not going to have my lines 
gagged, 

GRIMBLEs. And I’m going to do my business my own way ! 

LEADING LADY, Do dry up, Mr. Grimbles, and let’s get on. 
(To Slimeworm). Begone, wretch! I loathe you! I'm going 
to the Academy to-morrow with ma, Will you come? 

SLIMEWORM, Delighted! Curse you! I will be even with 
you intheend. Thank goodness that’s over ! 

STAGE MANAGER, You'll have to cut Fearnaught’s part and 
write up Jibblits’, Now then, Act III, Beginners, please. 

One night an event happened which blighted Grimbles in the 
estimation of Amaryllis, and left me without a competitor for 
her smiles. The house was crowded, and Grimbles, who had 
gagged his part beyond recognition by the author of its being, 
was in the middle of his funniest scene, kneeling at the feet of 
the girl whom he loved “off” as well as on; he said, “ You are 
the only one I ever loved.” 

“Oh, you wretch!” came a voice from the pit, and Grimbles 
paled. He, however, went on with his lines, until he came to 
the words, “ We will be wed to-morrow.” 

A woman rose in the pit, waving an umbrella and shouting, 
.“ Tf you are, Ill have you up for bigamy, I forbid the banns., 
That man makin’ love to that girl, who oughter know better 
than listen to him, is my husband that deserted me {ten years 
ago. I've found him at last and I'll give him a good hiding as 
I've done before.” 

And this was the scene of the evening. 

(70 be continued.) 










Touching our Office Boy. 

BETCHERBOOTSONIT, our Office boy, hasn't lost either of his parents, 
We know that the heart of the office boy is deceitful and desperately 
wicked, and we never take a creature of that ilk into our employ 
unless he brings good security against too great a loss of our muscular 
energy. That is to say, we want to be able—when our puny arm 
begins to ache with thumping him for his misdeeds—to unchain his 
ferocious ancestors, and Jia - 
let them continue the | a 
good work of castigation | f va 
we have begun. “4% 

So our office boy has a 
brace of parents: but, 
gentle reader, that’s no 
business of yours. The 
problem with which we 
want to harrow up your 
immortal soul is this :— 
What's the diff. between 
our office boy, who has 
two parents, and an office 
boy who has none? 

You don’t cling on to 
the answer? Ha! ha! 
Thought you wouldn't. 
It's a deep ‘un—deep as 
ditchwater. The last 
named office boy is an 
offun office boy ; the first 
named office boy is an 
office boy of FUN, 


THE “Home Notes” 
column of a contempo- 
rary commences an 
article, “‘ Tapestry car- 
pets are now much used. 
If they were expressiy 
referring to the one in 
our own particular pri- 
vate study they could 
not have put it more 
succinctly. 





A COUNTER-BLAST. 
Monsieur Segarette (surprised).— 
“Vy, Johnnie, my leetle friend—zmokee- 
ing apipe? It will make you seeck!” 
Johnnic.—“ Not it! Dad ordered me 
to smoke it every time you called, in 
order to overpower the confounded smell 


of burnt paper 





















HUN. May 11, 1892. 











































Q : ’ g URL We rs 
iW Seots wha hae ‘GAAS WV BELT, 
; ~~ ‘ ‘ i Z Zs, /44 AYA ye : At +} 
eset. 4 y : ed i / ~— tt f neg d AL vil ; 
, i? Z ve % TW YZ g > LZ ° { ,s 4 ni Wy j { gard annnl 
| Se SY , - iY mE gard Seio0 
a {> Vt f f ne 
1; 2 a r Ait} Tx di Be ‘ 
; é Vig? h L> ' 
; ~ tk “ ’ C, : 
- 
' 
‘ 








SS 



























\ . 


(SHristian Co 


—?* 
— 


yurer 


——s.+ ++ - 





‘ 


ROSSA ASA 


oy 
X\ 


N 


» 
















We LZ/ ) y 
: ' ieee ee . ‘ ~_ 


{04 fe; ve “IN pasa Se 
mm. Gh D 4 _ ye 
AG, ThePonnet oes 


| , nn, neat .* M ; ' 4 — - . \ 
rari CHUA Wu | ul » . s AG y 4 = = | yeh 7 5 
The Annunciahon errule OX LOST aPC eu U 


MORE TA-RA-R. BOOM-DE-A. 
NIGHTMARE No, 2. 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 20 
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“EQUAL TO THE OCCASION.” 
Parent,—“ You are not in a position, sir, to make my daughter a 
suitable husband ; I am therefore compelled to ‘show you the door.’”’ 
Young Tumkins (airily).—* Ya-as, it’s a very nice door, well built 
—and I should say—with care—it will last you for some years,” 
[ Tumkins gets her, 
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Ourrent Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 
MORE WILDE WISDOM. 


D oo _ Mr. Oscar Wilde declared the other day that there is nothing at all iu 
ickens ! 
You know me! I’m Oscar O'Flaherty Wilde, 
The epigrammatic po-ut ; 
Some say that me epigrams ought to be biled ; 
And bedad (entre nous), I know ut! 
Most arthors, Oi reckon, infayrior quoite— 
Sure ‘tis Oi that can give ‘em ar! lickuns; 
An’ me latest remark will affard yez deloight, 
’Tis—* There’s nothun at arl in Dickuns!” 


Rt FRAIN,—There's nothun at arl in Dickuns! 
An’ the blood in me veins, it thickuns, 
Me spirrut bewails 
His ridiculous tales, 
There's divil a bit in Dickuns! 


‘Twas meself, ye’ll remimber, who first pointud out 
The Atlantic was but a pretinder ! 

(Ah! that was the toime ere your Oscar grew stout, 
Whin his forrm was wsthetic and slinder !) 

That epigram, sure, must have made Nepchune squirm ; 
Sure ut gave him the smartest av lickuns! 

But, ah! me best point’s that wherein I affirm 
That there’s nothun at arl in Dickuns! 


REFRAIN.—No; there's nothun at arl in Dickuns! 
(Not afther Oi've had me pickuns !) 
I feel still more Wilde 
When I hear praisus piled 
On that Charley-tan Charley Dickuns! 


‘Twas Oi, ye know, posed in the U-nited States, 
As th’ Apostle av Swateness and Culchaw ; 

But since that shrewd nation me manner quoite hates, 
Its Sprid Aigle Oi now call a Vulchaw! 

An’ Oi wrote that great play, Lady Windermere’s Fan 
(Wid ould Congrave an’ Sheridan pickuns) ! 

But the thing that’l] make me the worrld’s wisest man. 

Is this foinding there's nothun in Dickuns 








REFRAIN,—Sure, there's nothun at arl in Dickuns! 
So, let’s hope he ain’t countin’ Fame’s chickuns ; 
For him they’re not hatched, 
So, that matter’s dispatched, 
Now ye’ve read your O’Wilde on Dickuns! 


—_-- 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Labour Delegates apparently do not acquiesce in the proverb 
that everything comes to him who waits. 
Anyway, that has not been the history of 
reforms, Not unnaturally, they were by 
no means satisfied with the replies re- 
ceived to their requests for interviews 
with the Premier, the Premier’s nephew 
and first mate, and the ex-Premier, each 
and all of whom recommended a policy 
of waiting. “Wait till the Premier 
returns,” say the private secretaries to 
the former. “ Wait till the clouds roll by,” 
says the latter. “ Wait, be blowed!” say 
Messrs. Quelch, Hammill and Co., “we 
won't wait, but we will wait upon those 
statesmen who never find a policy just 
until it is opportune.” And in result, a 
conference of metropolitan members with 
the Labour representatives is to be a 
arranged. None too soon, either. If the 
Kight Hours question be shelved now, it SUSPENDED ANIMATION, 
will have to go over the Dissolution, a 
whereas it ought to be grappled with at the next General Election. 

When shall we have an Independent Party in the House of 
Commons? Not an unorganized, undisciplined scattered band of 
Independent Members, but a solid phalanx, pledged to defined and 
necessary reforms, and pledged to no other policy. Mr. Parnell left 
such a party, one that formed a striking object lesson in parliamentary 
tactics. : 

Mr. P. O’Brien, like the dying Goethe, wants “ more light, and he 
wants it shed from that tower which is my town address, There 
ought to be no difficulty about illuminating the tower, there is 
abundance of superfluous gas in the House. 

Mr. Dalziel has taken up a subject which the late Charles Brad- 
laugh and I, moi qui vous parle, have long advocated : the establish- 
ment of a Ministry of Labour. Since Labour is the broad and solid 
substratum on which our national prosperity rests, why, in the 
assembly where the bar, the services, the church, agriculture and 
commerce have their accredited spokesmen, should Labour be longer 
silent ? se 

Lord Spencer, at Gravesend, expressed an opinion that this Parlia- 
ment was at its grave’s brink. ; 

On Tuesday, Mr. Arnold Morley gathered together Literal agents, 
and Sir William Harcourt expoanded to them Liberal principles. 

So Douglas Straight, having retired on a pension from his judge- 
ship, seeks to re-enter Parliament Straight away. Although a retired 
judge, he is still in his prime, and will be as useful in the House as in 
the days when he and Monty were boys together. 

















Tour Butt & HIS ARMY 
READY TO GO ANYWHERE AND Do ANYTHING 7 


Mr. Gladstone has got able lieutenants in Morley, Harcourt, 
Trevelyan and others, Hackney, also, probably will send him 
M(e)ates, THE MAN IN THE OLOCK TOWER, 
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MORE ABOUT PLAYS AND DRINKS. 








[Pw tre. rm i @// /f | 
Tt, Sh all aN" 
7 f , } bs 





Bibbles had a splendid notion. Struck him suddenly after that seventeenth new milk at the club, Ze, too, had read Irving's remarks about 
the influence of plays on drinks; and he decided to put himself in the hands of a theatrical manager and undergo treatment, “ Loog ‘ere, Misther 
Manager, ole chappie,” said he, ‘“‘ why don’ you set up a shanatorium of ’nebriates? Sit 'em down to a course o’ ‘soda water plays, eh? Cure 'em 
in no time—do a flaring trade !” 
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Well, that manager took the hint; filled his theatre with the victims of excess, and gave them a course of soda water plays. After a month 
of it he asked Bibbles into his private room and said, “ What’ll you take?” “ Nothing alcoholic!’ said Bibbles, “ Never touch it, thank you! 
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He had become chairman of a total abstinence society, and complained of pump- 


In another fortnight that Bibbles was a changed man ! 


; ret 
o exhilaratir Wonderful cure, I assure you 
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AN AWFUL EGG-SAMPLE. 

Local Bigwig.—* Ah! they're a fine outepoken lot, our townsmen, 
sir, I can tell you! Now, what struck you most in addressing them, 
may I ask?” 

Unpopular Lecturer (sadly),—"“ Eggs, I think!” 


— 








FUN-DH-SINCOLH FAROBS, 


A MODERN MARTYR. 


Scene I.—Chambers of the YOUNG-MAN-ABOUT-TOoWN, Photos of 
burlesque stars, cigar bowes, drinks, etc., etc., scattered around, 
Also there is an elegant library, consisting of a Turf Guide, a 

ack of cards and some back numbers of The Blue 'Un. The 
oM.-A,-T. is discovered (clothed in a dressing gown and the 
hump) reading letters. 


THe Y,-M.-A.-T, Hang! what a confounded noosance! Here’s that 
tailor of mine actually got the bally cheek to send in his bill again— 
hang! and only £347 19s.1}4d.! He ought to be ashamed of himself. 
Why, I gave him a fiver on account three years ago—he must wait ; 
and here’s my cigar merchant, too, “ would like a cheque on account” 
of the £1,007 0s. 4d, I owe. I dessay—I dessay! Very laudable wish, 
but I can’t be bothered just now, and Orme still in a state of indisposi- 
tion, too. Hang it! it’s absurd to expect it. (Anock.) Come in. t | 
(Enter the Y.-M.-A.-T.’s Man.) 0, it’s you, is it, Scraper—well ? 

THe Y.-M.-A.-T.’s M. Here are the kays, sir, and—oh, I beg 
pardon—Orme is much better. 

THE Y.-M.-A.-T, (with a prayerful sigh of relief) Thank Jove for 
that! What !—yaas, go on, Scraper. 

SCRAPER. Yes, sir; this is the bookay which you wanted for—— 

THE Y.-M.-A.-T, O yaas, to throw on to Tartie Truncanose to-naight, 
right! Did you get the diamond tiara to put inside it for her? 

SCRAPER. Well, yes, sir, after some difficulty, sir, They said, sir— 
I beg your pardon, sir—that they wasn't going to let it go without 
the money this time, sir. The joolers said that this must positively 
be the /ast on tick—hem—credit, sir ; and the floorist’s said their bill 
was a-mounting up, sir. Here is the bill, sir. (Gires letter.) 

THE Y,-M.-A.-T. (reading dill). Deah me! Only four thousand and 
rome shillings. Jamnation! What bally impudence these low trades- 
men have got! What! 

SCRAPER. Yes, sir; quite so, sir. In a manner of speaking, sir. 

THE Y.-M.-A.-T, Yaas,and they're unpleasant manners of speaking. 
What, eh !—by Jove! that's devilish good—quaite an epigram ! 

SCRAPER (rather Quite so, sir! (Xnochs heard.) 

THe Y.-M,-A.-T. Yaas, by Jove! I'm getting quaite a wit! That 
must be through having that naightly stall at the Giddity. 

(hte-enter SCRAPER.) 

SCRAPER, Please, sir, here’s Lord Wat Ducorlim. 

(2nter Lorp W. D.) 

Lorp Wart. Ah, deah boy! how d’ye do, old chappie—tip-top ? 
Awf'ly glad to hear it, don'tcherknow. Well, thanks so much. I'm 
seedy—doosid seedy. Brandy'nsoda !—Thanks deeply. Yaas, I was on 
the razzle-dazzle last night! 

Tus Y.-M.-A.-T, Ah, something like me, chappie! I was up till 
faive at that farewell supper to the Giddity second low com. to com- 











memorate his leaving to go to the Tav., you know. Got to go off to 
the Glove Fight at the International Sporteries to-naight—— 

Lorp WaT. Yaas, between Javin and Slackson. Ah, wish I could 
get in—I’m not a member yet, and they’re doosid strict at these 
swagger clubs where they have glove bouts. 

THe Y.-M.-A.-T. heavens! Wat! You don’t mean to say 
you're not going to the fight to-night? You must go! 

Lorp Wart. Ah! if I was a member, like you, dear chappie, I 
could get in for ten guineas, 

Tue Y.-M.-A.-T. Say no more, Lord Wat! Z°7/ that. The 
seats for visitors only cost twenty-five of the best and brightest. 

Lorp Wart. Thanksawfully! Bai Jove! these cigars of yours are 
infernally nice! What do they stand you in at? 

TuE Y.-M.-A.-T. O, about fifteen pounds the hundred, I think, 
But they are good, considering their cheapness. (They puff.) 


a * * ad * * 
Lorp WAT. Well, what do you say to a little game of cards ? 
THE Y.-M.-A.-T. Scraper, the cards! (Scraper obeys, They play.) 
a © € 


* * 
LorD WAT. Another hand to me. 
THE Y.-M,-A.-T, Yaas, you've the devil’s own luck! That makes 
£275 I’ve lost... . But, hang! goahead! (They go onas before.) 
* 


* * * * a 

LATER: THE Y.-M.-A.-T. (reading newspaper), Ah! bai Jove! 
there’s the account of my bankruptcy: “ Debts, tradesmen, brougham 
hire, cigar merchant, wine ditto, florists and jeweller, etc., etc., etc., 
in all, £15,045 38. 64d.! Assets, nil. Debtor attributes his failure to 
losses on the turf and at cards, etc., etc. ; the debtor made no proposal, 
etc., etc.” Yaas, that seems pretty correct! But whata bore! after 
a feller’s worked as I’ve worked! It’s a jam shame—a bally fraund— 
a beastly, awful plant—I'll——-Scraper !| how is——? (Scraper brings 
more cigars, wines, etc., in, and waits on THE Y.-M.-A.-T.) 

SCRAPER. Orme, sir, has had a relapse! developed a corn on the 
hind off-side hoof, sir—and—— 

THE Y.-M.-A.-T, Great Scott! then the JUKE and George are right— 
it must have been nobbled! Well,I’m—— (Collapseand CURTAIN.) 





























THE POINT. 

Distinguished Amateur (incautious youth, being asked how he 
liked the dance, has remarked that he’s seen“ Letty Lind, and all 
these, don't you know”).—“ What has that to do with it? We may 
not be able to dance as well as professionals, perhaps, but at anyrate 
yur—er—ankles are quite as good, J’m sure,” 
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(1) The successful tailor may be a regular wicked old hand at a fit, but 
then, his manners are so charmingly urbane, and he keeps such a well 
oiled hinge in his back bone. (2) His chief elements of success 
consist of the frantically delightful lies which he is pleased to tell 
those customers of his whose figures are not quite models for Apollo. 
For instance, to this gentleman: “Couldn’t get fitted at your last 
place, sir? Really, there is no excuse for that. Gentlemen with 
équare shoulders are always so easy to fit.” (3) And to this, “ Ah, 














well, sir, you see, men who have the best figures are always those who 
are somewhat above the middle height—yourself, for instance.” This 
is a sure card. (4) Again. ‘‘What! my dear sir, considered thin? 
Nonsense ; why, you are more developed than three parts of my 
customers.” (5) While to this gentleman: “ Ah, sir, you have the 
figure [ am proud of showing my art upon; not too long in the leg 
like so many of us.” (6) The result may be something more than 
awful, but the victim invariably leaves in a state of blissful contentment, 











Professor Herkomer, R.A., and his Pupils. 

AT the Fine Art Society's Galleries in New Bond Street the smaller 
room is devoted to the Professor's own efforts in oil, water colour, and 
etchings, in all numbering about fifty clever and interesting works ; in 
seme few, such as “A Study of Expression,” there is a fine sense of 
humour, An etching should be e from this little conceit. 

The larger room contains the works of the pupils, Of this collection 
the Professor has good cause to feel very proud, as a convincing 
evidence and confirmation of the successful working of his school at 
Bushey, As a matter of course, the productions are of unequal merit, 
but in most of them there is proof of high aim, and in many of 
marked individuality, One of the most gifted pupils is Miss Amy 
Sawyer, whose most important contribution is, “Evo! Io Bacchi!” a 
work full of grace and beauty. D, A. Wehrschsmidt will be 
remembered for his fine poetic treatment of “The Story of the Head 
of Orpheus.” One of the finest and most impressive works in the 


<g JORB SS WDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himeel/ to acknowle ige, return, or pay for « ributions 





collection is, “Come unto Me all ye that Labour and are Heavy 
Laden and I will give you Rest,” by E. B. Johnson, but as it is 


— to enumerate all that is good or grand we simply say go 
and see, 





No Time for Stump Oratory. 

Mr. Popinjay (falling on his knees).—* Miss Wilson, I can no longer 
resist the passionate impulse to appeal to you on the momentous sub- 
ject that is fraught for me with the issues of life and death, And 
I am overawed at my presumption when I take into consideration 
celestial glamour of your personal charms, the dazzling lustre of your 
intellectual attainments, the exquisite, the adorable——” 

Miss Wilson.—* Excuse me, Mr. Popinjay, but there are times when 
eloquence is rather out of place. If you want to pop the question, pop 
it and be done with it!” 


n no case will they be returned unless 


accompanted by a sLamped and directed envelope 
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School Board Teacher (trying to ewplain what a brother-in-law is).— NOW, LOOK HERE, YOU HAVE A SISTER.” 


Tommy.—* AH, SIR, IT'S NO GOOD, SHE 'AVE THREE YOUNG MEN ALREADY. YOU WOULDN'T BE IN IT!” 


(Gets the stick.) 








“The ’Orny ’And.” 
(Sze CARTOON.) 
For work eight hours a day, 
Eight hours a day for sleep, 
And eight for food and play ; 
That is the rule to keep,— 
At least, so sundry agitators say. 


Eight hours of work—no more, 


Whether you like or not ; 
Did you exceed that score, 
You should upon the spot 


Get from the law a tweak you would deplore, 


Now Mr. Gladstone, he 
Deems freedom such a boon 


| That somehow he can’t see 
Why, ‘neath the sun and moon, 


free, 


The agitators cry, 

* Not so, i’ faith, not so!” 
And cunningly they try 
| Dust in one’s eyes to throw, 
| Their sweeping shibboleth to justify. 


| 
| 


Lord Salisbury they seek, 
Wishing to understand 
His views anent their freak. 


| 
In aid of their demand, 
| Is he more plastic to the “’orny ‘and”? 


The workers e’en in work should not be 


“THe Fate of Fenella.” That wonderful 

story which has been running in The Gentle- 
| woman week by week since Xmas and written 
| by four-and-twenty-authors-all-of-a-row, 18 
| ended and all-over-oh! It is, however, issued 
| complete in book form. With last week’s 
issue of the journal is given a beautiful 
coloured print, “Thoughts of Spring,” which 
thoughts are supposed to be in the head of a 
sweet young girl—just where they should be. 





READY SHORTLY. 


“A SOLDIER’S SWEETHEART,” 


Price Ome Shilling. 
| 188 FLEET STREET, E.C. 











CPointeo PENS 





| Write as smoothly as a lead pencil. neither scratch nor spurt, 
the points being rounded by a New Process. N.B.—Attention is 
also drawn to the r New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of | 
flexibility. Assorted Sample Box, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
from C. BRANDAUER & Co 








L BROTHRARS, at their 


AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. 
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C.BRANDAUER &C?s 





PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM 


amden Prem. High Street, N.W.. and Published (fo 
Wednesday, May 11, 1893. 


Cadbury's 


“The Typical Cocoa of 


English Manufacture, ee 
| Absolutely Pure.” (As in, the 
—The Analvst. ane io 


Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street 
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A youthful winner at the May Torre Show 


(1) Cock crowing caused trouble in sweet St. John’s Wood— 
But twas chanti-cleared when the fowl] vowed to be good, 


(2) Short reckonings make folks long friends, it is said, 

But this short wife who reckoned 80, suffered instead ! 
(3) A yokel was met by a scamp prone to thieve— 

But that thief’s legal yoke’ll p’r'aps cause him to grieve ! 


(7) At the Flow’ries (or New Horticultural Show), 
Now “doing the Horty ”—is quite comme il faut / 





yor on that horseman a n 
(5) The Bight of Benin tribes us Britons u 


(6) A champion pill-shunter drink soon d 
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Exhibition. - AN \\ We 
27 e' What 2o_you Think of it? 
Sr Green (very Green indeed) Ti Clase —} Think it immense Such Charming folk here, 

/_ady Gracd — Yes. Ana such really exgui silo Colette y. 
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4) At Islington’s Horse Show boy Souley well rode, 
. And a Mayo 


whip bestowed. 


But those Bighters will find themselves bitten, you bet | 


But that piller was soon in Law's Pill-ery placed 
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and how he can lighten their (Jueen give her a real title on the spot ! 
labours. Why, it was only 





“there's a worn out expression On Monday, Sir Augustus was to lead off the 
in your countenance sug- campaign with the popular Cavalleria Rus- 
ticana. And now may distinguished amateurs 
be found in unexpected corners learnedly dis- 
cussing the merits and demerits (the latter 
predominating, apparently) of the various 
masters—and not quite coming to blows, 





Mr. HENRY IRVING has again revived 
Richelieu, and his masterly rendering of that 
other Cardinal—as distinguished from Henry 
VI/I,’s Cardinal—is perhaps even more striking 
than ever. There is certainly no falling off in 
this Cardinal, not even when he is very ill, 
Gratifying, by-the-way, to see Mr, Frank 
Cooper in the cast. And, while I am “about 
the house,’ I may remind you that Miss Amy 
Roselle, who is Miss Terry’s understudy, has 
several times lately played (Jueen Katherine. 
The selection of Miss Roselle for this office is a 
well merited 
compliment to 
both ladies. It 
is clear that it 
requires an 
actress of no 
ordinary abili- 
ties to take the 
place of “ Ellen 
Terry” as we 


THEATRE OF NATURE. 
THE SCENERY, 


vestive of too many plays,” 

sezzee, “or overdoing it 

“ye with halfpenny nap long 

: after the last night cab 

horse has gone home to 

7 bed. There is also an im- = aes 
. becility about your at- THE LOW-COMEDY BUSINESs. 

tempts at humour,” he 

7 farther remarked, “which prove you played out, my infant. What 

-: you want is a rest,” (Ll agreed to this unanimously.) He continued, iy 

mj * Yes, you want a rest, Let's see—there’s nothing much doing at the ty) 

theatres just now, and to-morrow’s Sunday ; suppose you take a whole 

day's holiday, my boy, and don’t come back until Monday, first thing, 

eh? There, there, no thanks; go and enjoy yourself, and come back 

ek ’ as brown asa berry.’ The dear old boy! 

; Words failed me to express my gratitude, 






















REFERRING t) th fine weather and possible warmt Lad shoots « ys, he 1 











, SLASHHS AND PUFFS, Windermere’s Fan continues to wave, although the breeze it raised on 
the first night has somewhat subsided. Miss Winifred 


EDITOR is the most thought- Emery, happily restored to health and a hitherto dis- %? 
ful chap you ever saw, always consolate British Public, is now appearing as “my §& 
thinking of his contributors lady.” The way she does it is enough to make the 


> ¢ 
the other day that he re- ANOTHER sign of the approach of summer is the ny 
, marked to me, “ NESTOR, my announcement of the commencement, and the com- Ui 
boy,’ sezzee, “ you re not look- mencement before this can reach your exceptionally 
ing quiteithe thing,’ he says ; intelligent optic, of the Opera Season at Covent Garden. 








HORNSEY NATIONAL 


HALL.—THE (EVER)- 
*-REEN GINGER. 
eRrurer”-kLyY 
LOVELY ! 


impolitely but affectionately call her 


in the privacy of 
our own homes. 
Any lover of the 
theatre failing 
to see Miss 
Roselle in the 
part deprives 
himself ofagreat 
pleasure. It is 
not a question 
of comparison— 
he ought to see 
both on_ their 
merits. 





Nops AND 
Winks.—I fel! 
among thie— 
I mean, ama- 
teurs—the other 
night. It was at 
the National 
Hall, Hornsey, 
which a com- 
pany of them 
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ALHAMBRA, — 
LIC BENEFACTOR, 
uncements that 


Ss means tnat 


ye so I silently wrung his hand until his 
tears started, and left the apartment, 
without the little bit on account I tried to 
screw out of him. 
‘4 PERHAPS you'd like to know how I 
* spent my holiday. Well, something in 
the way the’bus driver (who rode up and 
down on his own ‘bus all day) spent his. 
ea I found there was a new piece, called 
f Green Learesand Blue Skies, just coming 
out at the theatre of Nature, so I went to 
ch THEST. JAMKS’s.~Lapy Win- See it. It was really very well done. The 
be (IFRED)DEKMERK'’s FAN. scenery was beautiful, restful to the eye 
’ and charming to the sense. The story was 
r the same old one that is always going on in this theatre. Vanity and THE LycEiM. — THE 
te Modesty were wending their way to church side by side ; Dulness and OTHER CARDINAL. 
Degradation and Low Cunning were abroad (generally with a short 
° pipe); Decent Poverty, Smug Respectability 
| and Shining Wealth, Love wended its way THE OTHER QUEEN, 
F. across the meadows and Vandalism tore 
branches from the trees. A duck led her occupied for twoevenings last week but one for the avowed purpose of 
é waddling brood through the grass to some raising funds for a selection of the local poor. 
' late-drying puddle, a goat was giving two kids The pieces played were our old friend, Weak 
e an airing, a labouring man was doing the Woman, and our older friend, Zhe Chimney 
'f same, and a policeman, with very red hands, Corner, and from the size of the audiences it 
- yazed unreceptively at all of them. The low scems not improbable that the poor in question 
! ' comedy of the piece was also of the familiar will benefit. The perennial “ Captain Ginger” 
Pt type. The two leading points of the police (well preserved Ginger one might call him !) 
, 5 inspector and his satellite dropping on bogus was proved to have lost none of his charms— 
| “travellers” slaking their thirst during pro- his appearance in a highly ornamented 
"iM hibited hours, and the warm, fat bicyclist yeomanry uniform bein creeted with the 
’ wheeling his machine up a steep and lengthy wonted hilarity. The performance, judged 
: hill, elicited all the customary enthusiasm and Cental Cxusie le from the proper stand point, was really very 
admiration. The piece is likely to have a rrmacrenep AMATEURS. good, and, in the second act, the ladies—bless 
long and successful run. , ‘em !—looked charming.—I see by the Alhambr 
they have a Juvenile “owboy Shootist the 
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MAX THH MUMMER; 


Ok, SCENES BEHIND THE SOENES, 





CHAPTER IX, AND LAST, 


I pip not marry Amaryllis Ankerpank, after all, notwithstanding 
that Grimbles, my rival, retired from the field (hurt), The reason 
was one which influenced my 
career in many other respects. 

We had booked certain dates of 
our tour for Slumberton, my native 
town. Since I had left there an 


outcast lad 
| I had heard 
scant news 
of my 
mother, My 
letters had 
been re- 
turned un- 
opened; 
this was, I 
could guess, 
at my step- 
father’s 
com mand, 
if, indeed, 
1 p it was not 
eT | 7 Ca his own 
ig doing. It was after a lapse of 
eight years that I found myself, 
then, in my own native town. 

There was no time to visit my 
mother on the day of our arrival ; 
I therefore postponed doing so 
until the merrow. We opened with 
Romeo and Juliet. I was cast for Romeo, for I had made strides up 
the professional ladder, also the salary list. In the course of the first 
act | became aware of the presence, in one of the boxes, of one of the 
most lovely girls I had ever beheld on or off any stage, Talk about 
love at first sight, it was love at a flash. Her face, her eyes, her form, 
her grace, were imprinted on my heart and brain as by snapshot 
photography. 

Throughout the rest of the play she was the Juliet to whom I spoke 
my lines. Mentally I was climbing the pillars to her box rather 
than the 0.P. wing behind which Amaryllis Ankerpank simpered ; 
perhaps this accounts for the meed of applause I got that night and 
the favourable notices next morning. Best tribute of all, #4e, my 
unknown, adored, when I appeared to take my call, gave me, in 
response to the glance I threw at her, one so melting, so bewildering, 
that I knew for certain that I had never till then loved, that I loved 
at last. 

When, next day, I sought my mother’s house, I was chilled by its 
aspect, A stranger opened the door; for a moment my heart stood 
still. I asked if my mother lived there. It was like a mountain off 
my mind to be answered affirmatively. 

“ But,” added the drab like servant who answered the door, “she 
won't live here much longer, for the brokers is in. and they’re going 
to sell her up to-day.” . 

“Where is her husband?” I inquired, ‘The lteverend Tobias 
Tubthump?” . 

“Him?” inquired the handmaid, ‘Oh! he’s—well, I can’t quite 
say, and I shouldn't like to express an opinion where he is now, He 
died a year ago—drunk hisself to death, after spending poor missis 
money. In fact. I don’t know what would have become of her if her 


brother, Mr, Dabscale and Miss Dabscale hadn’t looked after 
her,”’ 
[| the remembered that nun y Uncle Dabse le had a dau 








was little more than a baby to my matured fourteen years old mind 
when I left home, 

I entered and opened the sitting room door, My mother, looking 

up from her tears, exclaimed— 
_ “Come in, sir, I suppose you have come to take my home. Well, 
it must go, I will not trouble my good brother any more, though I 
know he would help me. Excuse my tears—I am a widow, and—and 
—why—whiose face, whose voice is that? Max—Max! my 
boy !—my son back home again after all! I knew you 
would come back, my boy! my boy!” 

An hour later there was a knock at the door, This one 
did not startle my mother, for I had paid off the man in 
possession. The door opened, and in entered, greyer, balder, 
stouter and more ponderous than of yore, but otherwise un- 
altered, my uncle Dabscale. 

And—my unknown adored ! 

I pass over the greeting, how my uncle tried to be grumpy, 
but broke down in the attempt; how he blew his nose 
violently ; how my mother cried, and my sweet cousin, too, 
for sympathy, What filled me with wonderment was that 
the fascinating beauty before me could be that little cousin 
Mary I used to carry in my arms when | was eight and 
she was four, 

My uncle saw that it would be in vain to dissuade me from 
my profession, and, as he learned that it had become more 
remunerative than the biggest butter shop in Slumberton, 
he did not attempt it. Nor did he attempt to combat the 
joint expressed determination of Mary and myself that we 
would wed each other. He grumbled, but that was his British house- 
holder way of expressing gratification, 

Consequently I am a happy husband, As to my domestic life, I 
will not further treat of it, inasmuch as this story has been of scenes, 
and Mary and I never indulge in any, In wishing the reader farewell, 
I have to ask his pardon if my adventures, whatever they have been 
to me, have been unentertaining to him, 

“All the world's a stage, 
And all the men anil women merely players, 
They have their exits and their entrances,” 

The time has arrived for me to make my bow and retire to that 

region of which I have attempted to treat—Behind the Scenes, 


THE END, 


On the 
Shine, 
THE earn- 

est endeavour 
of the com- 
petitors at 
the Royal 
Military 
Tournament 
at the Royal 
Agricultura] 
Hall(mowon) | 
will be to take 
“the shine” 
out of each 
other in their 
polished per- 
formances, 
But it is 
PYN-KA that 
will put the 
best and 
cheapest 
polish upon 
their accou- 
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WHEN a 
crowd (ought 
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“crow-d") of ADVANCE, DEMOCRACY! 
crows are 
making 4 
noise all at 
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Figure on doorstep (with an air and tone of 
affable dignity).—* Will you tell the person of the 
house, my dear, that the lady what cleans her steps 
correctly de- | every Saturday is, unfortinitly, laid up in bed with 
scribed as “a | an attack of goat, and has sent a lady friend of hern 

rus” to act as hunderstudy at the usooal charge?” 
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THE ULSTER GHOST—THE SAME OLD BOGIE! 


Wullie.—“IS THIS A GENERAL RISIN’ THE NOO OR ARE YE JUST HAVIN’ A WEE BIT DAUNDER BY YERSEL'?” 
4 —After DEAN RKAMBAY, 
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ON ART. 

Fond Mother.—“ And so you think the Elgin Marbles the best, 
Mr. Brush ’?” 

Our Artist. —“ Oh, yes! decidedly so,” 

Fond Mother.—“ 1 should be so much obliged to you if you would 
get a few for my Johnny next time you’re in town, Mr. Brush, if 
they’re not too expensive! ‘The dear child’s always losing his!” 

(A fact.) 


FUN-DE-SIHOLH FAROBS, 
MORE MARTYRS; 
Or, a Jeune May Day. 

{Adapted from one that hax May Day hit in the current North American Review. ] 

SCENE I.—The smoking rooms of several of the Swaggerest of Swagger 
Clubs, Clubbers colloquing, and conning certain mags, 

THE Hon, ALLY MOWDE, Gweat Scautt! what an attack! Heah, 
Thyngamye, wun your othah eye ova that! (7hrows magazine to 
him.) 

THYNGAMYE (reading at first carelessly, then volcanically). Bai 
Jove! that’s a startler, if you laike! Heah, you chappies, just listen 
to this! (2eads.) “ Everything is done to tempt them!” (Meaning 
us fellahs, doncherknow!) “Balls begin at midnight, because the 
Jeunesse Dorée” (meaning us again, you know!) “ will not dance 
early: The recherché supper and the best of wines are provided |—— ”’ 

OMNES. Yeah, yeah ! 

THE Hon, A. M. (seizing the book and continuing). “And long 
before midnight, patient rowe of sleepy chaperons and anxious girls 
await the arrival of the Young Adonis——” 

OMNES, “ Adonis!’ Oh, well, come, that’s not so bad! What! 

THYNG., Wait a Lit (resuming)! “Young Adonis, who, after 
rurveying the serried ranks scornfully through his eye-glass from the 
end of the ballroom, retires below to partake of the hospitality 
proy ided by his host.” 

OMNES, Quaite so, quaite so! 

THYNG, “And having thus done his duty, goes tack to his club.” 
There! and then Lady J—— goes on to say that there are a certain 
class of selfish men in society who ought not to be tolerated for their 
vices, etc., ete. 

OMNEs. Confoundation! That's doosed cruel of her ladyship ! 

THYNG, Quaite libellous, Z call it—about us men, anyhow! 

OMNES (but in bits), Yaas! a bally sight worse even than that 
fellah, LORD FUNNE’s scurrilous attack on us Young Men About 
Town last week. Why, he actually had the hanged cheek to say that 
WC (The yu hi sper excite dly foge ther as Scene change 8.) 

SCENE I1.—A gilded salon in Mayfairyland, As Scene opens a 
toney but somewhat mixed assemblage is discovered —at least, 
many of them are—some of the others are not yet found out, 
LADIES OF HIGH DEGREE (and low dresses) are prattling 
prettily im groups aror nad. 

LADY JANE DE RIGGEWER, Did I read it, my dear Of course I 





read it! One was compelled to do so, in order to know what was 
going on, And, believe me, my dear, that under a thin veil her lofty 
ladyship aimed a dart at some highty and mighty persons whom we 
know (throwing her beautiful eyes in a certain direction). 

THE Hon. Mrs, BACKE-BYTER. Oh! (looking in the direction in- 
dicated) —oh, yes! you refer to Lady Glashausen—I gather your 
meaning, Lady Jane! (Whispering, piano.) TWICE divorcée, I'm 
told, and——- (whispering, pianissimo.) 

LADY GLASHAUSEN (in opposite corner, to a neighbour), Ah, my 
dear Baroness! well might that good soul, Lady J——, speak of the 
barefaced way in which persons concerned with DREADFUL scandals 
are now tolerated in smart society. Look, for instance, at somebody 
yonder ! 

BARONESS FEESTBEEN. What! talking to that odious and so 
called JZonourable, Mrs. Backe-Byter? Ah, yes; you mean that 
gushing Lady de Riggewer—O, my dear! (shuddering) whatever 
could our dear hostess have been thinking of to invite such shameless 
creatures to meet us? (They get parted in the crush.) 

BARONESS F,, AND LaDy G., (to different neighbours) ; 
| sweet Lady G—— | 

mew sry | dear overs Me F 

And with her past, too! (More whispering, pianissimo.) 

LORD SLAPPEDASHETON, How do, Lady Glashausen? ( Aside.) So 
the dear darling Viscount Harthsnake yonder is aco-respondent again, 
—eh? Why, d’you know, they tell me that (They wander away 
in mysterious converse. 

SociETY LADIES (to their daughters), Why, I declare there is dear 
Viscount Harthsnake just comein. He is so dreadfully wicked, but 
one must go and speak to the shocking fellow. Come, girls, (They 
surround the VISCOUNT, who eyes the girls over more or less 
ghoulishly.) 

SERVANTS (announcing). Lord and Lady Funne and the Honour- 
able Miss Funne! (Bustle, buzz, stir, commotion, sensation, etc.) 

OMNES (to cach other), Such delightful people, the Funnes, Have 
you met them? But so full of droll common sense, you know. Yes 
(aside), that is their only drawback, and, besides, they are so particular 
about Innocence, Purity, and all that sort of thing, you know—— 

LORD Nosoo, Yaas, bai Jove! Lord fFunne—my Lady Jeune, you 
know, actually said that “all that is needed to insure an entrance into 
the highest socicty in England is unlimited wealth—morality is quite 
unnecessary!” Ha! ha! Eh? 

LORD FUNNE (looking around), Well, if Society were all up to 
present sample (which happily it zsn’t)—why—but there! enough !— 
Family, let us go! (Hireunt LORD and LADY FUNNE and the Hon. 
MIss I'UNNE.) 

OMNES. How charming those F'unne girls are! But, oh, my dear! 
brought up so absurdly old-fashioned, Their pa and ma are so ridi- 
culously attached to Truth, Justice, and even Piety—which is quite 
out of dateand— (Cackle, cachinnation, and 

CURTAIN, 
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The Straight Tip. 

Mr. HoOwARD PAUL took his annual Benefit Concert at St. 
James’ Hall Banqueting Room, Regent Street, on Tuesday, May 17th. 
It was, indeed, a brilliant programme, including the vocal services 
of Miss Adelaide Mullen, Miss Florence Bright and Miss Eileen 
Carew (the Dancing Girls), Mr. Templar Saxe, Mr. Reginald Groome, 
Mr. Henry Beaumont and other artistes of distinction, Among the 
comic talent, Mr. Charles Collette, Mr. Frank Lincoln (of America), 
and Mr, Robert Ganthony were bright particular stars, It was a most 
enjoyable evening, 





Haymaking Extraordinary. 


THOUGH Philosophers say 
That we ought to make hay 
While the sun shines, we’re bound to confess 
That we’re bound to make “A”’ 
In the middle of M-A-Y, 
Whether sunshine or shower we possess, 





William and his Country Walk. 


WILLIAM goes out and takes country walks, On his way a good 
many things take his notice, It’s quite nice to see him gathering 
dandelions and tying them up with tape. He says, when he gets 
home, “ Mrs. William, here are water-lilies.”’ Mrs. William answers, 
‘| see an old lunatic, but I don’t see any water-lilies.” This sort of 
remark hurts William, and then he goes out into the back yard and 
reads his paper under the shadow of the water butt. But what William 
likes most in his country walks are the birds. ‘“ Whatalovely note the 
blackbird has!"’ It’s only a farm boy sticking a hairpin into his 
roth hedgehog and making it squea 
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A CHANGE IN TASTE. 
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There was once a zealous antiquary who purchased an old, old castle, and had all his antiquarian friends down to admire and envy. “ Look 
at the time-worm-and-grubbiness of it!” said he, “Isn't it lovely and decayed? Just fancy if the original owner could see it now how romanti 


he would think it!” 
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_ Well, every morning, when that antiquary went looking round his old castle, he found fresh marks upon it,as if somebody had been renovating 
it. It was getting quite new and clean; and this thing was unbearable, 5o, one moonlight night, that antiquary watched, and discovered a ghost 


in the attire of a bygone age, scraping at those time-honoured walls. 


be hanged!” said the 
er, confound you!” 
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“ Now, Maria, ain't that kettle a-boilin’ yet? I want my\toddy!” 
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“Thunder an’ lightnin’! Lemme go!!!” 








Ourrent Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 
A WEE WALTONIAN'S WAIL. 


[The river-keepers on the Thames have now orders to watch for boys with nets 
searching for sticklebacks, lest the netters destroy the fry of more important fish.) 


WE 'ears a lot of grievances—they're fashionable now, 
For everybody's rowing, 80 it seems ; 

But we boys have got a greeviance—a big ‘un, you'll allow, 
Anough to send a kiddy orf in screams, 

You must know that we are anglows, that goes fishin’ here and there, 
With nets which many tyrance now condems; 

But the worst of all o’pression is the fie ats which declare 
That we must not try no tiddlin’ in the Temns ! 

REFRAIN, 
Preeaps some folks have laft, 
That the ain shunt anglow’s craught 





(Which Eyesache Walton thought wuth more ’n gems) 
Is now as good as chucked, 
By orthorerties who've rucked, 

And four bids us going tiddlin’ in the Tems! 


Them orty Tembes Conservatives, who gards the finney trybe, 
Ort, shorely, not to drive us from the banks ; 
For, if we ain’t not fishermen, who can you so describe? 
If we're not, there’s not none in Walltone’s ranks, 
Though only for the tiddler (7iddlebaticus) we try, 
Yet (as anyone can gather from our memns) 
We're quite as no bull fishermen as them who fakes a flie 
To try to temp’ the trowtses in the Temns! 
REFRAIN, 
Just because a flie they get, 
And ‘cause we perfurrs a nett, 
Us youngsters’ spere of action in they hems, 
By fore bidding us to seek 
(Lest we catches baby bleek 
And childish chubbs) for tiddlers in the Tems! 


There's certin eevning papers, such as Kevning Knews and Post, 
Which has doutless entered into a K bal, 
A loftily had vising us to shun the Temms’s coast, 
And onely hornt the Pond and the K-nal ! 
In short, we have some n-emies (some feemales, there's no dout, 
For we've read of need of Churcheying lez Femms), 
And they probberbly have bin the miens of chucking of us out 
From our ain shunt rite of tiddlin’ in the Temms! 
REFRAIN. 
In conk luding, we remark 
That a meeting in Hide Park, 
We, one Monday (if no Sunday Leeg condemns), 
Shall holed, for to protest 
A gainst bein’ so O’prest 
By tyrance stoppin’ tiddlin’ in the Temms! 








“ HAVE you seen the trees in our village, m’sieu ?” 
Intelligent Foreigner,—* No, not at all, But I have seen ze grand 
Tree in your Hamlet.” 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


LORD SALISBURY hints at civil, or rather, uncivil war in Ireland, 
in case Mr, Gladstone should carry his point with respect to Home 
Rule ; consequently the Radical papers have given the Tory Premier 
a w(h)igging. 

Lord Watson wants mathematics to be included in the curriculum 
of the Scotch Universities, Of course, the Land of the Thistle should 
cling to the pons asinorum, 

Well done, Mr. Patrick O’Brien! your suggestion to the Home 
Secretary that, so far as possible, all female prisoners should be 
confined out of gaol, if somewhat of a Hibernicism, was a manly, a 
humane and a chivalrous one, and a righteous one, too. Why should 
the innocent suffer the stigma of imprisonment? Neither justice nor 
mercy requires them to do so; both are opposed to it. It is an in- 
justice to keep an innocent babe an hour in prison, and since it cannot 
exist without its mother, let justice bend a little to aid mercy, 
whether the child’s mother has stolen pearls or potatoes, whether she 
be a lady or a fish fag! But the haughty autocrat of the Home Office 
seems to think that the law can be strained in the case of ladies, but 
not in the case of poor women. Mrs, Maybrick and Mrs, Osborne 
have met with a consideration, which, in the case of Miss Cass, was 
conspicuous by its absence. 

On Wednesday Lord Salisbury was quite “at home.” First to the 
Eight Hours’ Delegates. The Marquess does not agree with all Ship- 
ton’s prophecies, but agrees that Jack has too much work and too 
little play to make him asmart boy. Then the bi-metallists came 
and implored him to participate in an International Conference with 
a view to settling a permanent rate of exchange. Too much silver 
about, they say, though the Man in the Clock Tower, moi qui vous 
parle, hasn’t suffered from a plethora of it. 

Gladstonians allege that Bousfield’s victory partly due to superior 
vehicular accommodation for conveying voters to the poll ; in short, 
that Hackney was won by Hackney carriages. 

Mr. De Lisle, the Liberal candidate for the Wirral Division of 
Cheshire, has been visiting voters at the fishing grounds in a smack, 
from which he has harangued them. This smacks of statesmanship, if 
you like—an — mind in an open boat, rigging the poll on the right 
tack with the flowing tide. 

Once again the Married Woman's Property Act is to be amended. 
The law on this subject will soon resemble a patchwork quilt as closely 
as the Companies, the Conveyancing, and the Settled Land Acta, 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWEB, 
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On Saturday, the 7th inst., H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught opened 
the Horticultural Society's Exhibition at Earl's Court. The weather, 
bright and sunny, was all that could be desired for such an occasion, 
and the gay crowd of beautiful dresses added much to the charm and 
animation of the gathering. The Duke, in a few well chosen words, 
spoke of the humanizing influence of the culture of flowers, how 
greatly they contributed towards beautifying our parks and our 
homes, and how much this society has done in promoting the love and 


5 


! 


cultivation of flowers. Later in the day our old friend Buffalo 
Bill renewed his world reuowned “Wild West” entertainment 
in the adjacent amphitheatre, with all his wild Indians, cowboys, 
scouts and frontier Amazons, as of yore, who went through their 
varied marvellous performances with all their usual animation and 
unflagging energy, while Mr. Cody himself, apon his well remembered 
white horse, cantered up and down amid well deserved thunders of 
applause. 
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The Lady Adela,—* OH, 





A FAR GREATER’ TERROR. 
The Lady Adela (waiting to be presented).—‘ 1 REALLY BEGIN TO FEEL VERY NERVOUS, MOTHER!” 
The Countess —" OF WHAT, MY LOVE?—Or HER ROYAL HIGHNEsS?” 


NO, MOTHER—OF MY TRAIN,” 

















The Ulster Ghost. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


SEE, & gruesome apparition 
Takes up an advanced position 
To alarm us, in connection 
With the General Election, 


Trish by extraction is it 

Which thus pays a spectral visit, 
Being a religious Bogey— 

Oh, the naughty roguey-poguey ! 


P’r’aps you may, or may not mind it, 
It or him who stands behind it, 

Puts it forward for our profit 

Or dismay, and makes much of it. 


But at least the Grand Old Man, he 
Proving very Scotchly canny, 
Shows himself a keen detector 

Of this bogus Bogey-spectre. 


Being far too much enlightened 
By such twaddle to be frightened, 
He just chaffs the ghost belated, 
And its power is dissipated. 


So its evil charm has vanished, 

So ‘No Popery ” is banished ; 
And may Gladstone’s interference 
Mean its very last appearance ! 








“EVER heard a jackdaw swear?” “No; 


but I've seen a cro(w)-cus(s) !”’ 





Lines for ‘‘Line”-men, 


THE Railway men soon, so the journals 
declare, 
Are arranging a “Labour Day” all to 
themselves ; 
But this appears rather a needless affair, 
And makes one suppose them peculiar elves, 
For what with long hours for their rather 
short pay, (day ! 
Many thought they'd a ‘‘ Labour Day” every 





On Wednesday, 11th inst., Mr. Horace 
Newte’s ZLeonore met with so favourable a 
reception at the Ladbrooke Hall, that, though 
now Newt(e)o us she will in the hereafter be 
an old favourite, 
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‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 


Absolutely Pure.” 
—The Analyst. 


iS | 
Ss) 
NO 


CHEMICALS 


USED 


(As in the 


so-cal. ta 


Pure Forcign 


¢ “x eas.) 


An ALLS 





« Blue. 


WarRninc. 
Refuse all Substitutes. 


& 78% 4 , raat 
i ay i ©v : 








Ia omg ROR SO 








May 25, 1892, 








, 
——— 


Seeeteeesnee i } 
7 aA ; 
pe a= OX | a 


. ee A A 
i SFA SS . 
—w" ~ | 
—— 7 £ - 


















we 





At tho Midary Journaneent 74 

—— Master Torm —_ Sha how many 

| WH new cure Yor Wy slerva. ae ave been killeg 10-¢ ay, ao you Chink , Wanly Su? Waal 
Zi Good men To ale for charily 5 fake 


ae 












UL ii / ; aft ral Fa 

es <M Dives 

» % le ‘a A | /P” (V3 
a (ie) \ f \ y / 

4 -{ ' ‘ , 
‘i (he gia t 
And if = Si 4 / 
ij 









‘ 
¢ a | - or 
J 
4 ON : ‘ . . - 
} ‘wy : } 
hey i ? oy Z 4 
‘ “ : : Z_  / = . ; 
P x i) ‘ — / ‘ - 
1 g le , y 
4 
2 Pag A’ fy} J ’ 7 yj : 
4 . f 3 / 
} > na o i , — - 7] . 
al (i } ‘ /, 
) 


’ leo 
i “a / ff 
Vv Mh . j f 
rd ( hae * a a ¢ 


iy, } my AY 








— 2 y 
DP - Se LLL - | | tot, | 
Orme convalescent; hut has no Tefusing Yo return \ti> 









h / } xi a “rf \ 77.) \ A 
CHAN’ for he Derby: the horrowéd wedding-ring * : Hac ng /n the eJolenta 
(1) This alleged “ bomb” at Highgate, that made some feel drastic, (5) The soldiers’ new Tournament charms each beholder— 
Proved a “sell”? most a-bomb-inable and bomb-astic ! Yea, e’en those who'd show “ Tommy A.” the cold shoulder, 
(2) This attack on our soldiers by many a Dervish (6) Poor old Orme daily mends, but has small chance at Epsom ; 
Isn’t likely to make our troops feel out-of-nerve-ish. Yet he, each morning, doth manage to “ step" some, 
(3) A sermon on “Ghosts” Mr. Haweis endorsee— (7) A bridelet, for whom one the wedding ring borrowed, 
Some speakers keep “ ghosts’ to prepare their discourses, When asked to return it most sobbingly sorrowed. 
(4) This German, who whipped an hysterical lady, (8) In the Solent, swel! yachts are now racing extremely, 
Is a mere whipper-snapper (a-lash !) and most shady. You can’t say they yachtn't, or that it’s unseemly. 


OL. LV. NO, l4ll., 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

wed ~ f —THE stars in their 
“Lo guy pe courses do not seem 
Zs J - altogether favourably 
/ disposed to this theatre 
a at the present moment. 
Happy Returns, presumably, did not 
latterly induce those happy returns 
at the box office which are so desir- 
able—at least, I haven’t time to guess 
7 at any other reason for its withdrawal 
—so that it became necessary to elect 
a successor, Said somebody there- 
upon: Vote 
for Giggs,and 
Vote for 
(4igg4 it is—or 
wa &, for 
there’s no 
knowing but 
what it will 
be a thing of 
the past by 
the time these 
written lines 
are print. 
Before this 
period of the 
world’s his- 
tory election 
humours have 
} been found effective on the stage— 
/ albeit seldom allowed to run alone 
—but on this occasion their presen- 
tation is both poor and ill managed, 
The story which (with a very much 
stronger plot to back it up, however) was found particularly comical 
in The Candidate, is only dull in Vote for Giggs, with its pantomimic 
deputations and rather creaky, old fashioned mechanical humours, 
The effect of even the first act was very 
painful, and the influence increased as the 
evening wore on. However, there is no 
need to dwell upon the shortcomings of the 
piece; it is unlikely to dwell upon the 
stage for long, methinks. It should be said 
that the author, or adaptor, with a wise 

prevision, has concealed his name, 











FOSTER FOSTER 
OON FESS. 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—ABUDDING 
THORNE, 


UNDER happier circumstances the cast, 
though nothing very wonderful perhaps, 
which Mr. Thorne has got together, might 
have distinguished itself. As a matter of 
fact, however, only Mr. C. W. Somerset 
really rose above the depressing influences. 
His impersonation of a Jingle-like character 
was very expert and genuinely funny. Mr. 
C. Fawcett, whose sole business in the piece 
it was to propose for Giggs’ sister at inter- 
vals, performed that function with dignity 
and gentlemanly ease. Miss Emily Thorne was very pleasant as the 
mamma-in-law of Giggs, until the author caused her to be coquettish, 
when we wished it was over so that we might go out and die 
comfortably. Miss Mabel Love—there are several good looking, not 

— to say pretty, ladies in the cast, by-the-way, 

* ae though I don't know why I break off in this 

#7 A 
\A 
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THE VAUDEVILLE. — ’TIS 
WINTER, BUT HE HAS ON 
HIS SOMER-SET. 


sudden way to say it, either—Miss Mabel Love 
seems to be making a bid for fame in the higher 
walks of the drama instead of remaining on the 
»-, lower (or dancing) steps. As yet she seems to 
/ have more ability in her toes than at the other 
end fof her, but that may possibly be want of 
practice, Miss Trench makes a trench-ant 
servant maid, and Mr. Thorne plays Giggs, for 
all that individual is worth, and a good bit over, 
pie it were a poor show else. And now, Mr, 
Thorne, in your own historic words, “ Next, 
please,” 





THE VAUDEVILLE. — 
EFFECT OF THE FIKST . ; ; 
ACT. A SHORT piece, with a good deal more plot in 

it than the chief article of the bill, written by 

Messrs. J. T. Grein and C. W. Jarvis, and called Reparation—though 

there isn't any reparation in it—serves to introduce Miss Ellen Thorne 


to London audiences, London audiences should be pleased to make 


the young lady's acquaintance, 





Nops AND WINKS.—French as she is spoke 
and French as she isn’t spoke is now in full 
swing with us. At the Opera Comique M. 
Coquelin (ainé) and rolling language are to be 
found in Thermidor, while at the Royalty silence 
and Little Red Riding Hood reign. Anon, at 
the Royal English Opera House, the divine 
Sarah (in plays which even Mr. D’Oyley Carte 
cannot call English or operatic) will swell the 
foreign sounds and lighten the native purse.— 
Miss Kate Ruskin, a promising find of the 
matinée field, and Mr. Frank Lindo, imitator- 
in-chief of all the leading actors, and an ex- 
cellent actor to boot, played the principal 
characters in a piece called Fairly Caught, at 
the Parkhurst (a theatre probably not in the 
provinces). es 

Mr. EDpwarpD A. MorTON has written what 
he calls a saynéte, which he calls Miss Jmpu- 
dence, which will be played on the afternoon 
of June 2nd at Terry’s Theatre, and in i Tun VAvOavitis. — 
Miss Annie Hughes will sustain the sprightly FEV’ rLY =f. 
principal character. I look forward with some oo, hep t P Sag 
curiosity to seeing a saynéte. I suppose itisin  posrrions. 

Spanish. (On second thoughts I don’t suppose 

anything of the sort—I put it that way just to let you see that I 
know where he gets 

the descriptive epithet ) 
from.) By-the-way, <¢& 
Miss Burney willbring / 
out The County on CL 
the same _ occasion, 

so we're in for quite « 
an aristocratic after- ¢ 
noon.—This (Wednes- 
day) evening the West- 
minster Orchestral 
Society will give its 
twenty-second con- 
cert; it will take place 





















THE VAUDEVILLE.— 
THORNES IN THE FLESH. 


inthe Westminster Tow 
Hall.—Somebody is ad- 
vertising in theatrical 
and other papers “ How 
to colour your hair with 
perfect safety.” A new 
kind of dye, I suppose. 
—Mr. Hugh Moss is one 
of our finest stage mana- 
gers, and now, it is said, 
he has brought his ener- 
gies to bear upon the 
production of halfa play 
(someone else has done 
the other half, of course), 
whieh will be produced 


A good cast, including Misses Olga Brandon, 
Dorothy Dorr, Louise Littaand Elizabeth 


ip (|! jpn 
Bessle; and Messrs. C. Garthorne, S. i} s ay 
Caffrey, W. Shine, Ian Robertson, and R. | (Coss \ 
Pateman is announced. The play is | (|X. f/* © . 
called (at present) Cushla Machree. A Thy 7 
foreign term of endearment, I believe.— 
Her Majesty’s (and trimmings) is to be 
sold by auction on the 15th and [6th of | 
June. Now’s your chance, ladies and (hin 
gentlemen! don’t all speak at once! A 
new play, Zhe Noble Art, was due at 
Terry's this (Wednesday) afternoon. Be 
able to defend itself I suppose. Mrs. 
Hugh Bell's farcical comedy, Nicholson's ¢ Fy, 
Niece, is due at the same theatre on the : { 
afternoon of May 30th. This week (com- 
mencing yesterday, Tuesday afternoon) 
Agatha will be on at the Criterion in the afternoons, 


THE LOVE INTEREST. 


at the Princess's soon. 
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LE Te NEynouns qa. 


THE PROOF OF THE PUDDING. 
He.—‘ What makes the crust of the pudding so black, Emmie ?” 
She.— Oh, I always make pastry with my gloves on, and this 
morning I could find nothing but a black pair.” 








THE TROUBLES OF MRS. PETTIFLOG. 


SHE READS A NOVELETTE. 


Mrs, PETTIFLOG’s ideal of masculine perfection is “‘a gentle what 
be pay up manful”: and young Candlebury had so long been a 
phenomenon of this kind that she took quite a maternal liking to him. 
One evening, when he had called her into his sitting room to polish 
off a tumbler of hot rum, just at a moment when she was “ fairly a- 
graspin’ for a drink,” she opened her heart to him, as follows :— 

“Mr. Kendalbury, sir, most o’ my lodgers do be call me askinflinch : 
but I be a mother to them as = ,——— —— - 
be a mother to I—which if iver 
there did be was one as was 
one, it be yourself, Mr. Kindle- 
bury. An’ if iver you be meet 
hard timeses (she had a power- 
ful idea that he never would) 
remember as how you sha’n't 
be want a roof to put in your Me 
mouth, nor a meal’s meat to put _ 
over your head, whiled Mrs, 
Pettiflog do be out of her grave. 
Mr. Canterbury, sir, I do be 
ewear it!” 


The next day, a friend for 
whom Candlebury had ‘stood 
security ” levanted : and young 
C,. had to strain all his re- 
sources to meet his consequent 
liability. Among other things, 
he resolved to let Pettiflog wait 
& month or so for her rent: 
“the old hag had done well | 
out of him, and she wasas rich | 
as Shylock.” So he told her | 
what he meant to do, and Pet- 
tiflog, mindful of her promise, 





“’E)p the sufferin’, keind lady!” 








HUN. 215 
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bore it for two weeks, and murmured not: but there was a light 
in Pettiflog’s eye, there was an extra crop of wrinkles on Pettiflog's 
brow, that boded painful things ! 


On the Saturday night which would complete Candlebury’s third 
unpaid week, Mrs. Pettiflog chanced to glide into his room while he 
was at tea. She was in tears. 

“Mr, Camberwellbury, sir, I do be ashamed to be cry in front of a 
gentle, but I do be hev bin readin’ a novelettebook, which be com- 
plete upset me.”’ 

Now, young Candlebury, happening to know that his dragon could 
neither read nor write, was a bit staggered. But he kept dark. 
‘Must have been a very sad story!” he said, sympathetically. 

“Sad, sir! Sad be no name for it. It did be brought the tears out 
o’ me in kittlefuls. Pertickler, sir, where it be tells of the Duchiss 
an’ the Markiss, it be touch enough to be melt the heart of a miserd.” 

“ Ah, indeed! and what happened to the Duchess and the Marquis, 
mother?” 

“ Well, sir, it ’u’d be a long story to tell as how the Markiss did be 
get in debt to the Duchiss: but, humswever, the Duchiss be got poor, 
so she be went tothe Markiss—Escuse me sobbin’, Mr. Candlemasbury, 
but it be so very touch! The Duchiss she be kneelded to the Markiss 
—like this, sir; an’ she be claspded her ’ands—like this, sir; an’ she 
be say, heartbruk, ‘ Markiss, sir, can’t you be pay me what you be owe 
me? I be stuck for money, Markiss: I be druv ina corner, Markiss : 
if you don’t be pay me, Markiss, I be ayther hev to pawn or borry, 
which niver, man nor boy, hev I bin did sich a thing this forty year. 
As a gentle ’—says the Duchiss, kneeldin’ an’ sobbin’—‘as a gentle, 
Markiss, which did be always pay up manful, I be appeal to you, 
Markiss——’”’ 

Two seconds later, a hatless form and a haggard face were tearing 
down the street like Old Harry. They belonged to Candlebury, who 
was rushing to the house of his office-boy to try and borrow from his 
office-boy’s father the sum of three guineas, wherewithal to pay 
Pettiflog instanter. 

MORAL.—We have a strong suspicion that Mrs. Pettiflog, if put to 
the test, could kill a dog without hanging it, 








Holiday Homes Fund. 


Mr. JOHN KIRK, Secretary Holiday Homes Fund Ragged School 
Union, 37 Norfolk Street, Strand, London, W.C., writes :—‘ There is 
often more sadness than fun in the lives of the 50,000 poor children 
attending our 200 ragged schools. To replace the sadness with glad- 
ness, to bring colour to the cheeks and strength to the limbs of our 
poor little protégés, we send as many of them as possible into the 
country for a fortnight during the Summer and early Autumn months. 
To do this we need the contributions—in money, boots and clothing 
of kind friends; and under the kindly influence of FUN, its readers, 
in their gladsome, merry moments may well think of the suffering and 
misery they can alleviate if they will each send a trifle to our Holiday 
Homes Fund. For such gifts—urgently needed—we shall be deeply, 
truly grateful.” 

The above appeal scarcely calls for comment, It is enough to bring 
tears to the eyes of our readers, and pounds from their pockets.—ED. 


N | 





CHELSEA DAY BY DAY. r 
“Yer won't! Then, take that, yer red-nosed son of a mugwump! 
[ Stones and mud to follow. 






























































: : > 
><) . 
= 


Ss 


nae s 


7 Bao 
7 ae 9 a le te ~ 
ten adinal- aiken te sediavan sae 
eet 










ate 


co 


= a 
“> 


~~ 
et aie Sn Selenite aie eee ea pee 



























> Se ne 


_s 


SA 







a 
ee 
meyer manne 


we ESET yo 





r= 


a 


Ment centinitoeln inet tent Loe 


eaeecies 


Co = tesa as 


a 





May 25, 1892. 








A i Sep 
; VWZZ GPE 
Fig 
IZ Li Log tl 


\ 


AT THE WILD WEST OF LONDON. 


Possibly he knew it was Leap Year, 





Gushing “ Old- Young” Lady.— Ou, CICELY, DEAR, | MUST SHAKE HANDS WITH THIS NOBLE SAVAGE, WHAT A PITY HE CANNOT 


SPEAK OUR TONGUE,” 


Geniality Misjudged. 

(A Ramegate gentleman, who was recently fine! for 
kicking a tax collector, declared in court that the k 
was “only a playful touch behind with his slipp 
foot.” —Press.] 

A& a general rule, there’s a humoroua side 

To the gravest things that on earth betide 

And a sharp, sharp eye—though I know not 
why— 

For the humorous side of events have I. 

Whene'er, for example, my tailor comes 

To my door, and begs that the various sums 

I owe him be paid on the spot, I’m so 

Amused at his wonderful shek. you know, 

That I treat the man (while I laugh “ Ho, 
ho!”’) 

To a playful touch of my playful toe! 


When the School Board officer, stern and cool, 
Demands that my children be sent to schoo! 
When a railway porter from me would snare, 
For a first class journey, a first class fare : 
When a landlord swears I sha!! surely not 
Forsake his hotel till I've paid my shot : 

Do I vent my chagrin onthe knaves? Ah,no! 
Their comical actions divert me s¢ 

That on each of the rocues I at once bestow 
Just a playful touch of my blithe big toe! 
But, alas! ‘twould seem that 


B), 


Surly Bear (in good English).—* SuRLY BEAR'S GOT ONE SQUAW ALREADY, ONE’S PLENTY.” 


The humorous side of events is much 

In advance of this barbarous age. A touch— 
A playful touch—which I gave one day 

To a taxman bold in my playful way— 

Has been misconstrued by a beak unkind, 
And I’ve been for my jocular nature fined ! 
So my lightness of heart I will hence lay by, 
And I'll look with a gloomy and jaundiced eye 
On events that may happen about me : though 
I would fain, ere 1 let my good humour go, 
For playfulness’ sake, on that beak bestow 
Just a playful touch of my playful toe! 








Horse-Slaves and Man-Slaves. 
(What the former, at the General Election, would, if 
they could, do, the latter can, if they will, do!] 
“Man's inhumanity to man 
Makes countless thousands mourn.” 
—ROBERT BURNS. 
he 
THE dumb, industrious, patient horse 
(Since man’s superior mental force 
Can conquer, regulate, subdue 
Its vaster power of limb and thew) 
Is oft ill-used in shameful wise 
By shameless brutes in human guise. 


‘ } > ; } . } ”? } ¥ , 
1 Ve the norse, tl! l 1 Me@eea& Al l mute 


[G. 0.-Y. L. faints away. 


—— 








Avenge itself at one fell blow, 

And lay its persecutor low. 

And FUN exclaims, what time he reads 

Of cruelties to faithful steeds, 

That turn his heart with loathing sick, 
‘“ Why fail the poor dumb slaves to kick?’ 


aie 

3ut horseflesh suffers not alone : 
Much human flesh from human bone 
Is ground, in stern, relentless way, 
By soulless tyrants day by day, 
Till sweated toilers, wan and weak, 
With curse on lip and tear on cheek, 
Would fain—yet do not dare—rebel 
Against oppression, fierce and fell! 


III, 

The horse, by instinct made aware 
That direr tortures he should bear 
If he his vile tormentors kicked, 
Endures the stripes his foes inflict. 
But, human slaves, this moral heed ! 
If Heaven had on that suffering steed 
Bestowed the power to VOTE at will 
For man’s brutality to still 
Continue, or, per contra, be 
Forbidden by the law's decree, 

lumb beast would, with delight 


That poor dun 


“ 
\ y 
‘ 
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1) Wh ilitary officers invi , : 4 : . , 
( en retired military officers are invited out to dinner, or otherwise, the simple minded and uninitiated host will oftea introduce them 


thinking they will be such “nice company” for each other. 
and have a heated discussion about the European outlook and the latest rifle 














in a weak moment, 


Anat ee ete 
2) Juite s . 2 acti nrarnda att " , : : 

(2) Quite so, and thelt ores a tion towards making themselves generally agreeable is to get up in a corner 
(3) Then, if there happens to be a battle or military picture hanging on the walls, they 


usually tackle it, and, in tones above a whisper, let you know how w : age 
A ) : § u Know Dov ( averrvthin ic ] 2? : : 
per, j how wrong everything in it is, from the drummers’ epaulets to the dying horse in the foreground. (4) 
4») Then, over dinner, they utterly disregard their neighbours, and discuss, in 
4 
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PRIVATE INQUIRY. . 


AND a very pleasant state of affairs, too. Do husbands always stay 
as late at their club as they say they do? Do wives always go shop- 
ping when they say they do? And sweet, dear, unsuspicious wives 
read this scrt of thing? And the nice, kindly, sympathetic creatures, 
who dearly love an occasional giggle themselves, must needs think 
the worse of everything their poor mates do, The private detective 
is a pleasant institution—at anyrate, he can afford to advertise pretty 
freely, And what an useful function he performs! He is the friend 
of the good wife who regularly saves money out of her housekeeping 
to pay for the watching of the absent Edward. <And the professional 
shadower, you may guess, makes a pretty business out of it all. 
sesides, how handily, too, he comes in for other purposes. Mrs, Jones 
has been cut by Mrs. Snook at the Fitzwallops’ small and early. Good 
woman! There’s not too much malice about her, you bet! She goes 
t 1iry friend, and is ready to pay up handsomely (the 


our private int 


a - ef CAT) 


an animated way, across the unfortunate person who separates them, livers, 
curries, bomb-shells, and other dreadful things. After this comes a lull. 
(5) Now, there may happen to be present some nervous young man who 
has written a book, or a poem, or painted a picture—or s mething of that 
sort. He has been burning to talk of h‘s hobby all the evening, but has 
not had the chance till now, and tells them all he knows—and a little more. 
(6) And comes away pleased with himself, but scorned by others, (7) And 
when they get alone together, the military gentlemen deplore the state of 
society that recognizes bores, who talk nothing but about themselves and 
their confounded shop. 


out anything about the Snook’s former existence that she can use as a 
moral hairpin to stick in her shoulders, 

Then, again, what a pleasant life it must be to the dear man. I 
can fancy him studying the fine art of shadowing with a dozen models 
of drawing room key-holes. He ought to be in the Volunteers to prac- 
tise kneeling drill, so as to make himself properly nimble and to be 
able to get a comfortable position on the door-mat without making 
any noise. He's a genial fellow, too, our friend is—that some of you 
make out as being such a necessity in the world, He'll take a drink 
—he'd do it with his grandmother, if he had one, and sell her credit 
for £1 a day and railway fares the next half-hour. That lunatic 
Jones must have it that the man is as good as any other man. 

We're getting up too much private inquiry in this great and happy 
land of ours. We're such an universal brotherhood of love birda, I sup- 
pose, that we can’t be happy unless we know how many feathers short 
A parcel of confoundedly bad form and hum- 


all our friends have. 
gis, Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS., 


thie sort of tl 


a ha’ fa’ : 
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USEFUL PROPERTIES. 





He was a knowin’ card, was our Bill. If he didn’t know what Usted to keep a wife an’ childun, that’s wot he usted, agen he might ave to 
‘ud come it over the madjistrates, strike me pink ! appeal for murcy. 
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An’ he kep a ‘ole granmother too, that’s wot ’ee did, Very well—s’pose ’e was worked off to the beak for hill-usin’ of ’is wife an’ kids, 
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“LET ULSTER REBEL.” 





Master Salisbury.—“ PLEASE, SIR, I LDIDN’T SAY WHAT I MEANT, A 
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‘DOWN BY THE SEA.’ 
“ You can’t be making much progress with your novel, Mr. Brown.” 
Our Lazy Author—*‘ Oh, I'm getting on first rate! You see, I’ve 
come te the point where the hero is ordered complete idleness, with 
congenial company, for a month, Must study nature and realism 
nowadays!” 
FUN-DH-SIHOLH FAROBS, 
PULPITI-FUL PLAGIARISM ; 
Or, Glass Household Stone Throwing. 
ACT I, ScknE—London, A series of Churches,R., A ditto ef Chapels, 
L. Without the PUBLIC are discovered; within the various 
PASTORS are not yet so—but all in good time. 


First PUBLIC. It isa wet day. Let us gotochurch. (Going RB.) 

SECOND P. And tochapel. (Going L.) 

First P, | We cannot really { Church | 

SECOND P., | (scornfully) tolerate “cota } Chapel | 

| Ewveunt R. and L, to their respective places of worship, 
. * . * . 7 
An hour and a half is supposed to elapse. 
ACT II. SceENE—the same, only more so. Re-enter FIRST and SECOND 
PUBLIC from Church and Chapel, Buzz, Babble, etc., ete. 

First P, Yes, a very fine service! But, do you know, some of the 
words in the Rev, Chasseuble Leckturne’s sermon seemed to strike us 
as familiar? Wherever have we heard those words |efore? Could it 
have been when we were christened ? [ They confer and exeunt. 

SECOND P., It was, indeed, a most searching discourse, but the divi- 
sion of the heads, and especially that between the secondly and 
thirdly—struck us as having something of a familiar eound. Whilea 
phrase in the notices our pastor gave out about the next Church meet- 
ing really must have been used before somewhere. It is to be hoped 
that our pastor has not fallen into the sin of plagiarism, like—— 

[Exeunt in opposite direction and considerable distress of mind, 


ACT Ill. TimE—A few days later. SCENE—A double “ set,” 
showing the respective and hitherto happy homes of the previous 
congregations, As the ACT DROP goes up, breakfast may in each 
case be observed going down, Presently enter to them their re- 
spective party newspapers. 

First CONGREGATION, Dear us! Then it ‘s a scandal, as we 
feared! Listen to what the Ensign says: (Reads.) “‘Should 
sermons be absolutely original?’ That is the question which will 
naturally occur to our readers while perusing the interview (printed 
in another column) which our representative had with the Rev. 
Chasseuble Leckturne, of St. Vyaductine’s, anent a startling rumour 
which had got abroad to the effect that at Matins last Sunday the 
popular Ecclesiastic had, in his sermon, used on one or two occasions 
the expression ‘ Verily,’ a word which the merest student of Patristic 
Theology will remember, is supposed to have been invented by,” etc., 
ete. O horror! We knew it, we knew it! O! what will the 


going folk ! 











Archbishop (not to mention Mrs. Grundy) say? (They bury their 
heads in their journals and sob convulsively.) 

SECOND PuBLIc. O family! O family! that it should come to 
this! What a terrible exposure! Hark to what the Diurnal 
Canonical says: “From the startling correspondence which we 
publish to-day, headed by the Rev. Doctor Snarker of the Snow Hill 
Stabernacle, it now seems fully proved that the Rev. Mr. Drye 
Goodes, Pastor of the Bread Street Bethel, did use, in his now 
notorious discourse of last Sunday, the phrase, ‘O my Brethren!’ 
and the heading ‘thirdly ’—remarks which may be distinctly traced 
by every Nonconformist Conscience to the sermons of the late Rev. 
John Wycliffe of Smithfield. It is true that ‘A Layman up to Date’ 
shows, in his letter, that these phrases may have been unconsciously 
borrowed from Origen by the famous Smithfield Preacher, but that 
does not excuse,” etc., etc. Alas, alas! that this blow should 
fall upon owr chapel. (They rend their garments and order in some 
sackcloth and ashes, as the ACT DROP falls shamefacedly.) 


ACT IV. ScENE—Zhe Immemorial Assembly Rooms, during a 
meeting of the STRONGREGATIONAL DISUNION. 

THE CHAIRMAN. Dear friends, I have, therefore, the happiness to 
propose that our brother, Mr. D. Goodes be elected as Deputy-Sub- 
Under Clerk for the year, and—— 

CERTAIN DISSUNIONERS. Booh! Yah! Plagiarist! Conveyer ! 
Who stole the “thirdly” ? What about “Omy Brethren”? S—s—ss! 
Hooh ! etc., etc. 

DocToR SNARKER, I propose an amendment. But I want it to be 
ever so much longer than usual! I have no doubt that my dear 
brother Goodes did plagiarise this——- (Groans, applause, yells, etc.) 

[ Enter suddenly the REV. MR. FUNNE of St. Fleet's. A reverent 
hush sets in. 

THE Rev. Mr. FuNNE. For shame! dearly beloved Brethren! 
Is this our Christian Charity? This eagerness to believe wrong of the 
Servants of Religion! Is this the way to spread the cause of our 
creed? Peace,I implore ye! (Contrition and 

CURTAIN. 











FENCING. 
She,—“ Oh, we could never afford to get mirried in the summer with 
our income ; new potatoes and green peas and things come so expensive.” 
He—* In the winter, then?” 
She.—* My dear boy, thin] 
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The Mystery of Orme. 
I—THE NOBBLING THEORY, 
“ Ormum virumque cano.” 
As hero of his epic pome, 
The brilliant Virgil took 
The man who from his fallen home 
In sadness “slung his hook” ; 
The man who blighted Dido’s life ; 
The man who Hades sought ; 
The man who for his destined wife 
With doughty Turnus fought. 
“To thrill the world this theme of mine 
Is surely just the thing!” 
And thus he penned his opening line, 
“ Arms and the man I sing!” 
But whoso now the world would shake 
With epic grim and grave 
Must find, and for his hero take, 
A man less true and brave. 
The man whose dastard action o’er 
The turf’s traditions drives ; 
The man who’s sought a life worth more 
Than scores of human lives, 
The man whose vileness in the shade 
Puts Deeming’s vileness quite ; 
Who's ’gainst a poor dear Duke displayed 
A more than murderous spite. 
The man who in a million breasts 
Has raised a furious storm ; 
The man whom all the world detests ; 
The man who nobbled Orme! 
And, when the Bard has found that “ cuss,” 
’T will riches to him bring 
If he’ll an epic give to us 
In twelve long books, commencing thus, 
“Orme and the man I sing!” 


II—THE TooTH THEORY. 
“ Much Ado About Nothing.” 
FROM North to South, from East to West, 
Britannia’s sons were sore distressed, 
And fiercely raged in every breast 
Grim indignation’s storm : 
Scarce into ten stout tomes condensed 
Could be the curses which incensed 
And angry turfites hurled against 
The poisoner of Orme! 


Let homicide his arts employ, 

Let anarchist his hordes destroy, 

Let savage sire his helpless boy 
Disfigure and deform ; 

And Englishmen would heed the pleas 

For mercy raised by fiends like these ; 

But soon they’d lynch—if they could seize— 
The poisoner of Orme! 


Westminster made a solemn vow, 
While holy horror veiled his brow, 
That he'd allow a cheerful “thou.” 
To him who’d make it warm 
For that vile wretch to virtue lost— 
That more than brutal brute—that most 
Depraved and foul of Satan’s host— 
The poisoner of Orme! 


But, by-and-by, the turfites all 

Felt mighty sheepish, mighty small, 

And ceased with fierce tirades to baw] 
And blare and bleat and storm, 

On finding, after all their spleen, 

That no vile nobbler base and mean— 

But just a rotten tooth—had been 
The poisoner of Orme ! 








New Leaves, 

The English Illustrated begins with 
‘‘ Prince George of Wales.” There is a clever 
little story, called “ Pretty Pierre”; “A Day 
in a@ Spice Factory” is worthy of attention, 
but “ Match Box Making at Home” should 
not be missed.—Look at that sweet little 
“Candy Seller” in St. Nicholas, and then 
revel in the dear delights that are spread so 
lavishly over its pages.—After dallying with 

very individual The Idler, it i 
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THE PROMISE OF MAY. 

















pleasant to peruse the gossiping individuali- 
ties of “The Idler’s Club,.”—The list of 
authors and artists for the May number of 
The Cosmopolitan, the first under the manage- 
ment of the new editor, Mr. Wm. Dean 
Howells—displayed something quite excep- 
tionally superior, “if not the strongest 
number of any American magazine ever 
issued,” which is coming it strong indeed.— 
All the illustrated serials from the Religious 
Tract Society we can only repeat could 
scarcely be better for the purposes they serve. 
—A new story, “ His Grace,” is commenced 
in ZLongman's, and there are some spirited 
verses, ‘The Ace from Snowy River,” which 
may be said to take the trick.—The editor of 
The Welsh Review writes learnedly on ‘ Sober 
by Act of Parliament.” Sober by self-willed 
abstinence seems preferable. A humorous 
skit is “The Blue Bandit.”—In Household 
Words there is never any lack of anything 
one could wish for. 

“The Pocket Gazetteer of the World,” 
edited by J. G. Bartholomew, F.R.G.S. (John 
Walker and Co.). The clearness and useful- 
ness of this little volume, elaborate, carefu) 
and complete as it is,is unquestionable. The 
full effect, however, of the perfectly under- 
standable and comprehensive maps is some- 
what marred by their being bound in as they 
are. 


items 
——— 


FOILED! 


AN Up-T0-DATE NOVEL, IN FOUR CHAPTERS. 








CHAPTER I, 

“THERE is no hope, Sir Hugh,” said the 
doctor, solemnly, ‘ Let me ask you if you 
have settled your earthly affairs,” 

“T have—I have!” gasped the patient, 
with a weary, yet a wily, smile, 

“Tell me,” whispered the doctor, as a 
sinister look crept over his features, ‘ where 
is the will?” 

“ Safe—safe—top—drawer—escritoire—red 
seal.”’ The words fluttered feebly from the 
lips of Sir Hugh, and, having uttered them, he 
fell back on his pillow—and was no more, 





CHAPTER II, 

“Found!” soliloquised Sir Baice Reginald, 
exultantly, as,a few minutes later, he drew 
a red-sealed envelope from the top drawer of 
his late parent’s escritoire. ‘“ Now, my fine 
Percy, we will see whether you shall get the 
estates or no. Ha, ha! How clever it was 
of me to bribe the doctor to worm the secret 
out of the old fossil!” And with the stolen 
sealed packet stole he gently from the room, 


CHAPTER III, 

“ Now,” muttered Sir Baice Reginald, when 
he stood alone with his booty in a secluded 
forest glade—“ now, I will just glance at thie 
precious will, which cancels the one made in 
my favour, and then I will scatter it to the 
four winds of heaven, and the estates are 
mine. Ha, ha!” 


CHAPTER IV, 

Sir Baice Reginald tore open the cover in 
feverish haste, and read as follows :—“ My 
dear Baice Reginald—Being assured of om 
treachery, I have, as you know, made a h 
will in favour of your cousin Percy. Antici- 

ating that you will make search for it, I 
ave left this packet for you to come across, 
just to let you know that you are wasting 
your time, I have placed the will in the 
keeping of the Chancery Lane Safe Deposit, 
and safe bind, safe find, you know. 


, , “ ’ 
“ Your affectionate father, HuGH.’ 
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MR. FUN’S PROVERBS.—No. 1. 


“ Keep the common road, 





And thou art safe!” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE waters of the Suez Canal are not troubled ones just now, Mr. 
J. W. Lowther was enabled to inform Mr. Craig, although a good deal 
of oil goes over them, 

Bravo! Mr. Bryce. ‘“ Access to mountains, and bad cess to a)] who 
deny it” has long been your motto ; and, before the Recess, your efforts 
to this end will probably attain success; for the Lord Advocate has 
pare to bring in a Bill, dealing with the subject as relating to 

scotland, this Session. 

When “Greek meets Greek,” etc. When Chancellors of the 
Exchequer fence with figures—oh, my head! Harcourt and Goschen 
slashed away at each other on Monday, hurling millions at one another 
with an ease that had something awful about it, ‘“ What about that 

r little sinking fund?” cries the burly Villiam Wernon—as Mr. 
eller would have called him—with the air of one accusing his 
adversary of starving a child to death. And then the gentleman who 
stands in the shoes which once Sir William wore—and which, per- 
chance, he soon will wear again—ups and says, says he, “ Say I starved 
the littledear:? Look at him! just consider what I’ve laid out on him; 
see how chubby he is, and how nicely I’ve dressed him ; and if I have 
borrowed a bit out of 
his money box, it was 
all for his own good ; 
and I'll pay him back 
every brass farthing, or 
else you'll have to, if 
Mr. Justice Bull makes 
you his guardian in 
place of me, And you've 
done the same, and 



















61R WILLIAM SITS ON THE 
CHANCELLOR OF THE EX- 
CHEQUER'’S BANTLING. 


you're another — only 
more 80.” 

Dropped in at the 
Committe on Theatres 
and Music Halls yester- 
day; who should I see 
giving evidence, of all 
= le in the world, but 

am Archer. W. A. 
would scuttle the Cen- 
eor-ship. Cites, as an 
instance of its ineffectiveness, its failure to prevent caricatures of 
Gladstone, Ayrton, Sherbrooke, Randy and others. But if the Censor 
in Palace Yard is powerless in this respect, the little cherub who sits 
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JOHN DILLON'S “ BOGIE MAN.” 








up aloft is quite capable of keeping things in order. Your gallery 
boy won’t have politics on the stage ; enough of that sort of thing in 
Hyde Park and on Clerkenwell Green. They found that out in Joan 
ef Arc. But, Mr. Archer, if we had no censor, would the young 
person be able to take her mother to the theatre very long? Our 
Archers, our Irvings and our Trees would never take advantage of the 
absence of a vetoing power. True, but then there are others. 

The committee acted wisely in taking the views of Mr. J. G. 
Johnson on sketches. Mr. Johnson is a sketch artist of eminence, and 
he satisfied us that the sketch is ketching on. 

Lord Colville of Culross complained on Tuesday that people are, 
what is vulgarly termed, “ copping the needle” over the target practice 
seaward of the Needles. Good deal of point in this argument. 
Admiralty had better keep an eye on the locus in quo. 

The Women’s Liberal Federation (en passant, can the fair sex 
JSederate ?) is, I understand, in danger of internal discussion over the 
attitude of the Gladstonian party and Press towards Female Suffrage. 

It is certainly a libel to charge lovely women with monopolising 
talk, and, meantime, keep her out of politics, In its opposition to 
Female Suffrage, the Liberal Party reverses its traditional policies of 
extending enfranchisement. ‘ One man one vote to be shaw,” says Mr. 
Shaw Lefevre, and brings in his bill to that effect, but the Tories are 
singularly partial to plural voters. Lord Salisbury was at St. 
Leonards, not on, but at Sea. 





— 


“Let Ulster Rebel,” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

{“In reply, I have to point out that in no part of Lord Salisbury’s speech were 
these words, ‘ Let Ulster rebel,’ used, nor, indeed, any words which could properly be 
so interpreted.”— Salisbury’s Secretary.) 

HAVE a care of that Salisbury boy! 

When he’s near there is mischief a-brewing, 
So prone is the imp to employ 

Little dodges some folk may be ruing. 

And what’s the last trick he’s been doing? 
The advance of Home Rule to repel, 
He has given (if truly they tell) 
The bad watchword, “ Let Ulster rebel.” 


It is certainly not at all nice 
For a person in high situation 
To offer such shocking advice 
To an integral part of our nation, 
And urge it to wild desperation ; 
But then, the boy holds he’s abused, 
Says his meaning is somehow confused, 
It was not the expression he used. 


Now, of course, it may very well be 
(And his critics can grant the confession 
With perfect composure) that he 
Wasn't guilty of making transgression 
By using that special expression. 
Yet if words aren't spoken to sell 
Their hearers’ intelligence,—well, 
He was hinting “ Let Ulster rebel,” 
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AN AWFUL EXPOSURE. 
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(1) It was not often that young Poundaweek got an invitation to 
— the evening at his employer’s house, and when he did, he 
thought it worth while to sport a new pair of “springsides,” so as to 
make a favourable impression, especially as he adored Mr. Cheapside’s 
daughter Kerosina. (2) The boots were certainly rather stiff to get 
on, but then, how stylish and natty they looked when they were on! 
(3) All the same, by the time poor Poundaweek reached the dwelling 
of his soul’s idol, he felt that he could not have crawled another step 
owing to the torture inflicted by his new purchase. (4) A chance 

















for a moment’s relief occurred when they sat down to whist after 
eupper, and he secretly removed the boots under the table. 5) All 
went well till the ladies suddenly on to remove the table 
and have some “ thought reading. hen began an awful struggle ae 
Poundaweek made frantic attempts to replace his foot coverings with- 
out being seen. (6) All was in vain, however, and the wretched 
youth was discovered and eternally disgraced. (7) Then, as no 
power on earth could get the boots on again when once off, there was 
nothing for it but to retreat in his stockings, as it didn’t run to a cab, 
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A BLIGHTED LIFE. 


AN INCIDENT OF THE PRESENT JOURNALISTIC “ REIGN OF TERROR.” 








He was a éad faced, weary looking man 
when he first came to live in our suburb, 
and he always returned home with a 
bundle of periodicals under his arm, 


r— 





Risen 


At length he became worn to a shadow, 
staggered brokenheartedly beneath the stupendous 
“Let us demand an 
explanation,” said Jones; “the matter becomes 


weight of his literary load, 


serious!*"’ And we did so, 





























He was a mystery to all of us. 
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and “Gentlemen,” he sobbed, “I will confess all. Twelve months ago, I commenced to 
purchase those halfpenny and penny papers, which give free insurance policies to their 
I have sent in tons of coupons—and received nothing. 
daily upon various railways, but have never been killed in an accident. 
ruined me; and there are twenty new papers to be published this week!” 
mingled our tears with his, he added—*“ To-morrow I enter a Home for Incurables.”’ 


readers. 


Jones said he must bea 
comic artist ; Smith thought it very likely he was a rate 
collector ; while Brown opined he had the weight of some 
deadly crime upon his soul, 
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Day by day he grew shabbier, more 
miserable and more dejected-looking ; 
while the bundle of periodicals rapidly 
increased in size and number, 
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I have spent eight hours 
The expense has 
Then, as we 
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DEAR Sir,—I am awfully ignorant, I know, 
more so than usual—piscatorially. I always 
thought the succulent salmon was a fish—am 
I right ?—and if so, can you explain the 
announcement I saw in a tackle shop, 
“SALMON FLIES”? How does salmon fly ? 

Yours inquisitively, AARON WALTON, 
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JUST PUBLISHED. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


“A SOLDIER'S SWEETHEART.” 


BY THE AUTHOR OF 


“MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 


“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. 


| THE latest novelty our American cousins 
are promised is a novel by a negress. The 
Duily News says it will be the first on record. 
Why, we have read lots of novels, and good 
ones, too, on this side, by Black, and others by 
Black(a)more. And if our authoresses are not 
coloured, some of their works are, very highly. 














@eld Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Londen, 
Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. | 
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Retail in Tins at 1s. 6d., 2s. 6d., 5a., 
and 10s., of Chemists, etc., everywhere 


Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses 









AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 


etl, tl. 


C BRANDAUER & 5 


Croinreo PEN S| 


a eee | 





Write as smoothly as a lead pencil. neither scratch nor spurt, | 
the points being rounded by a New Process. N B.—Attention is 
also drawn to the r New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of 
flexibility. Assorted Sample Box, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
from C BRANDAUER & Co. > PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 





Cadbury's 
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CHEMICALS 
USED 





English Manufacture, 





Absolutely Pure.” (As ti 
—The Analyst. *"Caceass™ 
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The Last ox Che Bread Gauge 
Fal yy Sa 
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OF to he Cahs—7 few yeay henc eo). 

[aay Diana Manley arives to Epsom, wilh a few” yelect— 

lady chums, kindly Taking Some ¢enllemen wilt She rg. lt 7s 

Surprigingly Salisfaclory 70 nwo how (he reduced sex Ra Ve) 
SeMeR Qown in Their proper places 
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4 page boys adventure ou, “Them only my lool puns: 


i is coi j i ictures, all gay 
L y g th seems no joke— (4) George Du Maurier lectures on p eB, : 
™ Bar cn ey socué fet te tiethen ho toe sobbed poor folk ! From an old neighbour, Punch, who lives over the way. 


, di 5 had nobbled some notes, cash and gems, 
(2) The last of the Broad Gauge is herein displayed— (5) CD so mp time apni do when conscience condemns! 


By careful en-gauge-ment the change was soon made, : 
ip . (6) A Pickpocket caught with two bits of wood nigh, 


3) Bull-D be seen at a glance— with ts d nigh, 
"7 If to tae i aenataar toate had no ghancs. Said, “ They’re toothpicks!” a most tooth-pick-uliar lie! 
(7) The Superior Sex, when en route for the Oaks, 

Would, doubtless, thus treat us mere masculine folks! 





I Wtpawue on 
“Social Fictorial Satire . 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


The Poet and the Puppets 
ought to have been written in 
many books, couched in 
archaic and superior language 
full of unnecessarily obscure 
allusion, printed, with lavish- 
ness of margin, on hand made 
paper, with uncut 
edges, bound in an 
undiscovered ma- 
terial of a newly 
invented colour, 



















rnamented with 
czsual and classic 


Tage ComMEepy—* I; 
DORKS MAkB ME & 
WILDE:” 


fleas, and put forward 

under the title of The 

Rechoning up of Oscar A 

Wilde, It is just as A PAIRY TURN FOR OUK MONEY 

funny as it is, however 

—at least (of course, it’s just as funny as it is’), I mean it is quite as 
» you 


1 


humorous in its present form, and ia good enough to kee 
acreaming with laughter al! the time. 


7 


THAT ia, if you're a literary person or an artist, or an actor, or a 
very theatrical person, for a goodly number of the jocularities are 
distinctly “ professional,” aa they are apt to be in actors’ plays: their 
jokes are always more or leas suggestive of the eggs in Our Boys— 
“shop ‘uns’! How many people, for instance, see the point of 
summoning a being in the guise of Mr. Bancroft as the Spirit of 
Arbitration? However, there is enough and to spare of humour on a 
more ordinary level, and the burlesgue—which is not 80 much a 
burlesque on Lady Windermerc's Fan asa burlesque on the author of 
that immortal work—is as clever and neat athing as may be imagined. 
There is a lightness in its touch, a variety and an absence of lingering 
over the points, which effectually keep at bay the satiety which is 
apt to 80 g00n arrive upon the scene with these works. 

Mr, HAWTREY has caught the swinging slouch cf his great origina! 
extremely well and the plump self complacency which is under 
decent restraint in the real O. W. (or O'F., if you prefer it!) here 


rrie* 


disports its in unblushing geniality. Mr. Hawtrey has two songs 
particular—one sung with the wickedest retiex 

of Mr. Rutland Barrington—which prove that among 
‘my ce his other accomplishments he can sing a comic song 
igh, ’ 49 that you know that it is funny. Miss Lotti: 


CB 4s Venne is a past mistress of imitation, and her second 


hand Miss Marion Terry and Mrs. Tree add two more 
to her gallery of successful portraits. Mr. Brookfield 


. = , ‘took off _the mannerisms of several people with 


comic etiect, although there was not absent a 





tuspicion that Mr. Brookfield’s mannerisms, par- 
ticularly in the matter of voice, were the most 
noticeable of the lot. Indeed, all the make-ups had 
an odd effect of suvgesting two people at once, 
something like the conglomerate portraits in the 
Idler, Thus, the bald head was the bald head of 
bs ’inero, but the nose was the nose of Brookfield, even 
as the russet wig was the russet-wig of Mrs. 


THE COMEDY. — —_- wig J 

A BURIED Earlynne, but the twinkling eye and the screwed up 

TALENT—Miss mouth, whose could those be but the charming, 

a ae ‘SK piquant, bewitching (Here! Hallo! pull up, please! 
Fs) rsLid “ , 

AULE PART Ep.) Miss Lottie Venne’s? In fact, I think some 


of the subordinate characters have the best of it 
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Mr. Enic Lewis we expect to be of value in a musical piece, and 
we find him so accordingly; there is a quiet humour about him, too, 
which is very pleasant and rib-tickling. Mr. Wyes, as the beefeater 
from the St. James's posters and pro- 
grammes, makes a sweetly pretty picture 
and a bevy of “lady puppets,” with, I 
think, Miss Lizzie Ruggles at their head, 


oblige with a liberal supply of skirt 
dancing. Mr. J. M. Glover has selected 


and composed a lot of good music— 
especially composed. 





Ma. Louis N. PAaRKeR'’s A Buried 
Talent precedes the burlesque. Miss 
Vane Featherstone (in a rather inappro- 
priate and not very becoming costume, 
by-the-way) plays the heroine,and Mr. 
Brookfield the unaccountable musician 
who writes operatic masterpieces for his 
private use. Mr. James gents ghee the 
only person who really scored, however, hee ; 7 
and he scored pretty deeply. Mr. Wyes 73% COMEDY. Apt Re em 
was ill-placed and over-acted. 





TEAZLE ACCORDIONLY., 


ticeable thing about the revival of 

Miss Achurch’s Stephanie was very 
much ‘harrington’s Welby was very much 
und+¢r done—a rather raw performance, in fact. It is a bit of an 
undertaking, of course, for any actress to follow Miss Genevieve 
Ward's masterly (or mistressly) rendering of the former character 
but, still, what has once been done may be done again—sometimes. 
(It’s not that way with our Editor—but I needn’t dwell upon that.) 
I don’t want to say that Miss Achurch isn’t clever—in fact, she’s too 
clever: she keeps playing with all her migat all the time, and letting 


THE AVENUE.—The most no 
Forget-Me-Not here was that 
over done, ‘while Mr. ¢ 


AS he 


us see the works. She wont give us—or herself—any rest. She has, 
in short. no sense of proportion—or a defective sense, anyway. 





Mr. FULTON is all right as Barrato, Mr. Sant Matthews is quite at 
home in the little bit of character Malleotti, Miss Marion Lea does 
some justice to herself as Alice Verney, and Miss Hodson carries “ Old 
Foley” through quite safely. 





NoDS AND WINKS.—Talk about nods and winks! you should goand 


LO? = : Paes 4 


see the Alhambra Frenchman’s, also his 
grimaces—I shall have something more to 
say about them next week; but, mean- 
time, take my word for it,and goand see 
him, And then go home and practise his 
faces in your looking glass, There's 
another odd thing about him—he has a 























“WHAT MAMMA-RY IS THIS?” 


good singing voice.—That play they called 
Acushla Macree is to be named The A 
of Clubs now (unl ss it gets altered 
efore this gets into print). NESTOR. 
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RACING NOTES. 
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Derby Drivel. 
A GOOD many people who go to the Derby may be said to “go to 
the D——” in more senses than one. 
_ The only man who really and truly “backs” the winner is the 
jockey who rides it. 
_ A doctor who means prescribing the “grateful, comforting” 
beverage for his patients is like a man en route for the Derby. He’s 


eda) 


going to Epps ‘em. 













If you are a jockey, we don't know that the plan would answer : 
but if you are a cribbage player, you must have the “c rect card" in 
your hand to assure you getting quickly round Tattenham Corner. 

Transpose the word “ Epsom” and you will have what many a man 
who has lost his “pile” there does on his way home. E-p-¢-o-m: 
M-o-p-e-8. a ae 

Transpose the word “ Derby" and you'll have what the Epsom 
| be on Derby «lay. D-e-r-! B-e- D-r-y. 
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COMING DOWN HANDSOMELY. 


Dealer. —*‘ PRice? WELL, LLU TELL You wot ITLL po: TLL 





SELL HIM TO You FOR A ’UNDRED: I'LL SACR/FICE 'IM TO YOU 


FOR NINETY: AND I'LL MAKE YOU A PRESENT OF *IM FOR EIGHTY POUND.” 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Chancellor of the Exchequer was deaf to the entreaties of Sir 
James Bain that the designs for the new coinage should be submitted 
to the House before issue, Mr. Goschen stated the intention of the 
Government to rely upon the decision of their committee of experts. 
The Daily News denounces this decision as painful and Bainful. Our 
contemporary asks, ‘‘ Why should not the whole country be allowed 
to form an opinion on the designs sent in? An ugly coin is a national 
misfortune.” For my part I don’t care what the shape or size of the 
coins may be so long as they are plentiful. With all deference to the 
D, N., the scarce coin is the greatest national and individual misfor- 
tune, 

The Irish Local Government Bill gave rise to some pretty sparring 
between the unfortunate 
Joseph and the peppery oc- 
cupants of the Irish benches, 
Mr. Balfour's Bill was roughly 
handled by even his own 
side. 

The Freeman's Journal dif- 
ficulty seems to be the begin- 
ning of another pretty quarrel 
between the Irish members. 
Mr. Tim Healy appears to be 
anxious to create a precedent 
which shall overthrow Lord 
Dundreary's immortal axiom 
that the tail cannot wag the 
dog. The Tories are openly 
rejoicing at this promised 
split in the Home Rule 
ranks, 

On Monday the Grand O1d 
Man was in Grand Committee 
on the Clergy Discipline Bill, 
and came to the rescue of 
Sir R. EK. Webster and the 














Government in the altercation upon the amendments of Messrs, 
George and Evans, 

Age, which brings to some a second childhood, seems to have brought 
the Grand Old Man a second youth with a fresh lease of virile vigour. 
His speech on Tuesday upon the Irish Local Government Bill was 
worthy his palmiest days, and even the Greeks could scarce forbear to 
cheer. And didn’t he “rub in” (I thank thee, Rosebery, for teaching 
me those words) the Salisburian Civil War Speech! 

On Wednesday, Mr. Stansfeld successfully piloted through his bill 
amending the fossilised laws relating to Registration of Electors. 
Baumann and other Tories were very wroth at this measure coming 
from the Opposition, but the Ministry knew better than to oppose 
it. Up till now, life has been too short for the majority of people to 
get on the register, 

So “Wiggin” has been 
made a bart. Sir Henry 
Wiggin of Cheadle recalls 
the palmiest days of chivalry. 

“Let art, let learning and let 
science die, 

But give us still our new 
nobility.” 

“Now is the winter of our 
discontent made glorious 
summer by the sun of York,” 
much to the delight of all 
true “ Yorkers”—and_ birth- 
day favours have been falling 
upon many honoured and 
honourable heads, 

Gladstone hopes for a Min- 
isterial Statement. Balfour 
hopes he may get it, Salis- 
bury’s coach overturned. Is 
it an omen ? 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK 
ERNMI \TABLI TOWER. 
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ON SUBURBAN COMMERCE. 
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There was a suburban linendraper who had laid in a stock—special line—of one fancy handkerchief ; and he was just arranging that stock 
in the window when a customer entered. ‘“ White blouses?” said the suburban linendraper; “no, we haven't any white blouses; I don't think 
you'll get such a thing anywhere. Reel of black cotton? Tape? Yard ofcalico? Packet of pins? Ah—no; we are out of these things just 
now, and I don’t think you will get them anywhere. But I have this fancy handkerchief, which is really what you require.” 























Well, years passed, and the daughter of that customer entered that shop. ‘ No, miss,” said that suburban linendraper, with dignity ; “we 
are out of that just at present—in fact, we should not think of replenishing our stock until that fancy handkerchief is disposed of, I assure you 


that is what you require.” 





ked him of his history. “Ah,” eaid that A. P., “I was 


‘ , . wine awaw ant , t } ( Oct 
a flourishing suburban linendraper in my young days; but these stores were the ruin of me—drawing away customers that ought to support local 


tradesmen f So I had to gel] up my stock—a very nice fancy handkerchief, and a 


It was some years after this last in that suburb we came upon an aged pauper and as 
7 
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THE GENERAL ELECTION RACE—V 


en 


GLADSTONE ON «: )) RULE,” SALISBURY ON “REBELLION,” GOSCHEN ON “BUT! i 
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RACE—WAITING FOR THE SIGNAL. 


HARCOURT ON “COCKSURE,” BALFOUR AND CHAMBERLAIN ON ‘1 See Cartoon Verses, p. 236. 
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ENCOURAGING! 


(James is giving his second best girl a private view of his first 
appearance in silk, and is not exactly bursting with confidence as to 
his ultimate success in the ape 8S. B. G—I think it’s sweetly 

retty, James; and—er—by-the-way, before the race comes off, 

n't you better give me the price of those diamonds you promised 
me? One never knows what may happen, you know,” 








FUN-DE-SIMOLH FAROBS. 


CANDIDATES FOR THE CAT. 
A Cata-logical Con-Cat-enation of Cat-astrophes, 


ScENE I.—A cave of the dangerous Classes, situate at the licensed 
premises, “ The Brute and Bludgeon,” Knuckleduster Alley, 
London, Certain figures (supposed to be hwman) discovered 
drinking. 

Mr. W. Sikes, JUNR. (in the chair—and liquor). Bah! Ugh! 
Wot J ses is, some sanguinary blokes hain’t got no withered curridge 
now! They blanky well won't go and set on even a haiged fee-male, 
in these ‘ere condemnation days, without there’s twelve on ’em 
to gorily well do it! Why, in my late farther’s time (him as was 
intermit with Mister Diggins, the tale pusher) blokes like urs used 
on'y want arf that there number for the job. (Commotion.) 

Mk. BLAGGARD, Yus! Drop me inter a blooming barth, if William 
don't talk sense-like! And look wot lovely charnces there is now ter 
go ourt on the “ Please ter remember the garrotter”’ lay, in these ‘ere 
kind'arted times ! 

JOE BREWTBEEST, Rarther! Besides, look wot a number of 
unpertected gels we could bash, and otherwise maltreat on lonely 
rurial laines and places! 

OMNES, We will, we will! Where's them bludgyuns of ourn? 
We'll gory well get to work, we will! (They pack up, order more 
drink, and then, before starting, chortle unanimously the following— 


GARROTTER'S GLEE. 
(A1n—“ The Gallant Chafers.”) 


We are a batch of bra-a-a-ave ba-a-2-a-shers ! 
Who, with a loaded stick-ick-hic, 
Or with a hob-nailed kick-ick-hic, 
Bash old gents unperte-ec-ted, 
Or kids who are negle-ec-ted ! 
We jumps upon their chesteses 
Or crack their cran-i-ums ! 
For now no floggers comes ! 
[ Exeunt to savage music. 
Scene [1.—A Heavy “ Set"—Combining a Dark Lane—A Fetid 
Alley—A Flaring Gin Palace—A Garret ina Shocking Slum. 








[As Scene opens, the day begins to close. Enter MR. SIKEs, 
Mrz. BLAGGARD, Mr. BREWTBEEST, ETC., ETC. They take 
up their positions respectively in one or other of the parts 
indicated, A pause. Presently, TOTTERING OLD May, 


T. O, M. (looking arownd). How dark the night is! I fear we shall 
have rain ! 

SIKES AND Co. Rarther! It’s coming dowrn now! (They shower 
a series of heavy blows on his head, The victim groans.) 

BREWTBEEST. Yere, shut up! (Kicks his jaw into fragments. 
They then rifle him.) 

SIKES AND Co, H’m! wery good haul for one little bit of 
‘ighway wi’ vi'lence! (They withdraw.) 

Enter now, on the country lane, a TIMID YOUNG GIRL, 


T. Y. G. How dark the lane is! Yet I must get home to poor 
mother with my little earnings! 

Mr. B. Ho, must yer! Wot about Urs? Now then, maites! (They 
rush on the girl, gag her, take her earnings, assault her and leave her 
Jor dead.) 

SIKES AND Co, The little fool of a spitfire! ‘Ow she blanky well 
scratched! Quite co-ragious ! 

BREWTBEEST. Har, har! when she wakes hup, hey! Shouldn’t 
wonder if she don’t go mad, like that there minx we served the same 
larst week! (They all laugh fiendishly and drink demoniacally.) 

Enter now some of the WIVES, ETC, of the GANG. 

THE GANG (to WIVES, ETC.). Yere! wot do you want? (They 
black the women's eyes, and knock some of them out, and then throw 
their victims on the pavement, and jump joyously on them. Excunt 
the remains of the victims in sundry ambulances.) 

THE GANG. Ho, ho! ‘ow their withered ribses did sanguinarily well 
crackle under our ’obnails! Well, there's one thing, we can’t get 
much done to urs for that job! 

W. SIKEs. Lor, no! No true magerstrit would convict! But, see! 
here’s a yighly respectable bloke a-marchin’ along the street ! 

Mr. BREWTBEEST. Yus! and may my blooming chivvy ’ave to be 
scrubbed, if he don’t scoot along as fearless as if the withered 
thoroughfare was hisern ! 

OmNES, At’im! Ourt’im! Go forhis gory watch! (They rush 
at him.) 

THE STRANGER (throwing off his cloak and revealing 81R FUN 
THE FEARLESS). Inhuman hounds! J fear you not! Take that! 
(Downs several.) Touch me at your peril! Behold this paper: It 
is from my rosy friend, the Globe, with whom I agree in all but its 
politics! It advocates what J have always held—a return to punish- 
ment of the cat for all such savages as you! I am here to help 
enforce this, What ho! without there! JUSTICE to the rescue! 


Enter Justice. She seizes them, 


JUSTICE. Away to the county jail and the cat ! 
THE GANG. Wot? 0, orrer! (They stand and sing, before 
departing, the following terrible lament.)— 


A nice thing's this in ther blooming Globe 
(No wonder it blushes pink !), 

It’s enough with sorrer yer art to probe, 
Let alone drive to drink ! 

For it and fierce FUN now dares ter suggest 
That garrotters and jumpers on wives, 

Should agin be called ourt from quod, undrest, 
And lashed to a hinch of their lives! 


Yus, so-called Cristyuns! that 

Is what FUN and Globe ses pat! 
Saying us who maul 
Should be treated all 

As candidates for the cat! 


A nice thing! that, jest for giving a bash 
To your wives (or wot parces so), 

Us long sufferin’ blokes must have the lash ! 
Is this your religion? Ho! 

Wot! Lashed for asorlting some lonely gel, 
And leavin’ her orlmost dead |! 

Why, they’d make this world as bad as——well, 
A word p’r’aps as needn’t be sed ! 


(They repeat refrain, Exeunt dolefully, guarded by FUN and 
JUSTICE.) CURTAIN, 
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Defrauding the Railway Co. 

Coster Primus,—* Shall us go down to the Derby by road or by 
rail, Bill?” 

Coster Secundus (something of a wag).—“ Both, my boy!” 

Coster Primus.— Both, stoopid! Whatcher mean?” 

Coster Secundus.—‘' Why, we'll take the little tit an’ go down in 
the cart, an’ call at every bloomin’ pub as we goes along. Then we'll 
hoth go by road an’ buy ‘r ale—see 7?” 
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(1) “ George, dear, you are going off without giving me any housekeeping morey this morning.” “Can't stop, duckie; got an appointment at 
Charing Cross at half-past nine.” (2) The start. “Good gracious, Snawker! what’s up?—you're in a dickens of a hurry this morning.” 
“ Awful sorry, dear boy, can’t stop—appointment —Charing Cross 
—9,30,” (3) At the booking office, “ Hi, Snawker, stop! how 
about that business of Swagley’s?"” “ Awful hurry, old man, 
‘nother time.” (4) So far all was well, but in the railway 
carriage he unfortunately met old Trotter. ‘“ Capital speech that 
in last night's debate, eh, Snawker ?” (5) Now, he and Snaw- 
ker did not agree, so this, of course, started it, and in two minutes 
they were at it hammer and tongs, (6) At first Snawker got 
the best of the argument. (7) But presently old Trotter gave 
him such veritable beans, that Snawker had to pretend to go to 
sleep—and was glad to do it, too. (8) And by the time old 
Trotter had cleared out, and he was able to sneak off, things looked 
rather against his keeping that appointment. 
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The Apple’s Atonement. For the way that it tempted poor Eve of | Hatfield Street Ragged &chool and 
yore. | Mission. 


simple, pleasant and certain cure for dipsomania - viz., And the Apple at last, after pondering long, | 
| 








ee 








(A German physician claims to have discovered a (GOLDEN LANE.) 
the eating of apples at every meal.] With a penitent heart, has evolved a plan THE committee and teachers are desirous of 
CoME, let us uplift our voicer, friends, By which to atone for the grievous wrong taking the poor children for “ A day in the 

And sing a song in the Apple’s praise, That it did to mankind when the world country” this summer, They are dependent 
Since the Apple means making “divine | began ! | on the public for the necessary funds. <4 

_ amends” a , , Now, the Apple itself isthe great firstcause— | tributions gratefull rer ig eo Red a 
For a wrong that it did us in ancient days. Yet Drink’s the subordinate cause, it Hon, Secretary, Mr. G. A. Ko m, 11! 
7 oe fact is on record placed | knows— Sd map a er N, 1st: al ineniaition 
at from sorrow and sin we should all be | ine. f sapient ur readers = ow 2 
valk 8 Of rl tenths of the breaches of sapien can give, and what good they can do by be- 
Had Eve not been tempted of old to taste | Nine-tenths of humanity's cares and woes. coming, with timely and liberal pele, friends 
“ The Aner of a certain forbidden tree. So the contrite Apple has meekly made indeed to those friends in need.—ED. | 
ow, Tradition says that the fatal fruit To a German doctor its strong appeal : arene 

Was a rosy Apple : and, granted this, “ Bid every man by the Drink-Fiend swayed Jones.— 1 see there was a boating accident 
It is also a fact which we can’t refute Partake of me largely at every meal. at Ipswich the other day. . 

That the Apple’s to blame for our fall from And a hatred of drink I will bring to birth Smith —*“ I am surprised to hear that, 

bliss | In each heart,—and atone for a grievous Jones —“ Why ! 
But the Apple, in spite of its fault, may wrong : . Smith. — “ Because everyone aray Soy 
claim 7” r For I, that brought sadness and crime to wich can use the O(a)rwell.” 

To be not quite bad to its inmost core ; earth, Tue kind of paper for a sneezing man :— 


Since it seems to be burdened with grief and Will bring gladness and virtue to earth 


shame | erelong 7 tissue paper. 
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A CAPITALIST. 
House Painter (rapping vigorously on counter with a copper).— 
“Arf o’ four ‘arf, my dear!” 
Barmaid,—* Well, you needn’t make so much noise about it!” 
Painter (with feigned ecstasy).— I was so pleased to find I'd got 
60 much money.” 
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Ball Practice, 


A BALL will take place on the 29th June at Prince’s Hall, Picca- 
dilly, in aid of the “ Hungarian Association of Benevolence,” under 
patronage of the Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress, His Excellence the 
Austro-Hungarian Ambaszador and the Countesss Deym, etc. It 
celebrates the foundation of the society, the Coronation of the King 
of Hungary and the 25th anniversary of the restoration of the 
Hungarian Constitution, a healthy and strong constitution, by-the- 
way, tho’ a Hungary-un. 





The Broadwood Band, 


Many of the employés of the firm of Messrs. John Broadwood and 
Sons are anxious to reconstitute * The Broadwood Band,” and want 
the help of their fellow workmen—as to efficiently establish the Broad- 
wood Band they need to have plenty of “ brass.” 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “Fun.” 


S1z,—Since I wrote last time, perhaps, you've noticed lots of time 
elapse ; it even seems within the range of sense to guess you think it 
strange that I've ignored, to all intents, a number of Al evente—that 
many races of a class you'd not expect a chap to pass (the Thousands 
and the Jubilee) were run without a word from me. You were, | 
have no doubt, inclined to be uneasy in your mind—and if that mind 
was “ exercised,” I shouldn't be at all surprised. But, sir, a person of 
your sense, and manifold experience, need scarce be told that things 
appear, at times unconscionably queer ; the which, in spite of all that’s 
feigned, are very simple when explained, And so my conduct, though 
it seems neglectful far beyond all dreams, is easily explained, old 
chap. J had my reasons! Verbum sap.! 

But, whatsoe’er the matter be that plainly influences me and my 








behaviour, could I go and overlook the Derby? No! Come whatso- 
ever fate there will, I’m faithful to my Derby still, and though foes 
had me in their grip, I still would give 


My DeEgsy TIP. 


Now light be the breezes that fan our fair features, 
And liquid the notes of the banjos (in tune !), 
And beaming our port to our glad fellow creatures, 
And sunny the skies that shall usher in June. 
Let spirits run high at thy carnival, Epsom 
(They’ll never run low with the Prophet, I trust !), 
That with liquid and port and good spirits (I’ve kep’ some !) 
We'll have the best chances of laying the dust. 


On what shall we lay our dust? ask you, my hearties ? 
The sailing is rather uncommonly plain, 

And, whate'er is said by some low minded parties, 
The Prophet will give you the winner again. 

So come, all you sports (whether noble or simple), 
And plank down the shiners referred to as “ dust,” 

Then smiles of delight will your features bedimple, 
Your souls being safe with the saints, as I trust. 


The saints on the card I allude to, you bounders— 
Saints Damien—Angelo—good 1, 2, 3s— 
La Fléche you may use for a ball to play rounders 
Or anything else that you jolly well please ; 
And Llanthony’s backers may gleefully revel, 
And think themselves clever and well on the spot, 
Thessalian is likely to score like the d——1 
And help Bonavista to rustle the lot. 


Though, on the whole, I’m bound to say, I rather fancy Flyaway, 
and if the little beggar tries, she’s pretty sure to win the prize; the 
question is, for me and you, what does that filly mean to do? But, as 
to this same question I can give no definite reply, I think it may as 
well be passed—JZ was by you on Tuesday last, when suddenly we 
chanced to meet just at the top of Regent Street! This statement 
makes you start, surprised? It needn’t, though, J was disguised / 
Hush! Softly! Do not breathe a word! We might, perhaps, be 
overheard! Excuse me, I must try to wear the wholly unembarrassed 
air which observation mest provokes, and give 





My NOTIONS ON THE OAKS, 


OLD fogies very often stare Then right along the Derby course 
To see how females go the pace— They'll fly with undulating 
And you are probably aware grace ; { horse” 
That “fillies only” run this | One mare will be “the better 

_ Face; Twoothers each will get a place ; 
Their names are put upon a card | But which, ofall the lot, they'll be 
(And ev'ry one of them’s a Mere speculative doubt prc- 

crack), vokes ; 

And then they gallop very hard It’s of no use you're asking me— 
With each a jockey on her back. I have no notions on the Oaks. 


In fact, it’s not to be denied, but what my mind’s preoccupied, and 
all I say is bound, I own, to take an apprehensive tone. To visit 
England was not wise, not even in the deep disguise a pair of “ mutton 
— ” afford—to-morrow I return ainda, But hush! no more !— 
And yet,—well, yes; I think I may as well confess! Sir, listen while 
I tell you I’m a person who's committed crime! No wonder that I 
start, turn pale, and shrink from every passing male! No wonder 
that I'm out of form—for I'M THE CHAP WHO POISONED ORME! ! 
—There! now I’m off—don’t raise a fuss, 

Yours on the bolt, 





TROPHONIUS. 





ghee Qasr tee ep ae 


nee oS 


; 
' 
: 
) 
' 
{ 
: 
' 








oe aks 


MUMIA Dk eee 








June 1, 1892. HUN. 235 





THE FUNNY MAN’S FATE; 


Ok, THE OVERWORKED COMIC ARTIST AND THE TALKATIVE CALLER. 
(A Story without words.) 
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- just been prosecuted for 
THE Tory School Board Member for Sawtry, rejoicing in the name A MERCHANT in Frankfort-on-Main has j P 


j t, beginning with the 
f Attenborough (oh, my prophetic soul! My uncle!), has been ag or lig oe cal rhage light.” The ooart sentenced 
unseated on petition for corrupt treating. His supporters were taken words, “ Let t as. This is a case of turning off at the main with a 
into the “ Bell,” likewise the “ Bull,” and regaled with beef and ser! = vdeo ov were that merchant we would light out of 
Fresamatly, the Bull supplied the beef and the Bell tolied. the — Foankfort— cut off,” in fact; why, even the fine was not light, 





f the hopes of Attenborough. 
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Clara (satirical).—“CAN YOU WONDER? 


(The favourite is taking a preliminary canter.) 
Jane (thinks she ‘knows something "}—* LOOKS RATHER SHAKY IN THE LEGS, DOESN'T HE?” 
WHEN THE WHOLE STABLE HAS BEEN ON HIM FOR WEEKS!” 























\ | : 
A WEIGHT CAR 


\ 
RIER. 








ae ee 





f 
ap 4° 




















SOURS 








The General Election Race, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WAITING for the falling of the flag, 
Waiting for the signal for the start, 
Kach Election-jockey who bestrides a racing 
nag 
Site ready for the moment to depart 
And manifest the measure of his art, 


Salisbury is mounted on a steed 
Likely to occasion him a spill, (indeed ; 
Being both cantankerous and dangerous 
While Goschen’s filly cannot stand the hill, 
And others are on coursers that look ill. 


‘i ladstone, though, has got a thoroughbred, 
Excellent alike in blood and bone, 


| 


Just the sort of animal, when admirably led, 
For many disappointments to atone 
And win the race without e’en seeming 
“ blown.” 


Rough Rebellion can’t run very well, 
sudget’s bound to come to grief anon; 
Orme is scratch’d, but not Orme Rule, which 

—far as one can tell— 
Most surely to the bad has never gone, 
And that’s the horse to put your money on! 








The Question of the Day. 
Was Orme poisoned or not? The Duke of 
Westminster says “ Yes”; John Porter thinks 
“No.” This much, at least, appears to be 
certain: Orme isn’t hale—no more is Porter. 





a 


ON Epsom Downs the sight is gay, 
For this, you know, is Derby Day, 
When snobs and nobs assemble there, 
And fortunes hang upon a hair. 
| For round about the birds of prey 
| Scream shrilly out the odds they lay, 
| The while the pigeon and the jay 
Are plucked and plucked until they’re bare 
On Epsom Downs, 


See in and out the minstrels stray, 
And sing “ Y'a-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay !” 
And fortune tellers greatly dare— 
But, hush! how dreadfully they swear !— 
He loses—wins—dash blank—hurray ! 
On Epsom Downs. 


) 
On Epsom Downs, ' 














BIRD’S 
CUSTARD 





POWDER 


Dainties in endless 


Eupplies a Daily Luxury. 





Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 


Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED. 


« Blue. 


WARNING. 
« Refuse all Substitutes. 








Cadbury's 


‘‘The Typical Cocoa of {4 NO. 

English Manufacture, USED 

Absolutely Pure.” (As in te 
—The Analyst. 7*"’Caeas) 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) When ladies cover up alfresco Man (4) Hech! Bonny Scotland is with Voles o’errun— 
They may dis-cover he’d an artful plan ! “ And nolens Vole-ens, too!” quoth braw MoFun, 


(2) Let “Scorchers,” who would not be fined, beware (5) This procession of gay donkeys in the West 











How they bid a Bobby to keep on his hair |! Was an “(N)eddy ”-fying sight, it is confest, 
(3) This “guide” purveyor, who showed methods “ snide, (6) The Coaching Clubbers hold their annual meet, 
May haply find himself in prison “ guyed,” Of course with sweetest ladies in their suite, 
(7) The “Nig” —¢, ked out the “ Cornstalk " in the fight, 
Thougl 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 













Tur ROYAL ESGLISH 
OPERA HOUSE. — Cleo- 
patra, having gone to 
“get her hair cut,” as- 
sures the apprehensive 
assistant that the ser- 
pent therein is quite 
harmless. 


—CLE A , 
OU fe - LEOPATRA, 


according to 
Sardou, is 
arrived, 
Shakespeare will now be good enough to take a back seat, 
please, and kindly wait. There’s the paper, if he’d like to look 
at it. A fine day for the time of year, is it not? He'll excuse us, 
we're sure; we have some business to attend to. The fact is, the 
great Sardou has shown us how Shakespeare ought to have done it 
if he’d known anything. It is true he “shows us how,” principally 
by doing exactly as Shakespeare did himself. Two incidents only of 
importance do I recognize as belonging exclusively to the French 
S—— But then look how he’s done it—taken all the nasty poetry out 
of it and given us the melodrama—just what we want ! 





WELL, perhaps—who knows ?—perhaps he knew what he was about, 
We have the divine Sarah fitted excellently and in splendid form— 
we were churls to desire more, Shall we not, then, cheerfully submit 
to the arrival of Cleopatra in Rome disguised as a mattress, and the 
conversion of the messenger business into a nigger entertainment ? 
Of course we shall! There is nothing to be said about the great 
actress—she is all that she ought to be, and more than anyone else can 
expect to be. I don’t myself care for what they call her “cooing” (1 
call it irritating monotony, in spite of her musical tones) but that is 
the fault of the sing- 
song school of elocu- 
tion which is sweet to 
the Frenchman’s ears, 
and no reflection on 
the actress, though it 
stands inher light. (1 
think I’m trying to be 
humorous here !) 

MADAME —or her 
manager — has done 
the kindly thing by us 
this time on two 
points. She (or he) has 
given the play a worthy 
setting of costumes and 
scenes — uncommonly 
beautiful and character- 
istic—and obliged us with 
a leading actor who is not 
the customary stick 
(although there is, no 
doubt, some plausibility in 
providing a “stick” as 
“support”). M. Darmont 
has an attractive appear- 
ance and presence, and 
plays Mare Anthony with 
a good deal of finesse and 
resource, if not without the usual exhibition of lung power. I dare 
say there are other good performers in the company, but they hav 


ory ~? - : > ‘ . > . nea 
BO Opportunity of pia y the fact belore us, 80 we Will not take it 


















THE ALHAMBRA.—FUNNY ON THE FACE OF IT. 





for granted—or the reverse. Two things I notice in conclusion,—all 
the actresses who figure in the programme sport the proud title of 
“Madame,” and the incidental dance (to 
which the gorgeous and ‘elaborate ballet of 
the original production is reduced) is per- 
formed in English. 





THE EMPIRE.—“ The sway of Empire 
glads the heart of man,” and when I say 
“the sway of Empire,” of course I mean 
the swing and movement of the ballets at 
that famous house. By the Sea has seen 
two of its companion ballets pass and is 

gging away as hard as ever, and looks 
ike “seeing out’ number three, too. 
The latter is “just added.” Its name is 
Versailles, and it certainly “ behaves as 
sich,” for it is a most courtly affair, both 
in manner and appearance. The expert 
Wilhelm has tamed the extravagance of a 
somewhat purposelessly ornate period into 
marvellous beauties, without in the least 
impairing the “character.” Some striking 
tableaux of the “‘ Watteau ” order, illustra- | _ 
ting childhood, youth, middle age and “ gee- Oe ere 
zerdom” are specially pretty and effective, THE TRICK. 





IT was not my fortune—being “ otherwise engaged” on the occa- 
sion of the first production—to see Signorina 
Sofia Coppini as ‘ Mdlle. Cormago.” When 
I saw it that lady was in the position of the 
gentleman who fell out of the balloon—not 
in it. There is always Mdlle. Palladino, 
however, and she was up to time on this 
occasion—right up to Time and “limber” 
enough to make him young again. Signorina 
de Sortis in several disguises flitted piquantly 
through the scenes ; Signor de Vincenti gave 
evidence of considerable amiability by con- 
verting himself into an extra power teetotum 
for the delectation of a grateful British 
Public. The other lights of this house— 
electric lights, if you please —the Misses 
Vincent, Miss Ford, and Mdlle. Cora distin- 
guished themselves as usual. Signorina 
Cavalazzi shone brilliantly as the Sun King. 





I pon’T know that the general programme 
of the house is specially exhilarating, but 
“ Vanoni” is there, and that’s another name 
for energy at anyrate. Cinquevalli is good 
value, too; the Kremo Family—a decidedly 
juvenile family—present a pleasing gymnas- 
tic act, which, although sufficiently clever 
and expert, is quite within the natural scope 
of the youngsters. Music is represented by 
Malle. Lorita, a well voiced lady, and the 
Armanini Quintette of Mandolinists, The Bedouins are still to the 
fore, as well, Not such a bad programme, after all ! 





THE EMPIRE. — The last 
person we should expect 
to see with a “crook’’— 
that’s straight. 





THE ALHAMBRA, — It’s no use 
attempting to describe the Frenchman 
I mentioned last week, he has to be 
seen. The main expression he assumes 
is one of amiable imbecility. But he 
has a way of twisting his features into 
all sorts of other ludicrous expressions, 
which, however amusing it may be to 
the casual spectator, must be a source 
of pain to those who really love him. 
They make us chuckle, as do some 
quaint, unexpected antics and gestures 
in which he incidentally indulges. Per- 
sonally, I was most interested in the 
three phases of emotion depicted in his 
expressive countenance during the pro- 
cess of listening to a tremendous bang 
on the drum, apprehensive anticipation 
before the bang, fortitude of endurance 
during the bang, gratified triumph 
after the bang. At least, I hope this 
was what he intended to convey, because 
that is how I translated it I say 


THE EMPIRE.—ALWAYS Rea! 
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PERFECTLY MATED. 


Miss Bankaccount.—“ But, Mr. Eager, I cannot marry you, because I do not love you!” 
Mr, Eager.—“ All the better, all the better, for I clon’t love you, either!”’ 





| The Craze-Maker Crazed. 


| [Succi, the well known fasting man, has 

become insane.— Reuler.} 

THE fasting man, by dint of some 
Mysterious staying powers, 

Could live, he said, and “crave no 

crumb,” 

For nigh one thousand hours, 

And many men, in wrathful mood, 

Asserted that the mortal who'd 
Endeavour to abstain 

For forty days from needful food 
Must be, in sooth, insane, 


But others, of a sceptic build, 
With equal firmness vowed 
That he was an impostor, skilled 

To gull the gaping crowd, 
In either case, one can't gainsay 
That those who rushed amain 
To view the faster day by day 
Were, more or less, insane, 


And hence we hear without amaze 
The tidings now to hand, 
Since Succi’s been, for days and 
days, 
Surrounded by a band 
Of victims to insania, what 
Doth our surprise constrain 
Is that the fasting man hath not 
Long since become insane ! 














THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE MILITARY 
TOURNAMENT. 


I Go along vit ze uppare ten along your Uppare Street, in ze village 
of I sling a ton, and, voila / I arrive, enfin, at ze Hall of Agriculture, 
vich I do not sink agricultural at all. 

Ma foi! Meester Rudyard Keepling and M, le Rédacteur de |’ Even- 
ink News, 1 cannot sink your British public care so little for your 
British private, for, vraiment ! ven I seat myselve by ze side of ze 
charming Mees Jollidogue, and listen to her exclamation of rapture 
ven Thomas Atkin go through his drill and his exercise of arms, I 
feel myself grow cold and green vit jealousy of ze brav’ varrior. 

Sare, ven I behold your sons of ze brave, your leetle boy blue 
jackets (I do not vondare zey all love Jack), your boys of ze Duke of 
York zat ride up and down and half-way up a hill, I sink zat, 
vatevare your committees report of your defences, your defenders vill 
alvays report vell of zemselves, Ze leetle Duke of York boy as high 
as von shilling in coppares, who fence like maitre d’armes, ma foi! he 
vill show vat ze generation zat is rising is made of. And, as for ze 
tambour mojor of ze Jack Tar boys, c’est magnifique ! 

Mr. Fun, I tell you vat, sare, for all zat zey say of your army, it 
vill be ze old story, ven you go to var ze enemy vill get tired of 
beating you long before you are tired of being beaten, And, ma foi! 
I am glad, in your military show, you have not forgotten ze daughters 
of ze brave, 

Ven your Lancer and your hip-hip-Hussar, all upon ze back of 
horses, slice ze lemon as easily as ze young lady who bring me my 
viskey varm in vintare, I say to Mees Jollidogue zat he is like ze man 
in ze shop of beef and ’am—he cut it ver’ fine. I am so charm vit ze 
pegging of tent, zat in ze promenade I call a lot of zem to attention, 
an’ ve go to ze bar and call for ze brandy peg and viskey peg, for at 
ze Hall of Agriculture ze man zat “takes” ze peg takes ze cake. 

I am charm vit ze quadrille of ze Seventeen Lancers in zeir Musical 
Ride, and I hear your Royal Engineer play a pon-toon (by Bridge) ; 
I see ze Infantry charge vit assault and ze Artillery vit battery. 

Until now I vas used to go to believe zat your Jack Tar vas your 
‘“Yo!”-manry, and your Life Guard, who escort ze maid of ze nursery, 
vas your infantry soldier. Ven I see your Engineers scale a vall I 
understand your proverb zat vare zere is a vill zare also is a veigh, 
and I shout “ Hurrah! also hip-hip!” ven, like your Harry ze Five, 
zey go vonce more unto ze breach vit zeir breach loaders. 

So much I admire ze gun of your M. Gatling, zat nevare vill I buy 
of anyvon else ze pie of pork. 

But, oh! M. Fun. I leave ze Hall of Agriculture vit a heavy heart, 
for quel malheur! I have discover zat ze charmeeng Mees Jollidogue, 
like la Grande Duchesse de G*rolstein, “ aime les militaires.” Iam, 
hélas! civil. C'est pourquoi Mees Jollidogue is not von half so 
civil to me as to ze Light Dragoon vit ze heavy moustache. Ze ladies 
all take after Venus in zeir affection for Mars, in spite of ze warnings 


of zeir papas, As your song say, “Ze girls zey vill follow ven zey 





hear ze drum,” and, ma foi! ven ze drums zey are roll ze poor adorer 
zat is civil he also is beat. M’sieu, if again I go to your Military 
Tournament, mille tonnerres ! I vill not take vit me my sveetheart, 





——— 


Griffintipple’s Simile. 

Go things smooth, or go things rough, Griftintipple will have his 
little joke. 

“ Confound 
the Derby!” 
he said to his 
wife, when he 
landed home 
after having 
planked all his 
savings on 
three several 
winners and 
been welshed 
by three 
several scoun- 
drels of book- 
makers. 
*“Confound 
the Derby! 
It’s not only 
brought me 
adversity, but, 
by Jove! it 
very much 
resembles 
adversity.” 

“ How so?” 
quoth Mrs, G. 

“Why, it 
makes one ac- 
quainted with 
some strange 
bet- fellows!” 
replied her 
husband, and 
he was 80 
pleased with 
his wit that 
he felt he 
could almost 
forgive those 
bold, bad 
welshers, 





FROM A PROFESSIONAL POINT OF VIEW. 


Barcfoot Bob (moodily).—* Yus! there's no law 
nor justice nor rights for anybody in this country, 
unless he’s born a p'leeceman ; 80 I’m a-goin’ to 
ioin the socialiste. Will you join too?” 

Bill (a shoeblack).—“ Not me! Did you ever 
know a bloomin’ soshulist to ave his boote cleaned ?”’ 
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THEM INTERFERIN’ LORES! 














“ Lookee 'ere, mum,” said the generous working man to Britannia, “ would you ’ave the goodness to reduce my hours o’ labour by lore to 
eight? ’Ere’s poor Bill ’ere out o’ work, and I want todo ’imaturn, The lore ought to step in.” 
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“"Ere, I say, mum!” said he, after he had tried the new law for a day or two, ‘‘’ere’s this ’ere Bill a-robbin’ me of ’arf my loaf! Wartel to 
do’imaturn! 8o I did—but at summun else’s expense, I never meant as I was on’y to be paid for eight hours!” 
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“Wot I ses, is,” said he, “ Wot bisness ‘as the lore to step in and interfere with free contrack? Wot right ’as it to tell me I’m on’y to be 
imployed for eight hours? Who's this ’ere Bill? Yah!” 
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HOMELESS. 
Jack,—“ Though we are poor, Elsie, we shall be very happy together 
—‘' Love in a cottage,’ you know,” 
Elsie.—“ Yes ; but we haven't the cottage, Jack.” 
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FUN-DH-SINOLH FAROBS, 


A SENSIBLE SEASON, 
A Fairy Farce. 

(There have been many fads in London seasons, but the present season is obviously a 
reason of extremely pretty faces, See Lady's /ictorial, Pall Mall Gazette and FUN’S 
lashions.) 

SCENE I,—TZhe Manufactory of the London Seasons, Fay Manu- 
facturers thereof discovered, 
OPENING CHORUS, 
We're framers of the London Seasons, 
London Seasons, smart and gay, 
Therefore we, for many reasons, 
Hold a very potent sway ! 
That's why we, with much emotion, 
Ask, now certain things are planned, 
What shall be the chiefest notion 
Of the seagon now to hand ? 
(They dance around meditatively. 


First FAY MANUFACTURER, This is indeed a matter of much moment 
Re what sha)! be the extra special feature 
Of this new London Season which is now 
A}l ready to deliver to consumers. 
SECOND F, M, We've tried all sorts of fads—like that last year, 
When we sent out a Special Heliotrope ; 
Before that we'd the Russian Poodle Craze—— 
THIRD F, M. Ay, and Orféo—that sweet new-old opera—— 
FourtTH F, M, And new idiotic ways of shaking hands—— 
Seconp F, M, And a run upon the measles once we tried —— 
And coster songs—and also “ Ta-ra " 
OMNES, 
FoURTH F, M, Well, now we're to be at quite a loss 
For some new fad with which to capture Swelldom ! 
Figst F, M, I have it! Let's this time plan something nice— 
A real charm, say, of True, Pure Beauty, 
What if we make the Season '92 
A Season of Extremely Pretty Faces? 





Hush ! 


OmNeEs, A good idea! Lo, we agree nem, con,! (Raising goblets of 
the best and brightest.) Here’s to the Season’s Sweetly Pretty Faces | 
[Joyous dance and close in, 


SCENE Il.—The Row, the Galleries, Church Parade, etc., ete. A 
Handsome and Distinguished Society Bard (MR, F—n, of 153 
Fl—t St—t and F—n Castle, F—nshire) is discovered regarding 
his fair fellow creatures, etc. He chortleth thus— 


Dear me! what a lot of nice girls 
Around me each moment are flitting ! 
Fit for brides of dukes, barons and earls 
(Providing said nobles are fitting !). 
Their beauties transcend a bard’s dreams, 
Such freshness the poet’s heart braces, 
’Tis really a season, meseems, 
Of Sweet Pretty Faces! 


Indeed, ’tis a pleasure to see 

These examples of bright English beauty ; 
May every joy, full and free, 

Attend them in every duty! 
And, O! ’mid the season’s long toil 

(At crushes and balls and such places), 
May the rush and late hours never spoil 

Those Sweet Pretty Faces! 


| Here multitudinous lovely LADIES OF HIGH DEGREE and 
their equally lovely daughters, sisters, cousins and aunts 
surround MR, F—N, 


LADIES OF H, D, O! Mr, F—wN, how glad we are to see you! . 
You haven’t been to see us for solong!... 
When will youcome? Jo name an early date! ..., 
We have a garden party Chewsday week. ... 
O, you must come, and bring dear Mrs, F—N! 
Mr. F—N (when he can emerge from the crowd). De-lighted! I 
will come and see you All! (General jumble of joy.) 
ONLOOKERS, Pray, who is that distinguished looking man 
Surrounded by those sweet society ladies? .., 
Dear us! Is that the gifted Mr, F—n? 
How handsome! And how well he harmonises 
With all those ladies’ Sweetly Pretty Faces! 
CURTAIN « discretion, 
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G Gordon fraser 


A DISTINCTION WITH A_ DIFFERENCE. 
Chatty Customer.—* Don’t you consider Mrs, Ribbonsneaker an 


extremely fascinating person ;”’ 


Mr, Tapeyard (somewhat doubtfully).—“ H'm! well, I don’t know 











about fascinating—she certainly has very ‘taking ways.’ That’s the 
third time this week she’s annexed a new umbrella and left a dilapi- 
lated old gamp of her own in its place!” 
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(7) 






(1) “I say, Bounder, there's such a jolly barmaid down our street ; don’t 
know whether she’s mashed on me. I had three drinks and a Henry Clay 


and paid for them with a sovereign ; hanged if she didn’t give mea whole 
sov’sworth of change out and squeeze my hand, What do you think of 
that?” (2) “Think of it! why, you must introduce me, and, I say, 
just lend me your eyeglass!” (3) “Must I? Oh, lor! come along 
then!” (4) “Good morning, Miss Smith, allow me tointroduce Bounder 
to you, he’s a great chum of mine, Ta-ta, dear boy, now I’m off.” 
(5) “ Haw—haw ! Miss Smith, hope you're pretty chirpy; just fix me up 
with some cham and half a dozen smokes, and here's a sov., d’ye see, eh?” 
(6) “Your change, young man,” ‘What's this, fourpence? Great 
Moses! what a suck in! it will put me short for a whole week! Guess I 


am rather sick of mashing.” 











Chadband Still left Untoe Us. 
[A meeting of working men’s representatives recently 
called upon the Government to express approval of the 
Sunday opening of inuseums in London.) 
AT a meeting of the masses 
’T was suggested—’t was agreed 
That the London labouring classes 
Stand in great and urgent need 
Of some meeter recreation 
On the day we call the Lord’s— 
Some more mild exhilaration— 
Than the public house affords, 
‘Twas resolved to pray each “ Father” 
In the Commons House to own 
That on Sabbath days he'd rather 
See museums open thrown. 
And the badness and the madness 
Of this London workmen’s plea 
Brought a spirit load of sadness 
To the Reverend Tweedle Dee! 


Then this pink of pious preachers 
Spared no effort to describe 

How a host of graceless creatures— 

‘ ; ] 7. rs r) ¥1 trioe— 
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Would be made more vile and vicious 
By a thousandfold or so 
If on Sundays to pernicious 
Haunts of pleasure they might go! 
That the Sabbath day was wholly 


Meant by Heaven for praise and prayer, 


That the people, meek and lowly, 
Unto churches should repair— 

That, if they forsook salvation 
For museums’ worldly glee, 

They'd be doomed to dire damnation— 
Preached the Reverend Tweedle Dee! 


Now, this pink of pious fellows 
Was so passing glib of tongue, 

And his ardour seemed so zealous 
As his doctrines out he flung, 

That he jolly nigh succeeded 
In convincing Father Fun 

That the thing the toilera needed 
Would be better left undone! 

3ut old Fun (while leaning slowly 
To the parson’s views) one day 

Heard a piece of news which wholly 
Made him lean the other way :— 


Heard that Mrs, Tweedle’s pater 
Owned a score of houses smart 
Where he sold the renovator 
Of the workman's Sunday heart :— 
Heard of sixty shares, moreover,’ 
In a thriving Breweree 
Which ia rich financial clover 
Kept the Reverend Tweedle Dee!!! 


—- er 





“ He that Received Seed into Good 
Ground.” 


Clergyman (during sermon on avarice),— 
“I would also impress such of you as have 
families with the desirability of discouraging 
in your children anything savouring of an 
inordinate craving after filthy lucre.” 

Unredeemed Redheak (whispering in his 
innermost recesses).—" By Jove! that’s sound 
advice. It never struck me in that light. 
Hang me if I don't take every blessed penny 
out of my kids’ money boxes this very 
evening—the minute the pu be, open, 
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DRAWING A _ LINE. 

Tailor.— Another suit, Mr. Miggs? Really, sir, you are getting so 
deeply into my debt that I don’t think I ought to let you have it, I 
shall have to draw the line somewhere, you know!” 

Masher Miggs.— Will you—er—indeed? Then—er—what do you 
say if you draw a line—er—through my account in your ledger?” 
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Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 
ANOTHER JUVENILE GRIEVANCE, 
[It is one that the London County Council are contemplating the stopping 
of toy yacht sailing in the public parks.) 
WE dessay some fancy those youngsters was clever 
Who recently sent you complaints, Mister Fun, 
Jecause they in fewcher must never, no, never! 
Net tiddlers in Thames as they've formally done. 
But we have a greevance by which we are undone— 
Yes, vicktims are we of kneefairious plots— 
In short, there's that silly old Counsel of London 
Forbids us in ponds to go sailin’ our yhots. 
Refrain—In parks and such spots, 
Where we gather in lots, 
We mustn't now revel in nortical nots ; 
Yes, thanks to them plots, 
We don't now know what's 
To become of our nortical tautical yohts. 


Once with various vestles of varius prices 
(Yes, ships from a penny to over one pound), 
We'd sail o'er them ponds (which, in some cases, nice is), 
And run little races around and around ; 
But now Counted Countsellers (such as Mic Doogle) 
Spys round us, as though we were music ‘all pots ; 
and, p'r'aps, 80's to be of their pond-water froogle, 
Tyranicly stops us from sailin’ our yatchs, 


No wonder that Zeeo, the acrowback lady, 
Complained of them L. C. C.8 guyin’ her back ; 
But their ways with us yhotsboys is even moor shady, 
And ought for to get that old Countsill the sack ! 
Here! let's each make our guv'ners at home, when next voting, 
Ask questshuns of candied dates—tie ‘em in nots, 
By sayin’ to spouters, “ Here! not so much gloatin’ 
How are your views as to Juvey Nile Yohts/” 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

PouitTics! with the thermometer at 90 in the shade? As was re. 
marked on a memorable occasion, “It is too hot,” The shortest 
cut to an early grave is a May Meeting in the morning, matinés 
(of a new play, if possible) in the afternoon, crush in the park 
till dinner, then wind up the evening listening to Sexton and Healy 
settling—or unsettling, as the case may be—their differences with 
Jackson and Balfour. 

No; emphatically no! The proper House for this season of the 
year is the house boat. The right sort of Supply to discuss is lobster 
salad this time of year. Let who will make my country’s laws, I only 
ask to mix and sample its drinks, 

Nathless there have been forty members misguided enough to make 
a House during the past week. True, the House of Lords on Monday 
fixed upon Water Companies as the only fit subjects for discussion in 
that place. , 

Post Office Pickersgill in the Lower House made a gallant dash for 
the railways on behalf of the County Council. Tried to get power to 
purchase the Central London, the City and South London, Waterloo 
and City, Baker Street and Waterloo, and Hampstead, St. Pancras and 
Charing Cros3 Railway Bills, all of which relate to contemplated 
traffic extensions. Kimber, Whitmore and R. G. Webster came to the 
rescue of the corporations as against the community, and Pickersgill’s 
practical socialistic scheme was rendered for the time impracticable, 

“ Eggs is eggs,” saith the proverb. ‘“ Pheasant’s eggs is eggspensive,”’ 
quoth Waller and Street, of Hitchin, who have been fined £75 each 
for unlawful possession of some, with two months’ “ hard”’ in default. 
The Hitchin decision Herts the feelings of Mr. Picton. Mr. Matthews 
told Sir W. Lawson there appears to be an organized system—a hier- 
archy—of receivers of stolen eggs. Did he mean an egglesiastical 
hierarchy ? 

Dr. Tanner very sensibly called attention to the waste of two days 
of legislative time, one in adjourning for the Derby, the other in 
discussing whether or not to adjourn, But then, doctor, if the 
discussion on the adjournment were dispensed with, what would 
become of the carefully prepared jokes bottled up like Derby 
champagne (and just as cheap) for the occasion by the comic members 
of the House of Commons? The Irish National Education Bill was 
read a second time on Monday, and came into Committee on 
Thursday. 

Wednesday we all went to the Derby, where I had the pleasure of 
lunching with a number of the opponents of the motion for adjourn- 
ment, who had backed the winner. 

And now three cheers, for we have risen for the Recess, and for the 
rest before the fray. The dissolution, which will be the solution of 
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the Home Rule question, is upon us, so now for a quiet week with the 

two W.s to draft the next Gladstonian cabinet. 

rHE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWEB. 
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AN UNEXPECTED GUST. 








(4) “ Phew!!!” 











TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “FUN,” 


S1r,—J'm all right, I seized my chance, and now I'm safely housed 
in France; and though I am not certain, quite, if they are bound to 
“extradite” a chap who's guilty of my crime, at least I’ve done ’em 
for atime. In fact, the thing is now a jest, and when I’ve had a little 
rest, if they should start the chase again, I’ll just hop over into Spain. 
Spain, happy land of sun and song, of doing nothing all day long! of 
empty purse and beaker full, of flashing eye and bounding bull; 
where dark eyed donnas twang the lute and criminals evade pursuit, 
till all the land with them is filled, and in each town they well-nigh 
build a mighty edifice and dub the building “ The Absconders’ Club.” 
A party with a ready wit by such a place might “make a bit.” But 
this is not (however wise) the racing matter which you prize; so 
straight I’ll spring upon you, sir, what’s in 


THE Cup AT MANCHESTER, 


I¥ anyone is willing 
For to favour Inniskilling 
He’ll find that only trouble for his pains 
Remains ; 
Though opinions of him savour 
Of considerable favour, 
He's just the sort of anima] that drains 
One’s gains, 
My feelings are serina 
When you talk to me of Mina, 
And Houndsditch “ very like” is going in 
lo win 


Ev 


| 





Sedgechat or Martin Tupper 
May provide you with a supper, 

Or Penelope be causing you to grin 
With “ tin.” 


But if something more explicit 
For avoiding a deficit 
It is generally felt that there should be 
From me, 
There's a colt behind the curtain 
(Or a filly—I’m not certain) 
Which is pretty sure to head the winning three — 
You'll see. 
2 * ° o * * 


By Jove! a thought occurs to me, which proves what asses men 
may be, when they allow their fears intense to stultify their common 
sense! Who knows 'twas I that doctored Orme? (unless you're going 
to inform). There's scarce a soul alive would dream of reading 
through my pseudonym. A double chance I have, old brick—they do 
not know I did the trick, and then they don't know who I am, 
Therefore I do not care—to sham a moment more, I tell you straight, 
so I shall catch the boat at 8, then home by train and nt (or "bus) 

Yours cheerfully, TROPHONIUB, 





Little Sporter (who is “horsey” and wealthy).—“ Haw — Mise 
Ribbons, what d’ye say, shall we go into double harness? Shall we 
make a pair for life?” 

Miss Ribbons.—“ A pair, Mr. Sporter? With you? Well, I think 
not: but I don’t mind travelling tandem if I can be leader.” 
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MELTING MOMENTS. 


Miss Smith.— Just THE WEATHER TO DO NOTHING IN, MR. BULLFROG!” 


Mr, Bullfrog (seventeen stone, perspiringly).—“ YES, MY DEAR Youna@ Lapy! 


WEATHER LIKE THIS!” 
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I FEEL MINE IS INDEED A WASTED LIFE IN 








The BHlixir of Life. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE Elixir of Life, we are told, 
Many chemists of old 
To discover sought year after year ; 
When they thought, though, the treasure to 
clasp, 
It evaded their grasp, 
Like a Will-o’-the-wisp ; and ‘tis clear 
That again and again 
Did their searchings prove wholly in vain. 


There's an amateur chemist, I trow, 
Who is working just now 
On a wild and empirical plan, 
Having studiously made up his mind 
The Elixir to find 
Of Political Life—if he can— 
And to show he knows more 
Than the chemists knew ever before. 


But I guess, and we guess, and you guess, 
That he'll even do less 

Than his chemist-precursors have done : 

For in spite of their failures, yet they 





(One may certainly say) 
Gain’d a host of believers : but none 
Will his nostrum applaud 
When events shall have dubb’d it a fraud. 


—_ — 








New Leaves. 


THE Ear] of Rosebery takes a commanding 
place in The English Illustrated, There are 
some interesting “ Recollections of Epsom 
and the Derby.” “The Midland Railway 
Locomotive Works at Derby” are in trained 
order ; and amongst other matter there isa 
delightful “ Pageant of Thames Poets,.”—The 
rare old charm hangs over St. Nicholas. “A 
Story of Old Spain,” and “ A Tale of Piracy,” 
are only two of the many fascinating things 
in it.—The industry of The Idler is conspicu- 
ous: he gives us some “ Choice Blends,” some 
‘“‘ Novel Notes,” some “ Nonsense Verses,”’ and 
many other things as good and gracious.— 
The Numerous Illustrated Serials from the 
Religious Tract Society are notably kept up 
to their standard of excellence—There are 


| 
! 
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some “Notes on the Climate of the British 
Isles” in Longman’s, from which much may 
be learned about the land we live in ; and in 
“At the Sign of the Ship” there is a nice 
bit of verse about “Charlie’s Men.”—In The 
Welsh Review, the editor settles, to his own 
satisfaction, the question of ‘‘ Sober by Act of 
Parliament.” Florence Dixie discourses on 
“The Coming Revolution.” There are some 
charming views given with “ Welsh Seaside 
Places,” and a lot more besides.—‘ Round 
London,” by Mr. Montagu Williams, Q.C., 
forms an attractive and interesting feature in 
Household Words, albeit his experience as 4 
magistrate or advocate has not presented life 
to him in its pleasantest phases. 
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JUST OUT, PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


“A SOLDIER'S SWEETHEART.” 


BY THE AUTHOR OF 
“MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 


“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. 





























CroinreoPENS 


ga gt a a a 





Write as smoothly as a lead pencil. neither scratch nor spurt, 
the points being rounded by a New Process. N.B.—Attention is 
also drawn to the r New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of 
flexibility. Assorted Sample Box, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
from C BRANDAUER & Co. 


AWARDED SEVEN 


PRIZE MEDALS. 


C.BRANDAUER &C?S 





PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 


Cadburys 


‘The Typical Cocoa of 


| ‘ CHEMICALS 
English Manufacture, USED 

| Absolutely Pure.” “call. 

| __-—The Analyst. Caceat) 
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hunting in London 
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Declining the Order of the batp. Knowing one — Why, a nalive of Wales, of ‘course Silly! 
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(1) ’Mid this lovely As-cot’-rie, a notion prevails (4) “Go to Bath!” cried offici 
rie, cials; the t i, * 

That Welshers are natives of Gallant Wee Wales, Two bathes in one day make shive tadhie-ce, sot fos t Je 
(2) This fox, whose short ardent reign caused him to scoot, (5) The Cart-Horse Parade was a hit (as FUN states), 

Gave rise to a very Reyn-ard-ent pursuit ! Nigh as grand as Old Louis Cart-horse’s best {é'es | 
(3) 'Twas but Love’s Psychology made this swain caught— (6) This copper collecting in parks carried 

’ . aa 4 on 

Twas mere Bill Sike-chology certain folks thought. | Made Vaneau é: collect the collector anon, 


(7) This prisonerling of the ripe age of four 
Was deserted and brought nigh to starvation’s door | 
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philosophy of a Redfern or a Dutch Daly. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


T is with us—the beautiful Summer |! 
It has come with its green trees and 
blue skies, its red sun and (if you 
are a theatrical ) its blue 
devils. It is here—and has pro- 
bably come to stay for several days. 
We welcome it. It warmeth the 
heart of man and theatre audiences 
melt before its genial influence, so 
that the purse is lighter 
than his heart, yea, and emptier 

than his head. Then doth he close 

his “shop” for “redecoration and 
repairs,” and hie him to the gates 
_ o of the exhi- 

, bitions, the 

active turn- 

stiles of which 
he watcheth 
with a sense of 
the injustice 
of fate, what 
time the mem- 
bers of his 
company pack 
the handbag 
of conveni- 
ence, and 
putting on the 
pipe of com- 
fortand solace, 
go forth seek- 
ing a “rest- 
ing” place— 
or assuming 
FLY (NO MISTAKE about TH1s), the pastoral 

garb, a8 sup- 

plied by Nathan and his merry men, and carrying the umbrella of 
wary forethought, betake themselves to “fresh woods and pastures 
new,” disgu as “‘ Woodland Masquers,” “‘ Mummers of the Mead,” 
or what not, All nature smiles upon them, and the birds twitter 
gleefully, And the dramatic critic, in the gloomy silence of his 
hermit cell, 8 his scalpel and arranges his newest samples in 
pruning knives which he can highly recommend as suitable for per- 
rrnacyer “Song most delicate operations without pain to the most sensi- 

ve author, | 
















Yes, summer has laid her mark already uponthe (<~“ 
dramatic entertainmente—the Globe, the Vaudeville, 
Terry's, the Royalty, the Olympic and the Adelphi 
(anon) will have closed their portals by the time these 
remarks are with you, my gentle (and simple) reader, 
and the other houses will all—in some sort—follow 
suit directly. But, by a beautiful provision of nature, 
when the drama is at ita lowest ebb of attraction, then 
is the music hall more alive and more (high) kicking 
than ever. How sweet, as summer evening closes round, 
to retreat from the busy haunts of seaside holiday 
makers and fly 
to the calm 
seclusion of 
the Empire or 
the Alhambra, 
the Pav. or 
the Troc.! To 
lave the 
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parchedthroat = 3144 rag Sack AND 
with the TAKES THE Ba@, 
sparkling con- 


tents of a long, long glass at whose 
brim (at first) the cheery ice tinkles 
and interferes with your suction, 
while Vanoni exploits the military 
instincts of her nation, or Marie 
Lloyd gives her celebrated psycholo- 
ar oye ison between the baad girl 
and the fly girl. Or to parch your 

a ies Goa throat with the fragrant Havanna 
— Shakespeare (I think), (ten in a packet for sixpence !) in 

order that it may be in good condi- 

tion for more “sparkling contents” as you listen to the soothing 











AND, not to let the opportunity for mentioning it slip, what a 
capital idea that is which appears to have occurred to the profession 






a. 
a 
in recent years! I 
j mean the growing 
habit which its mem- 
bers have of seeking 
-\ fe refuge amid the 
Yc monastic shades of 
- the Halls at the ap- 
GREAT STRIDES In HER Proach of the summer 
PROFESSION. frosts which so largely 
prevail in the theatri- 
cal zones at this time. Wise are they to go 
into such suitable winter quarters, 








THERE is indeed energy—and glad prosperity 
—among the said Halls. The Pavilion—over- 
topping its own record — has no less than 
twenty-eight turns of exceptionally brilliant 
stars (in their own particular firmament), 
while the Royal Aquarium claims to present 
no less than fifty-four. (1 take their word for 
it; life is by far too short to admit of my em- 
barking upon the task of reckoning them up 
in that sense!) There are many side shows at 
the Aquarium in addition, including swimming 
exhibitions,“ an ewposé of the magnetic lady 
tricks,” and 2,000 humorous pictures, but, as 
the latter collection does not contain one specimen of my work, I 
cannot honestly recommend the show. Little Vivian Cedy is here, 
by-the-way—the smart little shootist “ champion.” 


BALLADS. 


THE Alhambra programme was already good enough to take a holi- 
day audience, but it was strengthened with something new for the 
occasion—with Newsky’s Troupe of Russian singers and dancers, to 
wit, Some of these are extraordinarily clever—indeed, “the like” of 
some of their antics and convolutions are not to be seen elsewhere 
within the confines of this our London town, 


AN added attraction to the already attractive show “ Venice in 
London,” is the opening of the “ Venetian Palace Gardens.” They are 
very pretty, and in these warm days refreshing 
to look upon. Gardens should be seen with 
the “ bloom” on—take my tip and see these as 
soon as youcan. Which reminds me that the 
Horticultural Gardens at Earl's Court have 
added “an exhibition of living ants” to the 
other attractions of that home of beauty and 
buck jumping. There is 4 
an exhibition of the same 
lively little insects in my 
back garden, but it is not 
open to the public. 








Strathlogan is a play 
which, under various cir- 
cumstances, I have referred 
to pretty frequently. I 
have once more — yea, 
twice more—to call your 
attention thereto. On the 
present occasion I have to 
remark that its scenery 
refusing at the dress 
rehearsal to declare itself 
sufficiently ready in its 
movements to justify its Ta Pay.— Alma (to Kate).—“Glad to see you 
appearance in public, the _ here, little ‘un; better than ‘resting,’ isn't it ?” 
production of the piece 
was postponed until last Thursday. Next week I shall have to give 
my valuable opinion upon the undertaking, and may even have to 
refer to it again—on the occasion of its hundredth night, NESTOR. 
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1g OU e-em. 

Travelling Manager.—‘ Wait till I produce my new piece, my boy, 
it’ll knock ’em silly. Why, there’s real water, real steam engine, real 
horses, cabs and electricity in it! That's about enough realism for 
one play, eh?” 

Candid Friend.—" Well, yes, unless you were to introduce one or 
two real actors—just as a novelty to provincial audiences, you know.” 








Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 
A WASHERWOMAN’S WARBLE OF WOE, 
[See complaints in daily papers.] 
OLD Fun,—You’ve p’r’aps heard as how people are grumblin’ 
And writin’ to papers and all that low rot, 
About washer ladies, who’ve quite enough humblin’, 
Espeshully now that the weather is ’ot. 
They writes to the papers and guys at our scrubbin’ 
(Them people as never at not nothin’ scrubs), 
And ses as we devels all revils in tubbin’ 
(Which wearin’ pursoot we but follows for grub), 
CHORUS. 
With our scrub, scrub, We wring and we soap, 
Slosh, slosh, And rinse, rinse, 
In a walloping tub And ain’t ’ad no ‘ope 
We wash, wash. Of not anythink since! 


And yet would-be clever ’uns writes to each journle 
And ses as their luvverly linning we hurts ; 

And, lor’, FuN, the langwich they use is infernle, 
’Speshly from so-called gents as to their shurts! 

They vows just because we well scrubs ‘em and pays ‘em, 
We're brutle to buttons and crool to the cuffs, 

And as to the fronts, they all swears as we frays em— 
A pastle of silly and igknowrant muffs. 

Moreover, it seems they don’t like being numbered 
(For numbers instead of mere names we use now), 
But if they’d no number and shirts then was lumbered, 

O, graciousness! wouldn't there be just a row! 
Such growlers do not deserve washing for——-boil ’em ! 
And if they ain’t careful (in these days of strikes) — 
They'll find we won’t wash for ’em—that'll just spoil ‘em, 
And then they can jolly well do as they likes! [ Chorus. 


{[ Chorus, 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE WILD 
WEST, KENSINGTON, 


How ze time he do fly! It vas ze year of J 
your Ju Billee zat I last 

go to meet Buffalo Villiams, and voila / i 
Yeu Kensinabile. ) a/ here he is again at your Vild 

At ze Exhibition of Horticulture I am charmed vit ze damsels of 
culture haughty, who vander among ze beautiful flowers like 80 
many Eves in ze garden of Eden. I see before me in ze grounds an 
avenue of trees zat are green, and it stretch avay miles and miles, I 
say it is too long to valk ze whole of it, I vill go half of ze vay and 
seat myself undare von of zose trees. But, before I have gone ten 
yard I go bomp! against a vall, and I find zat vall I have believe is 
nature is only art—and ver’ artful art, too, Zen I understand ze 
Latin proverb, Ars longa, for it is a picture of ze Long Valk at your 
Vindsor Park, 

Again I am charm vit ze exertions and ze strains of ze band from 
my land zat is a native, ze band of ze Garde Républicaine. 
_ Apres cela, I go see my ole pal Villiams of ze Buffaloes, Sapristi / 
in my country ve have a Code Civile; ici you have ad présent a ver’ 
Civil Cody. Villiams of ze Buffaloes has been scout, but his show, 
jamats, nevare has it been scouted! I sit in ze stand zat is grand and 
behold vit vondare ze boys of ze cow (certainement, zare is not much 
of ze calf about zose boys) ride ze jumpares of bucks, I sink I vill 
make a present of a buck jumpare to my rich uncle who delays to die, 
ze exercise on horseback is good for ze livare, but first von has to get 
on ze back of ze jumpare of bucks, Zen came ze Red Indians, of 
whom I have mainly read in “ Mayne Reid,” zey an’ zeir squaws, vit 
much squalling. I shake hand vit ze Prime Minister to Buffalo 
\ illiams, who, like your own, is a Sal(i)sbury, also vit Major Burke, 
who, like Edmund, is a great orator. I vitness how ze Red Indians 
unsettle ze settler in ze prairie, and how ze boys of ze cow, who are ze 
reverse of vat you call cowherds, rescue ze coach of Deadvood from 
being made into firevood ; and I see Miss Oakley shoot zo straight zat 
I shall call her Nevare Miss Oakley, 

Enfin—ze show of Villiams of ze Buffaloes determine me to go out 
myself to ze Vilds of ze Vest and become a boy of ze cows, ven zey vill 
varrant zeir horses quiet to ride and drive, 


a 











Hi, Presto! 
Sir William (who per- | 
sistently woos her).—“ Glad 
to meet you, Miss Wood- /| 
ward. Is it not glorious 
weather? On so charming / 
a morning, in so charminga 
nei gh bour- 
hood, and in 
yourcharm- 
ing pre- 
sence, how 
deliciously 
I could 
pass ” 
Miss 
Woodward 
(who per- 
sistently 
snubs him). 
—*Then, 
by all 
means, Sir 
William— 
pass!” 





























'TIS a very 
good world 
that we 
stay in, 

To write a 
good novel 
or play in ; 

But to get 
one pro- 
duced, or 
the other 
put on. 

This world, L — 


as a bad —a “ee 
one, i8 First Boy.—* D’yer, Bill, look at that sojer ! 
Second Boy.—*Garn! it ain’t a sojer at all! it’s 


second to | 
none, a ramrod and musket ! 
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THE SILENT TRAVELLER AGAIN. 





























There was a party staying at our hotel. He was a German—a most He would then undress for an hour or two in the room above our 
smiling and amiable fellow. He weighed three tons, and used to heads, evidently with the aid of a steam-hammer and a team of 
stroll home to bed about 2 A.M., along the passage past our room. elephante, He was a lively, cheery fellow, and bellowed gay snatches 
When we discovered that it was not an earthquake our alarms were of song all the time. We could generally reckon on ten minutes’ 
allay ed, sleep every night, right off, 






































1 


; 4 At length we felt that this thing cloyed and decided to keep him 
i. awake for that ten minutes: with gnashing teeth and bloodshot eye At length, having happened to kick the door in, we peeped at him in 
we bought a heavy pair of clogs and cymbals and bombs and trom- invenomed triumph—he was sleeping like a peaceful and smiling babe ! 
bones and practised at the door of communication to his apartment. 
ay ge ~ oo, - ( 

| | 








q| What could one do but love him? Treading very carefully, so as It exploded with a terrifying bang. The German slowly opened 
, not to wake him, we carefully balanced upon his nose a loud explosive one eye and sat up, yawning. “Ach so!” he murmured, “the flies 
: fire work, lighted the fuse and retired to peep. upon the nose settle and one up wake: but it is well, for it is time for 


a pipe.” We intend always to travel with that man. 
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See Cartoon Verses, p. 256 With apologies to Mn, ALBERT CHEVALIER, 



















THE GRAND OLD COSTER. 


“BRITANNIA, I’M WAITING!” 


Oh, Britannyer! I'm waiting—waiting for you, my dear, 
Oh, Britannyer! I'm waiting—waiting alone out here! 
When 'Ome Rule shall cease to shine, 
False will be this ‘eart of mine! 
i'm bound to chuck old Salisbury, my dear. D’'ye ‘ear? 
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LOOKING TO THE FUTURE. 
He.—“ Hallo! here’s the announcement of our marriageiin the 


r.”” 
-_ aren in a few hours everybody in the village will know we 


are a newly wedded couple. Another time I won't have it put in the 
papers.” 








FUN-DE-SIECLE FARCES. 


DISSOLUTION DOWN TO DATE, 
A Political Puzzle. In one Session and an Adjournment, 


SCENE I.—ENGLAND, while still (for a time) under a Tory (mis)- 
Government, FREE AND INDEPENDENTS discovered arguing more 
or less volcanically—generally more, 


FREE AND INDEPENDENTS (to each other), Well, yes; as you say, 
it is about time we had a Dissolution, Do you know what date it is 
likely to come on—or, rather, off? 

EacH OTHER (to the F. AND Ls). No; we have not that pleasure, 
We wish we did. We should then feel easier and able to pay 
stricter attention to business. But see! various important journals 
approach this way. Perhaps they may know, 

. AND Ls. Yes; as you say—Perhaps / 

{ Music Jowrnalisticoso fortissimo, Enter the Diurnal Telephone, 
the Daily Views, the Gaily Canonical, the Porning Most, the 
Madvertiser, the St. Jingo's Grisette, and the Chimes, 

The Diurnal Telephone. It is within the range of that chain of 
probability which the erudite John Locke would have .. . (dabble 
drowns the remainder)... that the Dissolution will take place on 
or about the beginning or middle, or haply the end, of that leafy 
month which astute old Sam Pepys was wont to . . . (more babble), 

The Daily Views. Lord Salisbury, with that mastery of gibing, 
flouting and sneering with which the late Lord Beaconsfield so justly 
charged him, has indicated, in what might be called an ultra-Ulster 
speech, that the Dissolution may be expected either next month or 
next year—doubtless the latter, if he had his will, etc., etc. 

The Small Pal Gazette (suddenly entering). Which he won't. The 
F'LY once said to the WHEEL: “ Whatever would you do without my 
assistance?" “Goon as before!” quoth the WHEEL, and did so, as 





the poor Fiy dropped off unnoticed. Now, if for WHEEL we read 
STATE, and if for FLy we read Lord Sal——(aphorises ad lib.). 

The Porning Most. And yet, forsooth, the Radical and Socialistic 
demagogues are wroth with that Greatest of All Statesmen, the Right 
Hon. Marquess of Salisbury, K.G., etc., etc., because his lordship 
_— and with dignity, to give any idea whatever of the date when 

Fh ee 

The Madvertiser. One thing is certain—and it is the duty of every 
truly patriotic licensed victualler in the Empire to heed well our warn- 
ing — we must support only those politicians who are pledged to 
safeguard —(1). The interests of “The Trade.” —(2). The Empire. 
Whenever—if ever—the date of Dissolution comes, do not nail the 
long, long ears of so-called temperance faddists to the pump which 
they so fanatically worship! Let your watchword be, “ Liberty for 
the Licensed Victualler, and Equality and Fraternity only for those who 
support him and that Honest Whisky,” which (as Shakespeare doubt- 
less did say, if one could but find the true reading) never left man i’ 
the mire! 

The Chimes, We; have it on unimpeachable authority (and we 
hereby warn certain evening sheets that this news is copyright, and 
that there is ncne genuine without the trade mark) that the Premier 
has, with his well known magnanimity, fixed the Dissolution for the 
3ist of —— 

The St. Jingo’s Grisette. Yah! Boo! As to the date of the Dis- 
solution mentioned in to-day’s——(Oh, no, we never mention it)—of 
course, no sane person can give any credence whatsoever to an organ 
which actually has the impudence to object to have its best news 
scissored out without acknowledgment. Yah! (Row.) 

F, AND LS (to each other), Which are we to believe, and what are 
we to do? 

Enter Mr. JOSEPH CHANGERLAIN, 

Mr. J. C. J can answer for you. Your course is easy. Whatever 
else you do—support ME! Why give a thought to that stupid Glad- 
stone? Look how he changes his views—and—— 

AN F. Anpd I, (stepping forth). WHAT! this from you, Joseph? 
You charge anyone with changing. Gerreat Scotland Yard! You-—— 

POPULACE. Aha! Hear, hear! Mr, Fun for ever! 

THE F. AND I, I see you know me; further disguise is useless. 
(Mr. C. cowers.) Why, Joseph, I was just about to present you with 
the following ditty, which I have written expressly for you to use 
when you goon the stump. Here, take it and hum it over, 


Solo (Mr. C.) and Chorus, 
If simple I seem, don't judge by my phiz, 
For my method is one of the smartest— 
ZI know my book and I’m (in all biz) 
A Political Quick Change Artist. 
I suit my ways to each changing phase, 
To muddle folks is my mission— 
In fact, you know, this Brummagem Joe 
Is a puzzle of a politician. 
Chorus—With my glass in my eye, 
And my orchid spry, 
My style is of the smartest ; 
Whig, Tory, or Rad, 
’Tis all one to this lad— 
This Political Quick Change Artist. 


[ All repeat Chorus, FUN eventually chucks CHANGERLAIN, and then 
Congratulation and CURTAIN 








“And Do Just So!” 


To the man (or the woman, either) of good old Bohemian tendencies, 
there is something particularly unlovable in the conventionalities of 
present day society. The monotonous “ call,” the soporific “ at home,” 
the weary, weary dinner that “like a wounded snake drags its slow 
length along,” the hour for this, and the hour for that, and the exact 
way you must do the other (or be ostracised beyond redemption), are, 
to a free untrammelled soul, the Very D——. 

Doubtless, it is well enough for strait-laced-who-ought-to-be-strait- 
jacketed old dowagers and finnikin old maids to be troubled about 
many things; but we, who like to do just what we like, and do it just 
when we like, and do it just as we like—why must we be either 
hedged in and goaded by a thousand and one detestable formalities, 
or looked upon as moral and social Pariahs forever ? 

Bah! Cannot some freedom-loving M.P, obtain us a Bohemians’ 
Exemption Act? 





Hymen and Lowmen. 

SHE ran away with John, the groom, 
And deemed the action venial. 

She told herself—it eased her quite— 

That she had heard the marriage rite 
Was sometimes called High Menial 
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She was a good girl and 
always clean, but she was 
discontented and her heart 
was filled with envy, for did 
not her missus wear a feather- 
trimmed dress, and was not 
this altogether beyond her 
own means ? 
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That night, after the house had retired 
to rest, a mysterious figure might have 
been seen stealing upstairs with the 
bread knife in hand. 


In vain, when her evening out came 
round, did she gaze frantically into the 
It would not run to it, 






A TERRIBLE DEED. 
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mind was gone, 
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HER bedding played an important part. 


And then a fearful scene was enacted in which 
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But, one dreadful day, when on a cleaning expedition, a wicked 
fiend whispered something in her ear, and thenceforth her peace of 


oe 


She now has a feather-trimmed dress 
also, and has completely cut her missus out, 








One More Lesson to Learn. 


[Apropos of the recent notorious proceedings in the 
Spinning House Court, Oambridge.]) 
THOUGH ancient Bede omits to state 
That primal school’s location, 
Historians of a later date 
Supply the information 
That one who wore East Anglia’s crown, 
With prescience keen discerning 
A time-long need, made Cambridge town 
A time-long seat of Learning. 


And lo! for twice six hundred years 
That school has grown and flourished, 

Despite the scorn, the jeers, and sneers 
Of townsmen fierce, who nourished 

Deep hate against it, till they gained 
Its charters for the burning.— 

Despite such spite, it’s still remained 
The favoured home of Learning ! 


But now the townsmen 'gainst that “school” 
A deadlier rage are nursing : 

The hardships of a tyrant rule 
With bated breath they’re cursing. 

So let them make it their concern 
To tell, with frenzy burning, 

How still there's one thing left to learn 
Within that home of Learning ! 


l 


; 


That in this age we’ll suffer not 
(Except in history's pages) 

Such hideous brutal deeds as blot 
The barbarous bygone ages— 

That proctors ought to quit their quite 
Congenial occupations 

Of tolling curfew bells by night, 
And blasting reputations— 

That soon the Spinning House must “spin” 
To whence there’s no returning— 

Be this good lesson learnt within 
The sullied shrine of Learning! 








New Leaves. 

“My Experiences as an Executioner,” by 
James Berry (Percy Lund and Co.), The 
morbidly minded and the curious may find 
pleasure in perusing this grim and gruesome 
pile of “experiences,” but for ourselves we 
incline to let the book and its author “go 
hang.” —* Boot’s May Meeting Directory and 
Visitors’ Guide” (Alfred Boot and Son), This 
clearly points to visitors the way that they 
should go, and shows them how to go it.— 
“ Persian Tales” from various sources (David 
Bryce and Son, Glasgow). This little vol. is 
one of the “Spare Minute” series. The tales 
are entertaining as “The Arabian Nights,” 


and are enough to pass away a leisure hour.— 
“The Rose, the Ring and the Pearl,” by John 
Littelred (Sutton, Drowley and Co,). The 
theme is capable of finer treatment than it 
has received. The Rhyme is rude, the Rhythm 
is halting and the feet lame. Except as a 
curious compound and (unintentionally) 
comic composition, we fancy it will be “ Littel- 
red.” —“ Imperial Penny Postage,” by J. Hen- 
niker Heaton, M.P. Towards the accomplish- 
ment of his noble purpose, the author kee 
his Heat-on, and if he continues to strike while 
the iron is hot, he may mould some future 
government into his own way of bestowing a 
blessing upon the Empire.—“ New Holidays 
in Essex,” edited by Percy Lindley (30 Fleet 
Street). Those who are undecided where to 
go for a holiday, by obtaining on of 
this handy en book may easily come to a 
decision, There are plenty of pleasurable 
walks, rides, drives, wheel trips, or train 
journeys to be found within the boundaries 
of ite map, and pleasantly written descriptions 
of all the interesting sights that may meet the 
eyes of such as may take a turn round that way. 
—The Million continues ite popular series of 
Types of the British Army with a beautifal 
picture of the Pipe hg pa Argyle and 
Sutherland (93rd) High ers, 
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“ Say, Bill, I b’leeve that’s a otter. ‘Eaveastone at ’im!” 


















A Three-Guinea 
Poem, 


Mr. Hinkpott (a broken- 
down journalist ).—“ I've 
got a splendid plan for 
raising the wind, my dear. 
I want you to sit down 
and write a short poem, 
I don’t care a hang what 
subject you take, but you 
must make every three 
lines rhyme together,” 

Mrs. Hinkpott (a 
brokendown spoetess). — 
“What's the use of rack- 
ing my brain for another 
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But it was only our amateur diver practising. 


? It won’t be ac- 
ce ted.” 


Mr, H.— I'm perfectly 
aware of that, my love. 
But, when you've done it, 
if you make it in three 
line stanzas as I tell you, 
I can truthfally say that 
you have given birth to 
triplets, and then, don’t- 
cherknow, we can claim 
the Queen’s Bounty!” 




















VerRY Shocking :—The 
Anarchist Bank outrage 
in Paris, 
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Go to Bath! 


Physician (who is slow of speech).—“ Only one thing is now 
required—ah—to make—ah—a new man of you. You must—ah— 
try the waters of—ah—Bath.” 

Patrician Convalescent (angrily).—“Try the waters of a bath? 
Do you mean to infer, then, that I don’t keep my body clean? Dare 
- a at such a thing again, and, begad! I'll kick you out of the 

use ” 


a ee = 
me 
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To Lady Fortune. 


Farr, fickle Fortune! say, why do you frown on me? 
Long have I sought you with sigh and with song, 
Madam, you are most uncommonly down on me, 
Though I have never done you any wrong, 
Never a swain loved more truly or loyally, 
Never a maid was more coy of her charms. 
Fortune, they call you a queen, then act royally, 
Pity my sorrows and come to my arms, 








Lady, I’m young; I can say, without vanity, 
No one could question my form or my taste, 

Frankly, at times, I’ve a doubt of your sanity, 
Seeing you fly from my suit in such haste. 

Men are towards me most kindly and brotherly 
Those of your own sex have voted me “ nice,” 

Maids I find sisterly, matrons most motherly, 
You alone turn from me frigid as ice. 


When years have vanished and left me an older man, 
Sprinkled my head and my heart with their frost, 
When I’ve become, e’en to you, dear, a colder man, 
You will, perchance, seek the love you have lost, 
Come to me now, you will find me most dutiful, 
Trusting and tender, unchanging and staid ; 
Tarry till then—be you ever so beautiful— 
Fortune, I'l] deem you a good-for-naught jade ! 





STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 

Mr. CHAMBERLAIN says “the question of Ulster is a serious 
one.” Well, in this wea an Ulster would be indeed a weighty 
chee rgl Saat are more de rigueur, Not the last ditch blunder 


oug 
Mr. Charles Vero has been selected for Nuneaton. The Liberals in 
that constituency are saying, “ Si non ¢ Vero e ben trovate.” 
Mr. Alderman Pears presided last week at a meeting in favour of 
the candidature of Mr. Heldman, the Liberal candidate for Brentford. 
Mr, Heldman evidently has soap—I mean hope, on his side, 








In North Wilts the Gladstonians are Husband-ing their forces. — 

A gentleman, Shoesmith by name and al fresco orator by profession, 
has been run in for not only emulating Demosthenes but handing 
round the hat for coppers, a proceeding of which the “coppers” 
disapproved. Of course, none of the M.P.s who spout have ulterior 
ends—oh, dear no! : 

Why are M.P.s just now like cricketers? The latter are active on 
the wicket, the former on the stump. 

Sir William Harcourt on Wednesday addressed the Unity of Odd 
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UNCLE AND NEPHEW DibculS 
THE SITUATION 






> -) SIGNS OF THE 
Tw4Es 


King Lasourn 


Fellows, and gave them good advice. Rather a change from address- 
ing those very odd fellows in the House, among whom there is so little 
unity, THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 


“On one Point Rather Sore.” 
— The Gondoliers. 


First Undergrad,—“ So you've had your old skinflint of an uncle to 
see you again? Did he pitch into you, as usual?” 

Second Undergrad.— Well, no, he wasn’t so bad. He seemed 
rather sore on one point, though.” 

First Undergrad.—“ Oh, ah! And what point was that?” 

Second Undergrad,—“ The point of the needle I faked up for him 
to sit down on!” 
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AN AWFUL EXAMPLE. 


i Begor ! ub would milk the hearrt av an 
Oranaeman to see how the eratur would 
gulp down wa ther lous 
pure whisley 
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AFTER THE TEMPERANCE MEETING. 
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Fatigued Orator—“ POLEESHMAN, IS THIS WAY T’ ’AMMERSMITH ?” 


Cabby.—* STRAIGHT ON, GUvV’NOR.” 


Fatigued Orator.—“ IsH—Is THAT THE WAY I’m GoInG?” 








The Grand Old Coster.—(SEE Cartoon.) 


From political experience you probably did know, 

At anyrate by hearsay, how a little while ago 

A party named Chevalier a big success had made 

By warbling at the music halls the “ Coster’s Serenade.” 


“ Oh, ’Arriet, I'm waiting!" was the burden of the song 
Which touch'd tne s sensibilities and never seem'd too long ; 
The pathos ani the humour were combined in happy wise, 
And they who scorn’d the lingo yet were forced to sympathize, 


Another Coster now appears upon the public stage, 
More old and grander e’en than he whose lay was such a rage ; 
! 





And everyone that hears him feels his voice has greater pow’r 
Than any other artist's we can boast of at this hour, 


“ Britannyer, I'm waiting!” is the ditty that he sings, 

Telling his “ doner ” about love and lots of pretty things : | 
So sweetly trip his honied words, so earnest is his face, 
It were a stony sweetheart who could fly from his embrace. 


everywhere.’ 
thing that is ubiquitous?” 

Chorus of 46 tongues (while 46 arms are simultaneously uplifted).— 
“ Yes, sir: Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay, sir |” 


“ Britannyer” is waiting, too,—but not for long, no doubt ; 
The General Election soon will turn his rival out, 

And then a term of bliss for years of trouble will atone, 
And then the Grand Old Coster will at last regain his own. 








Ubiquity Up to Date. 


Dominie.—“ Now, boys, what is the meaning of the word 
‘ubiquitous’?” (46 tongues are painfully silent.) 
Dominie.— Dear me, what ignorance! ‘ Ubiquitous’ means ‘existing f 


And now can any of you give me an instance of some- 








THE man who gets his bread and butter with his pen cannot be 
said to live on an unearned ink-rement, 
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‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 


Absolutely Pure.” 
—The Analyst. 
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prietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, | 
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Gauchos in Londen. 


BE AILYNCH LAW 
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Vo Yotco of Envy. 
At 2 Floral Féle / 
WHo__ She's cerlaindy a Very slriking Woman. 
S19 — Strifing ? Oh, yes! Muscular army. 
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Flecing from hig lady adorers. Cily Wailers wailed upon. Hs Leaapt phi t bear if 


(1) Three Fates there are, so Poesy doth state— (4) Lynch lawlessness the negro in the States 
Here’s a fourth (with Envy mixed)—the Floral Fete. Resents, and for retaliation waits ! 


(2) To sell your better half for half a crown (5) Though but once this season Paderewski’s here— 





Is not de riguewr now in London Town, Be (piano-)forte-fied, and shed no tear! 
(3) These Gauchos are so picturesque to view— (6) For their thrift-society City-waiters feed— 
They may have many a (Buffalo) Pill-et doua. They're sensible to thus provide ’gainst need, 


(7) If your wife thrashes you you can’t leave her, 
If vice vers, though, she soon can stir, 


VOL. LV, WO, 1416, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HAD another holi- 
day! I don’t in 
the least know 
how it happened 
—I can’t explain 
it at all—it is 
wrapped in un- 

fathom- 

able 
mystery 

(and will 

| be sent, 

carriage 
paid, to 
any ad- 
dress on 
receipt 
of the 



































: fall 

2 y than p price). I 
= {oe 7 was not 

j BY fe 4 a. prepared 

‘ ee, = for it in 

1° “IXIA QU any way 

~ | It is a 


THE AVENUE.— Rex. 


disease I do not often 
suffer from, and it was 
only when thesymptoms 7% Hijghwayman. 
became thoroughly pro- 

nounced that I recognized that I was in for 
it. There isa good deal of it going about 
just now,and I must have caught it from 
somebody (“ Going about” is really a very 
happy expression in this connection, when 
you come to think of it—though, of course, 
a holiday would naturally conduce to a 
happy expression). Anyway, however it 
came about, I’ve had another holiday. I’ve Leen right away from 
what daringly humorous chambermaids ca]! the “ metrolopus”’; I’ve 
been where trees wave and rustle in the breeze and the charge ia one 
shilling a mile, and don’t forget the driver; where the sigh and sough 
of the sounding sea sweeps over the silent sands, and the niggers chant, 
and the air is full of the sound of conflicting bands (I think that’s 
poetry); where you can sail all round something for so much—where 
you can loll about just as you like and wear loose clothing, and—ab, 
the luxury of it !—let your socks wrinkle as much as ever they please. 





TO that fair retreat only the faintest echoes of the London theatres 
penetrate, and those so altered or obscure in their meaning that their 
own landladies wouldn't know them. For instance, there was a 
matinée at the Avenue one afternoon—or so an _ ornithological 
messenger of diminutive size informed me—when three short pieces 
were played. The names of these reached me—Feast, The Highway- 
man, True Colourse—but the only ideas they conveyed to me are 
pictorially indicated at the head of this article, I daresay they are 
not in the least what the authors intended. I left a competent 
“understudy”’ to do the theatres in my 
absence, but, as he has a salary, he won't 
yo to matinees when he can avoid it. He 
says matinécs undermine art with their 
crudities and compete unfairly with the 
evening showa (he doesn’t mind contra- 
dicting himself a little), so he spends his 
‘4 |) > 4 ® cab allowance on ices or has a row on the 

river. Perhaps it would be different if he 

were paid per performance —who knows? 

Anyway, that’s how I have no definite 

knowledge of that matinée, He sent me 

the paragraphs which follow this though 

—one was a matinée—I suppose they're all 
) right. 
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A o— THE CourT.—Measrs, H, Freeling and 
s~ om Brandon Thomas's Marriage took place at 
THE VAUDEVILLE. Sophia TO the Court on the afternoon of Tuesday the 


THE RESCUER. 7th inst. It is just one of those pieces 

which feels (and finds) to be so clever that 

one whispers to one’s self the desire that it may succeed—which very 
whisper proves the presence of doubts, A good subject—a' whims 





turn to it—some of the cleverest characterisation and “ lines” of the 
smartest and most thoughtful are all elements to be found within the 
confines of the piece, and all elements which one would not willingly 
let die. These things may even cause it to be crowned with success 
in spite of the drawbacks which threaten its triumph. To wit: the 
weakness of ita story, and the not altogether consistent treatment of it 
—so that it is open to the charge which is the besetting incubus of 
euch as have acquired a reputation for “ having” people, viz., we never 
know whether it is serious or not. 





THERE is some very clever acting init. Mr. Brandon Thomas was 
what is, I believe, professionally known as “quisby in his lines,” but 
gave a good embodiment of the chief character. Mr. Elliot was 
exactly what an enthusiastic young lady said he was, “splendid.” 
Mr. Little, too, was worth a lot. Miss Ellaline Terriss was better 
than ever, if not so good as she will be some day; and Miss G 
Kingston was very acceptable in a part well suited to her rather hard 
style. This piece was repeated yesterday (Tuesday) afternoon. 


THE ROYAL ENGLISH OPERA Hovse,—After an unexpectedly bu 
deservedly long run (/éopatre has given way to La Tosca. In this 
Madame Bernhardt is seen in nearly all phases of emotion, and the 
performance is really a remarkable exhibition of power, and it is no 
wonder that the house held its breath or found it impossible to hold 
its enthusiasm more than once, An impersonation of this commanding 
excellence calls for little more than praise on a first presentation, and 
as this is the second time of asking, I take the liberty, on this occasion, 
of silently admiring without further remark—except the general one 
that the performance has in no way deteriorated, and that the support 
ig reasonably good, 





THE VAUDEVILLE.—The fortunes of this house have not been 
extravagantly flourishing lately, but I am glad to see that Sophia has 
flown to the rescue at a critical moment, and has every appearance of 
having been successful in her mission. This really clever and attractive 
play has a lot of life in it yet, apparently. It certainly ought to have 
if nice girls go for anything. (They don’t go for nothing as a rule— 
at least, I can’t get any at that price!) In the cast you wil! find Miss 
Maude Millett, a most delightful Sophia; Miss Helen Forsyth, a 
plump bewitching Molly; and Miss Kate Phillips—well, there! With 
Mr, C, Warner, as Tom; Mr, Thorne, as the game Partridge; and his 
brother, as the noisy 
red-faced Western— 
what more is re- 
quired? There its 
more, you 
= know— 

g & Miss Vane, 
as the 
“lady of 
fashion” ; 
Miss Lar- 
a kin, as the 
oi “gay young 
Po: thing”; 

tygager Myr. Dods- 
Y worth, Mr. 
3lythe, Mr. 
Gillmore— 
you know 






















Animated arzument on the matinée 
tion between a (shall we say “occa- 
sional” 7) mummer and a dramatic 
critic on salary. 

Nops AND WINKS.—My young 
man tells me, with bated breath, of 
an awful outrage committed at the 

Loyalty under the title of Moses 

and Son. The best thing the 

management can do in the matter, 

he says, is to “shut up.”"—The , 

musical farce written by Messrs, THE ROYALTY.—THE BEST 

Houghton and Mabson, and com- THING TO DO. 

posed by Mr. Landon Ronald, 

which was to have been produced at the Criterion last month, is now 

down to be played at the Prince of Wales's, in front of La Statue du 

Commandeur, on the 25th. The last named piece has struck oil of a 


copious character, and isin the evening bill as a consequence, NESTOR. 
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THAT PICNIC! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES. 





MIKE CALLAGHAN’S STATEMENT. 


I NIVER could stand them there picnics at all, at all; an’ now 
[ loike them worse than iver sinct that baste av a bull—bad scran 
to it!—had the handlin’ of 
me. Picnics are a snare an’ 
a delusion. How anywan 
who has a mahogany table to 
put his legs under can con- 
sint to go an’ twist himself 
up loike a tailor, or a Turk, 
or a haythen image, an’ ate 
his mate loike the bastes av 
the fields, is more than I can 
understand! What wid the 
ants bitin’ wan beneath, an’ 
the wapses  philanderin’ 
round above, a man niver ‘as 
& moment’s peace; an’ wid 
the folks callin’ for the 
champagne or the mustard, 
an’ axin’ for a 
clane tumbler 
bekase a bettle has 
lrownded itself 
in his beer, a poor 
man has niver a 
moment toscratch 
himself in, nor a 

spare ‘and to do 

it wid ayther, if 
he did ’ave the 
if toime,. Why 
can’t human 
bein’s behave 
themsel’s as 
iy sich, and not go 
fb trapeesin’ about 
the country loike 
gipsies, and atin’ 
cowld mate an’ 
things that wid spile the stomach av Mickey Doolan’s donkey? Why 
can't they stay at home an’ ’ave their vitles like Christians? an’ if they 
want to lie round in the sun till they have blisters on their noses, can’t 
they go out to the back yard an’ doit, bad scrantothem! As I said 
to Mary Jane, who is as nice a slip of a girl as I ‘ave seen sinct I left 
Owld Ireland, says I, “A picnic niver gives a man a chanct at all. 
When ye spread the things on a table ye can luke round, an’ ifanything 
ye’ve put down isn’t there ye can go an’ get it; but when ye pack 
iverything into a hamper, an’ lave some of them out, and when ye 
get five miles from everywhere an’ find ye haven’t them wid yez, 
where are yez? Why, there yez are! When yez lift the pepper out 
iv that hamper an’ foind yez didn’t bring it wid yez, ye can't go into 
the pantry next door an’ bring it out, bekase the pantry next door isa 
horse pond. An’ then all the toime they’re atin’ they’ll be making it 
warmer for ye than a place where there won't be any pepper wantit. 
Folks that want to howld picnics should make it as aisy as the owld 
rapscallion av a king who wore a name as twistit asa pig's tail, an’ ate 
grass wid the bastes; an’ I’m thinkin’ if the bastes av the field are as 
sociable as the wan which lint its assistance at our picnic, it’s a small 
allowance they’ll want av picnic for the rest av their lives. 

Well, yez see, when I got the order from the misthress to prepare 
for the picnic, I went an’ I said to Mary Jane, says I, “ Good luck to 
yez!” 

‘‘ Now, don’t!” says she. 

“T wasn’t a-goin’ to,” says I. 

“Well, stop it at wanct!” says she. . 
An’ I stopped it at wanct wid a kiss, as I’ve often done afore, an’ as 
I often hope to do again, glory be to the saints, whin I start that 
market garden business wid Mary Jane for a partner. 

“ Well,” says I, “they're goin’ to hev a picnic; bad scran to them | 
an’ we'll hev to prepare the delicacies av the five quarters av the 
globe, Then we'll go an’ sit on the damp grass, an’ we'll catch 
rheumatism an’ mesmerism an’ earwigs an’ wapses, an’ ivery man 
an’ mother’s son av us will come home wid a cowld in our heads, an’ 
we won't be able to kiss anyone for sneezin’. So you'd better take all 
the kissin’ ye want just now,” says I. But Mary Jane whisked out av 
the kitchen an’ upstairs, showin’ just the laste taste av as neat an 
ankle as iver filled a stockin’. . 

An’ then I set about packin’ up the hampers wid the spoons an 
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next day, when it was all ready, it was just as comprehensive a 
preparation for a respectable ating match as wan could wish to see, 
barrin’ that there wasn't any praties, bekase, bless their sowls! they 
don’t ate well cowld, an’ yez can't keep them warm durin’ a 
sixteen mile drive, 

There was fourteen people there besides meesilf an’ Mary Jane, an’ 
there was wan or two av us that it wouldn't have bruke my heart to 
hev left at home. Them same one or two was Jemmy Burton, who is 
the only son of the master, all the rest of his brothers an’ sisters bein’ 
girls, exceptin’ one which died when it was a baby, an’ the other was 
Johnnie Somerville, a young imp who is at school wid Jemmy, who 
was wid us on a holiday visit—an’ a pretty holiday they made it be- 
tween them. The tricks them two imps was up to was simply awful 
an’ they ‘ad no more respect for a livery than they ‘ad for a pincushion. 
It makes my blood run could yet when I think av that painful moment 
when I was carryin’ the roast beef into the dinin’' room when Jemmy 
Burton stuck a pin into my anatomy. I nearly dropped the beef, an’ 
do as I liked I couldn't help spillin’ some av the gravy over meesilf, 
an’ the amount of profanity I thought was awful. When the master 
heard of it, he said I was a hero an’a martyr. Them two boys were 
always up to some game or other, but they weren't the whole picnic, 
though there waz more than their ewn share ov it, 

(To be continued, ) 





Picture Shows. 

DOW DESWELL’S GALLERIES.—A collection of fifty-six pictures of 
Venice by Mortimer Menpes is the great attraction, and although not 
equal to his Indian pictures in freshness of subject many are 
remarkable for richness of colour and delicacy of treatment. In the 
side room there are some fifty pastels by John Tenniel and the late 
Charles Keene which have a peculiar interest as showing a method of 
working used by these two distinguished artists tive and forty years 
azo; in the Tenniels you see the foreshadowing of the style of his 
matured work; this is not so marked in those by Charles Keene. 

The Barbizon Galleries, Piccadilly.—A peculiar interest in this show 
is the collection of portraita of the celebrated actor, M. Ccquelin ; 
Daubigny’s picture of “ The Pool” ; some landscapes by Cazin, and one 
picture by Sargent are amongst the more important works—which will 
command attertion. 

Dudley Gallery Art Society —The Annual Exhibition of Water 
Colours may be said to be of fair average merit where nothing 
startling is expected and nothing is found. 





| 
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TOO BAD! | 

Enraged Musician (from the floor below),.—“ Ach! Himmel ! 

Tonner-und-blitzen! Leef off, assassin! Do yo not see dot fiddle is out 
f ch ia ’ “ 

i: deo fee Lodger (amazed),—* Out of tune! What? Why, then 


‘ , , . ’ 
I’ve been swindled, that's all! I bought it new only six months ago! 
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BEFORE THE BATTLE. 
HER OWN TRUE KNIGHT ARMING FOR THE FRAY, 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 
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DANGEROUS GROUND. 

He,—* Jolly conservatory, Miss Matchems, isn't it?” 

She,—" Yes ; quite renowned for the number of proposals that have 
been made here—— ” 

He.—“ H’m—yes. By-the-by, they’re beginning the waltz,” 

She.—“ It was here Charlie Gudgeon proposed to Miss Pyke. They 
were sitting here, just as we are now, and he said, quite abruptly, just 
as you might say to me, ‘ Will you be mine?’ and she said, as I might 
say to you——'’ 

He—" Ah, yes—quite so; but hadn’t we better have aspin round?” 


=z = 


FUN-DE-SIECLE FARCES, 


FREE (AND EASY) SPEECH; 
Or, Prattle in the Parks. 


A BSERIO-COMEDIETTA IN SEVERAL SHOUTS. 


[See the recent case against a “lecturer” who “lectured” in the parks and 
collected money afterwards. } 


SCENE.—A Public Park (by kind permission of the County Council). 
TIME—Sunday. As the Curtain rises the sun is observed to do 
ditto, and after a pause of some hours, during which the trees 
murmur and the birds twitter to music allegro, enter from 
various points, LORD STREPHON, the Hon. LaDy PHYLLIS, 
J. ConyDon, Esq., JunR., Miss AMELIA, Mr, T. ATKINS, MARY 
JANE, MR. JACK, Miss JILL, also Messks, EDMUND, ABELARD 
and BILL, and MDLLES, ANGELINA, HELOISE and Coo, all in 
separate pairs, As they come they sing to each other the 
following bouche fermée chorus :— 

Lo! here we come to this pleasant park, 

Our love and passion to remark, 

And bill and coo till after dark. 

The lord, the lout, the count, the clerk, 

The soldier, slavey, nurse and “ nark,” 

To spoon what time we hear the lark, 
And what a lark! 

Any LOVER (to his Lass). Ah! sweetest, most scrumptious, most 
fascinating fair one, how delightful to sit thus cosily together on this 
peaceful Sunday and to whisper words of love-—— 

Any Lass (to her Lover), Yes... deary-weary (blushes loudly), 








and——. 





LECTURER (suddenly appearing amid a yelling crowd). Yes, my 
brethren—for are we not all brethren? that is, are not all of us 
Socialistic shouters brethren ? 

Crowp, Year, year! Hooray! Down with property! 

LECTURER. Down with property? Rar-ther! Especially other 
people’s property! (Fiendish yells of delight.) Let our motto be 
share and share alike—yes, even for our rural brothers, let them 
plough—share and share alike ! 

CROWD. Har, har, har! ho, ho, ho! That’s bloomin’ good ! 

LEcTuRER. Therefore, I say, let this be your watch-word, and mind 
you always wind up your watch-word. (Shriecks, whistles, etc., all 
round.) Liberty ! (Shouts of “ Hooray !”) Equality! (More shouts.) 
Fraternity! (Wild enthusiasm, owing to which they bash each 
other’s hats for very joy.) Yea! and Anarchy, too, if need be—— 

A Voice, Ay! and if there needn’t be, too, for the matter of that! 
(Screeches of sensation.) 

LECTURER. And now, dearly beloved—as they say in churches 
(shouts of “ Yah, bah, boo!” etc.)—I will proceed to do all that these 
so-called churches ever do, in this so-called Nineteenth Century. I 
will take the collection—the beak has said we may. (Goes round with 
his hat and receives shoals of coppers, etc., from some. Most of the 
crowd, alarmed at the sight of the LECTURER’S hat, move farther on, 
Buzz, babble, bashings, etc., then a slight pause.) 

THE LOVERS (to their Lasses). Dear, O dear! what a terrible 
disturbance! We cannot hear ourselves spoon for their terrible 
noise | 

THE LASSES (to their Lovers). No, darlingest, what a shame! Let 
us walk over to yonder more secluded spots. (They do so, and resume 
spooning calmly, till further interrupted.) 

[ Enter now MR. and Mrs, JAYDID TOYLER and several little 
TOYLERS, MR. and MRS. AYRSEAKER (with baby), MR. 
and Mrs. WIRKWORNE. 


THE MEN (to their Missuses). Ah! thank Heaven! Now we shall 
get a breath of fresh air, a sight of the flowers and trees, a bit of a 
qaiet sit down, after a hard week’s work. 

THE MissusEs. It is indeed a blessing, and it will do the little 
ones good. Go and run about, children, (The youngsters prepare to 
have a game.) 

SEVERAL HALL-OF-SCIENTISTS AND N.S8.8.-ITES (suddenly 
appearing on the peaceful scene and raving at the top of their 
voices). Bah! What is it that these so-called Christians, these 
pretended religionists, the arch-hypocrites and their poor miserable 
dupes would have us believe? That there is a Providence—— 

OTHER H,-oF-S,’8 AND N,8§,8,-ITES, Ha, ha! Providence! What 
rot ! 

LECTURER, That there is a God, ho, ho! 

OTHER: H.-oF-8.8, Yah! We spell it with a small “g”! No 
superstition for ws! Down with religion! It’s all tyranny and 
muck! The Bible is—— (They bawil and blaspheme loudly, in a 
manner which cannot be reproduced here.) 

THE MISSUSES (seizing their children). Come away, dears, this is 
no place for you, nor for us! (They all flee from the blaring and 
blasphemy /) 

[ The “ LECTURERS” proceed, amid laughter, cheers, rows, etc., 
and then “collect” among the crowd, Other orators, 
political, hawking, fighting and otherwise now crowd the 
park, driving out all who have come to sech rest and 
recreation. 

Fun (entering and surveying the scene). And this is what our 
parks are coming to, is it? (Collections, consternation, conflict and, 
when the “ LECTURERS” have blared themselves hoarse, 

CURTAIN, 





———— 


“A Soldier’s Sweetheart.” 

‘A SOLDIER'S SWEETHEART, AND OTHER STORIES,” is the title of 
a book by Mr. George Dalziel, just issued from the office of this 
Journal, All soldiers have sweethearts, but few soldiers have such 
sweet sweethearts as the soldier in this sweet story has. ‘Tis a tender 
story, tenderly told, of a maiden fair and a soldier bold; many a 
soldier and civilian cove will long to have such a sweet girl to love, 
and, whether they go for gain or glory, wish their lives may make 
as pure a story. There are other tales, in prose and verse, none of 
them are trite, and all are terse. Of them the one most takes our 
fancy, for force and power, is “ Crazy Nancy.” 


Bad to Make Out. 
Scapegrace Son (who has found himself cut off with a shilling).— 
“T can’t make it out at all!” 
His Friend.—* Can’t make what out?” 
Scapegrace Son.—“ My father’s will.” 
His Friend,—“ Well, how in creation do you expect to make it out? 
Didn't the old man make it out himself, stupid?” 
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A SUPERFLUITY. 





Smith had frightful pains in his 


have it out.” 











Three weeks elapsed. ‘“‘ Remark- 


hasn’t been back for his brains!” 
mused the surgeon. 





He consulted a surgeon, “Sometning wrong 
head, with the brain,” said the medico, “You must 


A month later they met in the street. “ Hallo, 
ably strange that chap Smith Smith!” cried the surgeon, “how is it you 


haven't called for your brains?” 
Smith, “I sha’n’t want them again!” 











again as good as new,” 








So the operation was performed, “Look in in a 
week's time,” said the surgeon, “and we'll put it in 


“ Not want them again!” gasped the medico, “ No,” 
replied Smith, loftily, ‘‘I have no further use for them, 
“Ah!” said JI have just received a government appointment |" 








Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 
BALFOUR’s BUDGET OF NEWS, AS PREPARED FOR AN EXALTED 
PERSONAGE, 
(Mr. Balfour always, it is said, writes a nightly letter to the Queen, describing the 
chief events of the day in the House.] 
’*MID the multifarious duties which I render to the State 
(I, Balfour—quite a Tory Busy B.), 
Is to write a nightly letter (at the which I sit up late) 
To a personage whose front name starts with V. 
When my duties in the House are done—or very nearly done— 
With my midnight oil and ink I may be seen 
Setting forth the House’s doings (yea, the very smallest one) 
In my little nightly letter to the Queen, 


REFRAIN— 


In my lively little letter to the Queen, 
I fancy at my very best I’m seen ; 

If she’s in the land of thistles, 

Or at Osborne—my epistles 
Are always duly posted to the Queen. 


I tell Her Gracious Majesty (“Long may she wave!” says Fun) 
All matters that have happened in the House, 

And, if you know us Tories, you will know this isn’t done 
Without some little artfulness and nows. 

You may bet I don’t waste too much space in giving Gladstone 

praise ; 

But, of course, I show that “ Uncle” e’er has been 

Continually acting in the wisest of wise ways, 
When I write my nightly letter to the Queen. 





REFRAIN— 


In my regular epistle to the Queen, 
The Question re the Isle that’s known as Green, 
I treat, of course, in my way, 
(Which you'd, doubtless, think a sly way) 
In my nightly little budget to the Queen, 


But, alas! now I have had to give the Dissolution’s date, 
I fear that I shall have to change that note 

(Or, rather, drop the writing it) for, lo! the wheel of Fate 
May haply help again the Liberal vote, 

If Gladstone should come in—and I for one believe he will— 
I and Uncle may in dolefulness be seen, 

And another then may have this glorious mission to fulfil, 
And write a nightly letter to the Queen, 


REFRAIN— 


Still, my present nightly note unto the Queen 
Is really an epistle all serene ; 
So, till “out” Fate doth conduct us— 
Yea, until Wild Will has “ chucked ” us— 
I'll keep writing every evening to the Queen. 





“Weight for Age.” 

Two stone weight at eighteen months—that’s what old Sparerib’s 
grandson weighs, He is fed principally upon Mellin’s Food, and is 
strong and hearty asa child can be. Millions have fed on Mellin’s 
Food with similar results, Old Sparerib has tried it himself, and in- 
creases in weight, he says, as much as a man should at his time of 
life. He had weighed belowe and found himself wanting; now he is 
wanting more Mellin’s to add weight to his age. 
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MR. FUN’S PROVERBS.—No. 2. 





Love me, little, 





Love me, long. 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Mr, HOWARD VINCENT last week asked a very pertinent question 
—viz., if the attention of the Home Secretary had been called to the 
increase of alien immigration into the United Kingdom, amounting 
last month to 22,295 persons—an increase of 8,853 over the same 
month in 1891. Mr. Matthews sees no cause for alarm, The British 
labourer cannot live in his own country, although the foreigner 
swarms there. “ We are ruined by Chinese (German, Dutch, Austrian 
and Italian) cheap labour.” 

The Dissolution, according to Mr. Balfour, “ is very unlikely to take 
lace before the end of the week beginning on Sunday the 19th of 
une ”’—(here, stop a minute, where’s my almanack ?”) “ and it is most 

unlikely to occur after the middle of the week’'—steady !|—“ be- 
ginning on the 26th”—oh, my poor head! This is about the most 

. : roundabout method 
imaginable of saying 
that the date of Dis- 
solution will pro- 
bably be the 27th, 
28th or 29th of June, 
And yet the Tories 
charge the Liberals 
with a plethora of 
talk. 

“Out of Africa 
always something 
new,’ says the Latin proverb; 
but new news is not always 
good news. A good many level- 
headed people are questioning 
the advisability of this country 
making itself responsible for the 
deeds (or misdeeds) of companies 
of adventurers. Lord Salisbury 
was quite right in refusing to 
condemn Captains Lugard and 
Williams behind their backs; 
but when he speaks of them as 
“ British officers,” and the men 
under them as “ British soldiers,” 
is he not unduly identifying 
the nation with a private trading concern, and casting undue re- 
sponsibility upon it? Let us know where we are, my lord! It is 
certain that, while a good many City speculators of foreign origin are 
in their suburban villas patting John Bull on the back and shouting 
“ Uganda!” a good many people are remarking, “ You goose!” 

Everybody remembers how unpleasant Mr, Hood's evidence before 
the Parliamentary Committee on Hours of Labour made it for the 
Cambrian Railway, and how unpleasant the railway company sub- 
sequently made it for Mr. Hood. (Mr. Fun, not unnaturally, remem- 
bering the great Tom and the greater Thomas, inclined to sympathy 
with a Hood.) Mr. Hood is apparently returning the compliment, in 
& measure, by making speeches in the constituency of Mr. Maclure, a 
Director of the Company. Mr. Maclure feels hurt, and asks the 
President of the Board of Trade if Hood was authorized to call meet- 














THE ABANDONED OFFSPRING. 








ings in his constituency, while his own lips were closed out of respect 
to the House. His respect to the House may be inferred from the 
fact that he was, some time ago, reprimanded for a breach of its pri- 
vileges. He also asked for a memorandum circulated by the Chair- 
man of the Committee. He didn’t get it, but he did get a polite 
reminder from Sir Michael Hicks Beach that, since that document 
was confidential, he ought to have known nothing about it. 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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The Speaker’s Alpha and Omega. 
(Suggested by the recent publication of “The Speaker's A B O”—an excellent 
little work by a Member of Parliament. ] 
Ir, when some stumper moves a resolution, 
You’ve pluck to say (though deep your blushes be), 
“T second that!” with nerveless elocution, 
Why, then you’ve reached the Speaker’s A B C! 


If, when your health's proposed at public function, 
You’ve power to lisp, between your gasps for breff, 

“ Thanks—happiest—moment—life ! ” with eager unction, 
Fair sir, you've reached the Speaker’s D E F ! 


If such a yarn of such a sea of troubles 
You to your “ boss”’ can spin, that, with a sigh, 
He there and then your yearly stipend doubles, 
By Jove, you've reached the Speaker’s G H I! 


If, when your wife declares—to your confusion— 
You've kissed the cook, your eloquence can well 
Convince her of an optical delusion, 
Egad, you've reached the Speaker’s J K L! 


If, hustings-pledged to squash some gruesome grievance, 
So woundily your trumpet you can blow, 

That Public Favour blows you to St, Stephen’s, 
Then, zounds, you've reached the Speaker’s M N O! 


If, when your hearers—of your howling weary— 
Throw putrid cats at you from near and far, 
You still can spout, in accents blithe and cheery, 
Be sure you’ve reached the Speaker’s P Q R! 


If, howsoe’er remorseless paraphrasers 
Construe them, you can make a speech or two 
Quite guiltless of PRIME Ministerial “ blazers,” 
Odzooks, you’ve reached the Speaker’s 8 T U! 


If you can weave so well the whining whopper, 
That he or she who hears your plea will be 

A dropper of a copper in your topper, 

' [’faith, you’ve reached the Speaker’s W V ! 

But, if your lungs are in such rare condition, 
That at the races you can earn your bread 

By bawling prices forth sans intermission, 
Hurrah! you've reached the Speaker's X Y Z! 


Ohronic. 


First City Man.—‘! never touch spirits unless I feel ill.” . 
Second City Man.—“ By Jove! what an invalid you must be,old man!" 
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THE LATEST SNAKE STORY. 


(1) The Snake Chaemer.—' By Brahma! that’s 


a big cobra! I'll try the new tune on him! 





The Quaquaversal Journalist. 
OH, the canvassing man, let him do what he 
can 
With his energies tireless and hearty 
(While the fateful Election draws daily more 
near) {adhere 
To bring grist to his mill, is compelled to 
To a single political party. 
Should he seek to bleed Tories and Liberals 
both 
Of the present-day Urim and Thummim 
For services done, they would quickly wax 
wroth, 
And would out of their regiments drum him ! 


Oh, the eloquent blade who, if splendidly 
paid, 
Can make splendid political speeches, 
Must elect, ere elections, what side he will aid 
With fanfaronade frothy and glib gasconade, 
And must stick to the same like seven 
leeches. 
For, if first the Conservative cause he espouse, 
Then declaim from a Radical platform, 
His form in some river the rabble will souse, 
Let his form be a lean or a fat form ! 


sut Se journalist sly, who has strength to 
efy 
That unpleasant internal rebuker 
Which people call Conscience, may safely rely 
(While the fateful Election draws daily more 
nigh) 
Upon earning unlimited lucre. 
Let him daily defend, in long leaders well 
penned, 
The Gladstonian tactics, and lightly 
Set forth that Gladstonian methods will tend 


To the nation’s great good; and his articles | 


vend 
To the Liberal newspapers nightly ! 
Then of this, and in equally vigorous lines, 
Let him pen the antithesis daily : 
And such screeds he may sell (since his screeds 
he ne’er signs) 
To Conservative newspapers gaily ! 
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Legible Blurs. 
(Being a fragment of a love-letter.) 

(O missi on) “ my knees I entreat you to” 
(pause); “I cannot.” (erasure) “name from 
my heart, nor” (blot) “out your image from 
my brain. I love you” (a smudge) “as ever, 
and anything you hear to the contrary pray 
treat’ (a smear) “invention.” 
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(5) The Snake,—* I've had enough to-day !” 
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IT was not a gentlemanly way for Piffkins to 
allude toan engaged young lady as being “ in the 


sweetheart business.” 


New Leaves. 

“ A Woman's Courage,” by Frederick Wicks 
(Kden, Remington and Co.). This is a clever 
story, well told, and of engrossing interest 
The murder element, trial of the innocent and 
wrongfully accused, etc., not being absent, 
For those who are not averse to such aids 
to sensation this is a very likely story to 
please.—“ From the Known tothe Unknown ; 
or, Old and New Philosophy,” by Drakelowe 
(the author), If we rightly gather the drift 
of this work, it is to exploit some safe and 
sure syetem of profitable betting. All who 
care to play ducks and drakes with their 
money may be allowed to do so, We may all 
bet, though perhaps we had better not,— 
“ Dickens’ Dictionary of London,” and 
“ Dickens’ Dictionary of the Thames” 
(Dickens and Evans), For the mass of 
information they contain and the clear, com- 
prehensive way it is conveyed these volumes 
are both well known and appreciated, Of 
the present re-issues it is sufficient to say that 
they have been revised, improved, and, as fai 
as sible, brought up to date,—* Puppy 
Pie,” by The Lockman (E.J.E.)—(Alfred Boot 
and Son). These “Tales and Wails from 
Riverland” are apparently pleasant reminis- 
cences of the author's pleasures, and may 
awaken equally pleasant memories in the 
minds of many readers,—" Homeland” is a 
recently started weekly journal for the home 
circle, Similar though it is to other ventures 
for public favour, it pute forth strong temp 
tations to subscribers in the way of princely 
prizes, and endeavours to secure their attach- 
ment by the good quality of its contents, 

There is given with the current number of 
The Gentlewoman, besides ite other attrac- 





| tions, a special supplement containing por- 


ueens and Empresses of 


traits of all the 
Fancy, 


Europe. There is no extra charge 


all the Queens and Empresses of Europe and 


a Gentlewoman for sixpence | 
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To the Right Hon. sir Edward Fry, 

Kr., F.BS., Lord Justice of Appeal, on his resignation 
Quotn Fun,—Farewell, Sir Edward Fry! 
Another Judge will nobly try 

To give the spirit and the letter 

Of law as well, but none will better. 

But, since the judgment reat has lost 

Your talents, let that be Law's cost 

And Learning’s gain. Your countrymen 
Who mourn your voice, await your pen, 
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First Jockey.—“ Don’T LET THAT CAB HORSE OF YOURS GET IN THE WAY OF MY MOUNT, SONNY, CAUSE THE GUV’NOR’S PUT A 


MINT OF MONEY ON HER,” 


Second Jockey.—"' ANYBODY CAN SEE HE'S PUT ONE MONKEY ON HER,” 








Before the Battle.—(SEE CARToon.) 
“ Just before the battle, Mother,” 
Which they’ll shortly enter for, 
People talk to one another, 
Canvassing the chance of war : 
Some, irresolutely fearful, 
Dread the outcome of the fight ; 
Some, a!! confident and cheerful, 
View the prospect with delight, 
Here the General Election 
Offers a broad battle-field, 
Where the champions of each section 
Or will conquer or must yield ; 
Where, too, for the foremost place is 
Destined one of grand address, 
Whom Britannia embraces, 
Warmly wishing him success, 
Just before the battle, Mother, 
Just before the battle, Pa, 
Auntie, Uncle, Sister, Brother, 
For old Gladstone shout“ Hurrah |!” 
He is bold as well as steady, 
Strong although his locks be grey, 
And, in proof that he is ready, 
See him arming for the fray! 





' 


Odds and Ends. 


‘‘ JOHNNIE, would you like half of this nice 


| orange?” 


do anything by halves, 
the lot,” 


SHE was a literary damsel, and she asked 
“Cooper?” he 
And 
she replied, “ Porter? Oh! Idote on ‘ Scottish 
Chiefs,’” “Ah!” hesaid, “ I suppose that’sa 
We lap Glen Tarras at Grove 
But, excuse me, miss? I’m afraid you 


him if he liked Cowper. 
replied, “ well, I like porter better.” 


new brand. 
Park, 


| mix your drinks a trifle.” 


“No, please, mamma, dad tells me never to | 
I don’t mind having 





HE told her she reminded him of Grisi; 


and she said, “ Greasy ? 


Look here, Cully, if 


you say that again I'll land you on the boko!” 


NOVALIS said, “ Love and Faith will make 


your lives an endless poem.” Umph! 
know. Like the “Faerie Queen,” 
“ Paradise Lost,” 


We 
or 


True-True! 
“A LADY heads the Language List!” 
A journal states in tone amazed, 
In speaking of Miss Block, ye wist, 
Who up at Cambridge was so praised. 
But what is there in this to cause 
Astonishment? Is’t novel, pray? 
In language iadies never pause— 
*And let us trust they never may! 


* NOTE.—This, of course, FUN’S bound to say, 
For he (like you) is married—eh ? 





A NOTICE in a financial paper speaks of ‘an 
Ice Company (since liquidated).” What we 
want to know is, Is the ice orthe company liqui- 
dated ? and is it owing to the warm weather? 








JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


“A SOLDIER'S SWEETHEART.” 


BY THE AUTHOR OF 
“MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 


“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. 
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C.BRANDAUER &C?S 


Croinrex PENS 


Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, 





the points being rounded by a New Process. N.B.—Attention is 
also drawn to the r New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of 
Gexibility. Assorted Sample Box, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
from C BRANDAUER & CO.'3 PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 


Gadbury’s 


‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 


CHEMICALS 
USED 


Absolutely Pure.” ey 
“a 


—The Analyst. 


rietorse) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street 














JUNE 29, 1892, “FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


—= 
— SS “ , 


















h 
S 
‘ 


—— we 


HW Sea Serpent oul of Season. 


5 












“ iy i ‘ 
hi ih! yet anor i = 
UA ’ JaZ PA a yi 
\ ‘i 4 — a) ’ {- 





—e 





i}! i i / \ \ iW " a & 
| | } | f }/ ’ ram « 
lj ; | ‘ Qa 2 
Hy 4) 
Mf | Yh 
Mit 724 Ae 






ato po 4s )aciden? of Me 

we = Grarden,/°arly Season. 

te —Hwfur bores, thes oul- door affairs ohe —_Yes, oor meets 
Such “dull people al Them. [Dees she mean 76 be nasty ?/ 
a , TS ae 

yy) s——_= wey 


- ¢ a tno, of Ay 4 , 
— ETE pear 
Yj, \ gohan ‘a Sc AY 
var eae rs tree 
BAR | 
en ~ 


L 


dy/ 


PY Mneto the black§. 































c 
t 
PNG 






WML é —»> a 

7 
LMA S 
« y 












——— 
~ = r 
— = 
~ > 












} Wf } 
Hs / 

“1p I/) ; 
/// | 
ML | 

~° 7 \) Actip Peed?) |) ae 
\ my) \ j ’ 4 
wi, 


. “Z - 

" a a 
an fii, — Ye yy, 
” 1. - a yy | i= 
=e Ze, —— 


= —— \ AG ° } Mi —» rn home 
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(2) A big sea monster (who was under-due) 
Made many a Mon stir ’mid a braw Scots crew. 


(5) A monkey finder took it to the club, 
Which was (like other clublets) but a pub, 
i }) Twos -d detectives two watch stealers take, 
(3) The Prince of Wales (whom Fun with glee receives) (6) Tw o shrewd detect a tye b enleet tobe, 
Went down to Warwickshire to judge the beeves. The “ tees.” they thoug! ile 
(7) A jack tar, on returning home one day. 
Cried out, “ Avast!” and made a vast display. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—AFTER La Tosca, 
‘-E e Pauline Blanchard! 
od From the glorious dig- 





nity of Scarpia’s table 

knife to the sordid prose 
of Marchal’s sickle, what a sad 
descent! Indeed, Pauline, though 
raised to interest by the great actress’s 
J, wonderful command of detail—in- 
/ stinctive genius or what you will— 
/ 





ji 


THE ROYAL ENGLISH 
OPERA HOUSE. — Apo- 
theosiz of an agricultural 
implement — the prin- 
cipal point of a jfin-de- 
sickle drama, 


Pauline, 1 say, is but 
a sickley attempt! I 
fee] the pun is weak 
and worthless, but not 
unworthy of the situa- 
tion. They tell me 
that the piece is a 
clever picture of 
French village life. I 


we? 


the defeated Frenchman (with his pockets not ill-lined with English 
gold, either) girds at Albion’s ill-taste and credits us with giving him 
the licking he has sustained at the hands 
of his own country woman. Ha, ha! 


TERRY’s.—TZhe Noble Art, a farcical 
piece, on somewhat mechanical and con- 
ventional 
lines, which 
was pro- 
duced here 
at a matinée 
last month, 
did not pro- 
duce an al- 
together 
favourable 
im pression 
upon _ the 


: critics. 
THE DEFEATED FRENCH Whether 


ACTOR SHAKES THE DUST thi 
OF PERFIDIOUS ALBION 18 W4&8 TERRY’s.—THE BRUISER FINDS 


FROM HIS DISGUSTED FEET. their mis- AN INTERESTING POSTER. 
fortune or 
their “darned ignorance,” it is not for me to say; but the author 
appears to “think different,” and, having the courage of his opinions, 
has taken the theatre and placed the piece in the evening bill, The 
cast, with a few changes, is the same as at the matinée ; these “ few 
changes” however, are decidedly not for the better, Mr. Norwood (the 
author), Miss Horlock and Miss D. Goodchild by no means adequately 
replacing Mr. Sidney Brough, Miss May Whitty and Miss Lillie 








3elmore respectively. Mr. Arthur Williams is a tower of strength, 
however, and a cast which also includes Mr. H. Reeves Smith, Mr. 
Julian Cross and Mr, Sidney Valentine is not to be despised; and 
although I, personally, consider the thing rather tiresome, there are 
some undeniably funny lines and sayings in it; and, maybe, a short 
summer season will harm nobody. 


hope they are not 
taking a mean ad- 
vantage of my trust- 
ing nature—for, of a 
truth, I know but 
it tle of French Marguerite wherever-do-you-expect-to-Gauthier up 
village life, or, indeed, to date—more fan-de-sitcle ! 

of any village life, 

being more addicted to towns where the posts are regular and the 
whiskey is sometimes good. But, be that as it may, six acts—even of 
the divine Sarah “in the dismals’’'—is more than mortal man should 
be called upon to bear, especially when he finds a dreadful reminder 
of the Ibsen creed in it. This play has, 1 understand, only been 
produced in America, Australia and London—it is perhaps well to 
confine it to localities where a considerable proportion of the audience 
do not understand the nuances of the language ; to produce it in Paris 
might be dangerous—many people there understand I’rench. 


WO eee ey 
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Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. F. Hunn (who must be a relation of our 
own, seeing that we sign ourselves Mr. F-’UN!), who has bad charge 
of the Theatrical Touring Traffic of the London and North Western 
Railway for the last dozen 
years or so, has just retired 
from that onerous post. 
The theatrical profession 
consider this to bea favour- 
able opportunity of mark- 
ing their sense of his efforts 
to make them comfortable, 
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AND yet we don't exactly look for “literature” in Evg/ish melo- and his Hunnfailing 
t drama. Perhaps it is that Madame Bernhardt’s art rather dwarfs her courtesy, and I am_in- 
’ surroundings. Perhaps, too, that’s why M. Fleury seems such a formed (from the Hay- 
* thundering bad actor—for that is just the sort of bad actor he does market Theatre and over 
a seem. Madame Fleury played an old woman rather well. M. the signatures of Messrs. S. 
{ part Deschamps also scored, as we say (I think it was M. Deschamps), with : wy Ba rt rg 
eH a rather incomprehensible countryman. The Paw/ine that Mr, Edward Ledger o 
Ht ae piece—I might say the ap-pauline piece—only occu- J acid 
- at pied the list for two nights, after which the sweet C- — | anal 
a ny sentimental sinner, La Dame aux Camélias. This DESERVED 
| y He is a play which always rubs every nerve and senti- 
a ment I have the ‘wrong way, and makes me “that y 
ay cross” that there is no bearing with me for days me posi 
: afterwards. I don't know, however, when I have \ sented to 
' enjoyed acting more thoroughly. There is no criticism "act as 
i for it—it is simply a marvel of intuitive representa- Treasurer 
i} tion, (toa fund 
THERE was a noisy man with a bald head—a sort Vi Amy bh MMe 64.7. %4j;, ahd l ; 
of galvanic Ally Sloper—whom I hated with a bitter YD CG, VA ys AVA Ap Yf ‘ \' say, per- 
: hate. I was glad when he couldn't open the cham- Vy haps a F. 
pagne, and Sarah had to splash water from a carafe Me WY ‘HH unn-d) 
into the glass before they could drink a husky youth's / | ‘for the 
“health and song.” M. Fleury again distinguished purpose of 
himself for mediocrity above his fellows (which is present- 
THe Roya Saying something!). The lights in the third act ing the 
ENGuL1I8H indulged in some mild but amusing eccentricities, gentle- 
OPERA HOUSE. and I was touched by the charming candour of man in 


—A GALVANIC , os , 
“ALLY 8 Lo. Madame in removing, with her handkerchief, after question 


PER.” 


, THE PRINCE OF LES's.—“ OU G?” 
an embrace, the traces left by her snowy arms and oe te es with a 


testimonial of their gratitude and friendship. There!—At 3 P.M., to- 
morrow, the 30th inst., a Grand Musical and Dramatic Performance, 
fore her this season, by-the-way, and most in aid of the Hospital for Diseases of the Chest, will be given at the 
‘petered out.” Of course, Lyric NESTOR. 


blooming cheek upon the lapels of her lover's coat, 





MADAME has swept al! 
1 al f hey mnatr te } 
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THAT PICNIC! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES, 





MIKE CALLAGHAN’S STATEMENT, 
(Continued, ) 


THE drive was a mighty pleasant affair, never a doubt of it, an’ after 
we got to the place which we had gone to see, Mary Jane an’ meesilf 
selected a nice shady clump 
of trees in a field to spread 
out the luncheon, while the 
gintry went off to explore 
some owld building in which 
some badly distressed land- 
lord of the country had onct 
lived. 

An’ a very pretty spread out 
it was after we had laid out 
iverything. It was the first 
picnic I had 
had to do wid 
where nothing 
® had been for- 
’ gotten, An’ 
so we had 
nothin’ else 
to do except 
yp/- to admire it, 
My- an’ chase 
away the ear- 

“wigs that 

, Wantit to 
/ howld a Home 
/ Rule meetin’ 

on the table 
cloth. 
3y-and-by 

Jemmy bBur- 

ton came 

round, lookin’ 
s0 innocent 
an’ Sunday 
school like 
that I at onct 
suspected he 
was up to 
some deviltry. Sol watcht him. But he didn’t doasingle thing—not 
even attempt to steal any av the pastry, which I thought he was after. 
He praised the beautiful appearance av the table, which, av coorse, 
wasn't a table but the ground, an’ after a minute or two he said he 
thought things would look better av it had a bunch of ferns in the 
centre. An’ off he wint an’ came back wid some ferns. As he wantit 
to be helpful I let him put an empty can upside down in the centre 
of the table; on top of that he put an empty mustard tin, wid the 
ferns wavin’ gracefully over its side. Just as he was finished the 
rest of the company began to arrive, an’ soon all sat down. They all 
praised the arrangements, an’ soon the atin’ began. Mr. Mawcart, 
who was carvin’ a fowl, didn’t have room enough for the fine work av 

the occasion, an’ he liftit Jemmy’s floral triumph to shift it along a 
bit, when a big frog flopped out from under the basin, an’ at its first 
jump for liberty it lit into a newly opened veal an’ ham pie. Av 
coorse, the ladies screamt, an’ it was observable that the demand for 
veal an’ ham pie suddently cooled. Then I recognized why Jemmy 

surton was so good an’ anxious about decoratin’ the table wid them 
ferns. It’s amazin’ what an amount of deviltry can be crowded into 
some boys. 

Well, the confusion caused by the suddent appearance av the frog 
subsidit, an’ the business av atin’ was resumed. Every wan was 
chattin’ gaily, an’ I was jist in the act av twistin’ ascrew into the cork 
av a bottleav brandy in case it might be wanted, when I heard a loud 
roar in the rear, followed by a wild scream from wan av the ladies. 
Lukin’ round, I saw a thundering lump av a bull makin’ a rapid ex- 
coorshun in our direction. In a minute, every wan was off in a 
differint direction, an’ I thought it was time to lave myself. I bolted 
off towards the hedge, in hopes that I might squaze through somehow, 
and, be jabers! the bull did me the honour to follow me, which I 
cartinly wasn’t anxious that he should, when there were plenty of my 
betters there who might have liked the honour more. On I rushed, 
but the brute rushed harder, an’ soon I heard the baste’s snortin’ and 
breathin’. I thought my time was come, an’ was wishin’ for the 
help av all the saints, when I suddently felt as if the whole av creation 
had hit me at the end of the back, an’ I sailed right over that six feet 
fence an’ lit in the pond beyant, as comfortably as if I had practised 
the bisness all my loife. I scrambled out av that pond as quick as 












iver I could; an’, as the brandy bottle was still in my hand, never 
havin’ let go av it, I drew the cork and took a sup to steddy my 
nerves, an’ I took a sup to kape away the cowld, an’ I took a sup to 
drink bad luck to the baste av a bull,an’ then, I suppose, I took a sup 
or two for other mercies that I’ve forgot about ; and the shock to my 
system was sich, that, in twenty minutes, I'd have altered that baste 
av a bull in a way that his mother wouldn't have knowen him, or any 
man aither, if he said black was the white av me eye. An’ that is all 
that I know about the picnic, because I was in the arms of Murphies 
mostly all the way home. 
(To be continued.) 








Odds and Ends. 


Irate Mummer.—“ I always thought you were a pal o' mine: but 
now I find you going to the boss, and getting him to cast you in the 
piece instead of me.” 

Suave Mummer,—“ Well, dear boy, ain't that being a real pal— 
taking another pal’s part?” 


Old Lady.— Oh! you dreadful man, to swear at that poor horse 
and whip him, I'll report it to the Society for Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals.” 

Exasperated Driver of jibber.—* Do, marm—p'r'aps they'll make 
him go; I can’t.” 


Miss Blunderbuss.—“ No, ma dear; the Pawnees don't come from 
India, although they're Indians, They're American Red Indians.” 

Mrs. Blunderbuss —“ Stuff and nonsense, child! Your Uncle 
George lived in Calcutta, and he’s always talking about brandy 
pawnees,”’ 


AUSTRALIA is suffering from a plague of rabbits. The farmers are 
constantly exclaiming, “ Od rabbit it!” and appealing to each other 
to get rid of their habits. lrizes are offered for the best method of 
getting rid of the scourge. That man takes the bun who takes most 
bunnies. 





FUN’S FASHION PLATE FOR JULY. 
The designs are specially drawn for this paper, carefully cribbed Srom the leading 
weekly authorities, and anyone found copying them will wish they hadn't, 
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A DARK UNKNOWN. 
Charlie.—* Done anything for this race, Johnnie?” 
Johnnie,— Yes—the favourite. Put on a pony with Ben Booky—on the no4,” 
Arethusa.—* Oh, Charlie, Johnnie always wins—let us put something on The 


Nod too!” 


FUN-DE-SIECLE FARCES. 


PLEASURE-SPOT PURLOINING ; 
OR, MORE GRABBING TO GO ON WITH. 
{Founded on facts, although you would scarcely believe so.) 

ACT I, Scene—On the Banks of the Aron, near Shakespearetown : 
Boating Men, Anglers, Natives, etc., seen daring to enjoy them- 
selves on and by the stream, As Curtain rises, music indicative 
of innocent pleasure, Enter suddenly a LOCAL LANDOWNING 
MAGNATE: He surveys the PLEASURE-SEEKERS with feelings of 
bitter hatred, 

THE L, L. M. Ugh! a pretty sight, truly! A parcel of aquatic and 
angling invaders daring to rollick here—here, in my neighbourhood, 
forsooth! This should be checked! Should? nay, shall / and that 
right speedily! I never experienced such confounded sauce in the 
whole course of my Local Landowning and Magnatic career! 
(Meditates moodily.) 1 have it! To-night, when all is still (and 
there is no one about to retaliate), some of my serfs shall put up 
chains, stakes and what not, and prevent these marauders indulging 
in any more mirth in this sacred vicinity! Aha! laugh on, ye poor 
deluded pleasure-seekers! Ye laugh your last! I go to give orders 
to my serfs and hinds! (He gues to give, etc., as the sun sets, 
regarding him suspiciously. A pause — Hxreunt the INNOCENT 
PLEASURE-SEEKERS, Lights down, Re-enter now the L, L. M.s 
SERFS AND HINDS.) 

THE 8.8 AND H.s. So, we must block up this river and these banks ? 
Well, well, the task likes us not, but ‘tis onr Owner's orders, and we 
must, perforce, obey him, or, alack, what about our livelihood, and 
that of our little ones? (They sadly set to work and do as they were 
bid, and then gloomily and shamefacedly sneak off. Clear stage,then 
re-enter the L. L. M.) 

THE L. L. M. (surveying the scene with swelling pride—and head). 
Ah! that’s all right! Safely barred against all comers. Now I can 
regard this river and its beautiful banks with delight, because it is all 
mine, mine, mine! Aha,aha! ow, ye invaders, what will ye say to 
that? Howl long to see your blank faces in the morning! Aha! 
(Gloats greedily, and anon departs while the moon gazes on him 
contemptuously and the frogs c mnatory chorus.) 


, , 
rPOAkR a cond 






stati’ 


ScENE— the same (but later on).— Enter the L. L. M. to 
watch the discomfiture of the PLEASURE-SEEKERS who 
now approach, 

PLEASURE-SEEKERS, What's this? Chains across the 

| iver, stopping our boats! Stakes, rails, and warnings to 

trespassers on the banks! The meadows around inclosed ! 

| (Sorrowfully.) This is cruel! But,alas! nothing is left for 
| us but to turn back pleasureless ! 

| L. L. M. (watching them, aside). Aha! Ho, ho! See 

| their chap-fallen countenances? How it all gladdens me! 

| J've sold ‘em, I’ve sold em! (Noise approaches. Enter 
| @ big batch cf OXFORD BOATING MEN, ETC.) 

THE O. B, M., ETc. What! Go back? 

Never! Itshall not be! We mean to fight this 

For us, for you, for everybody! Go ahead, lads! 

Hurrah! (They destroy the 


Give in to this 
grabber ? 
grabber ! 
Down with the chains! 
chains and pass merrily on.) 

THE L. L. M. (darting from his hiding p'ace and tearing 
his hair). Foul fiends! thus to destroy my cherished hopes ! 
But I’ll go and fetch the Lawtoyeall! (oes, amid the 
jeers and execrations of the cheery chain-breakers ) 

FuN (at the head of the expedition, and suddenly throw- 
ing off his boating and angling disguise), Ha, ha! Good 
lads, good lads! Let him fetch his Law, an’ he will! Keep 
on with your bold defence, and defiance! 

{TABLEAU till further notice. 


SCENE — The People’s Playground at Abbey 
Cricketers, Leap-Sroggqists, etc., etc , discovered 
Enter suddenly LANDLUST THE 


ACT II. 
Plain. 
in gleeful groups. 
LOURING. 

L. THE L, Aha! 
frolicsome fiends! 
myrmidons shall build a wall around this so-called People s 
Playground, and then will it be mine, mine for ever! 


Sport while ye may, ye 
| 
| 
| (Chuckles horribly and bides his time until the unsuspect- 
} 


To-night my 


Yes, yes! 
It is your last chance. 


ing merrymakers depart for their respective homesteads. 
Then he stealthily summons his myrmidons, who build the 
| afvresaid wall.) 
L. THE L. (regarding it proudly), There! that’s done— 
| and soare the poor unsuspecting Playgrounders! Ha, ha!’ 
Ho, ho! He, he! etc., ete, 

[Exit ecstatically. A pause, durirg which day: 
breaks, and SOL surveys the scene with speechless 
astonishment. Enter new the REV. F, HAYDN 
WILLIAMS: he looks around startled. 

THE REvy. F. H. W. Gracious Heavens! what is this, the People’s- 
Playground inclosed, walled in? What next? This must be 
remedied—and at once! The poor folk are coming here to-day for 
recreation! I will take upon myself to see that they get it, for how 
can they be happy till they do? (He knocks the wall down, Suddenly: 
re-enter LANDLUST THE LOURING and his band.) 

L. THE L. Behold! this innocent Cleric, who calls himself a 
Christian, forsooth, has dared, in what he calls the interests of the 
people, to knock down the wall with which 7—I inclosed the People’e- 
Playground for my own exclusive use! Seize him, and bring him 
away tothe Law! (7hey arrest the REY. and bear him off.) 


SCENE—The PLACE OF LAW. The REv. in the Dock. 
what is supposed to be so, 


THE LAw. One month in the dungeons of Holloway. Away with 

him! (They away with the REv.) 
7 7. * 7. - * 

Fun. Yes, and there is he now, and if you want to speak to this 
champion of the People’s Rights you can only do so through an iron 
grating as though he were a murderer! Will ye not—O my faithful 
FUNNITES !—join with me and my friends, Mr. D. Chronicle and 
Mr. P. Mail in helping this fearless champion and execrating his 
persecutors? (Commotion and—pending your reply— 


CURTAIN, 


Business—or 








Low Down Mean. 


7.50 A.M.—“ ELEPHANT AND CASTLE.” 

Breathiess Tripper (to driver of hansom).—* Give you guinea i€ 
land me Liverpool Street Station time for 8 o'clock excursion.” 

Cabby.— Git in, sir—git in! Git on, old hoss—git on!” 

7.53 AM,.—LIVERPOOL STREET. 

Cabby (examining cash receired).—“ Hi! what in thunder do you 
call this? You said as 'ow you'd gimme a bloomin’ guinea! ” 

By-no-means-breathless Tripper.—“ Well, what'r’ you grumbling 
about? Isn't that a shilling with a sovereign on it ?” 


Disa} pea rs among crowd of ¢ TCU rzionisté. 
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THE INTERRUPTED JOURNEY: 


Or, MUSIC HATH CHARMS TO SOOTHE THE SAVAGE BREAST. 
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DOTS BY THH WAY. 


THE GENERAL ELECTION. 


Now M.P. men for six long years, 
Through all the cold and sultry weather, 
With sometimes groans and sometimes cheers, 
Have steadfast toiled along together ; 


With waste of time and heavy cost, 


Both sides have won—both sides have lost. 


We do believe they did their best, 
Each party thought that they were right, 
The faction feuds are now at rest, 
And ended is each wordy fight ; 
But all these fights are past and done, 
The battles have been lost and won. 


And now here comes election days 
With party strife on every side, 
The country round is all ablaze 
With posters flaring far and wide, 
That tell how sure the country’s lost 
If Bluster does not poll the most. 








Now, Bluster is a mighty man, 
His eyes are keen, his voice is loud, 
And every fact he'll closely scan, 
_And bellow to the gaping crowd 
That he’s the man of power and might 
To guide the scattered parties right. 


He may be right—he may be wrong; 
But now’s the time your men to test, 
Select the well tried and the strong, 
The time is ripe to choose the best, 
Tho’ Bluster’s loud and frothy trash 
Sounds very grand, but “ will it wash?” 


When party strife is fierce and loud, 

And angry words are flung about, 
Just put aside the brawling crowd, 

And, heedless, let them rave and shout ; 
While giving no care-thought for them 
Vote solid for the G.O.M, 








Crowded Out. 


CROWDED out, in the frantic rush 
In the scrimmage for wealth and fame, 
See them fighting, as though for life, 
Hear the din of the braggart’s claim. 
See how fortune will bid the knave 
Enter her portals—mark the flout 
She will cast at the true and brave 
By the charlatans crowded out ! 


In Art’s temple the Philistine 

On his brow wears the stolen wreath ; 
Mediocrity, throned, divine, 

Sneers superb at the gods beneath. 


Art’s disciple, dismayed and crushed 
By the hoofs of the Vandal rout, 

3y the roar of the rabble hushed, 
Falters, silent and crowded out ! 


Lofty senators fit to guide 

England's fortunes, to shape her course, 
Stand, with silent disdain, aside, 

While the parvenu, loud and hoarse. 
Dins in asinine heads and ears 

Bathos, waking, with Ais, their shout, 
While from Caliban lips the jeers 

Spatter patriots crowded out! 


And the loyal, the brave, the strong, 
Who the weak would save from the wall, 

"Neath the pellmell rush of the throng 
Oftentimes are the first to fall, 

While the cad, in his stampede wild 
Rushes on with his comrade lout, 

He who halts for the fainting child 
Learns, for his pains, he’s crowded out ! 


Let the bullies, then, strive and rush, 
The braggarts baw] and the crafty scheme, 
Let the slimy sycophants gush, 
Let the rogue win the fool's esteem, 
While in the cold, cold shade we stand, 
Those within will exalt, no doubt ; 
We may find, upon either band, 
Better company—crowded out! 
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THE FABLE OF THE ARDENT ALPHONSE AND THE INDIFFERENT IMOGEN. 
(Not from -¥'sop.) 
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Our “Smoker” 
break up till daylight, 


Bad for the Boarder. 


[A French lanndryiman claims to have discovered a great 
lmiprovement on the existent method of washing clothes 
He rubs the fabrics with boiled potatoes,—/ 
THOUGH the farmers and murphy retailers will 

bawl 

A loud welcome, with hearts beating high, 

To this strange innovation imported from Gaul, 

Many hearts will be broken thereby. [ mope, 
Thus, the soap-making magnates will moodily 

Of their lucrative harvests despoiled, 

When our clothes, which we've rubbed for long 
ayes with soap, 

Are al! rubbed with potatoes well boiled. 

The poor soul who a flourishing newspaper owns 

Will in poverty’s depths be entombed : 

For, though Robinson's Pills, and the Hair Dyes 
of Jones, 

And Brown’s Teas in his journal be boomed— 
Though his columns may still be with * Wanteds ”’ 

replete, 

And “ To Lets” and “To Sells,”"—yet, we wot, 
He will soon grow too poor e’en to buy his own 

“ sheet,” 

When the soap-makers advertise not ! 

Then the epicure mild, who for years upon years 

Has all flesh meat pooh-poohed and tabooed, 
Will be filled with a legion of nondescript fears, 

For the murphy’s his favourite food. 

And, if laundresses haply exhaust the supply 

Of the dish he so deeply adores, 

He may, renegade like, have occasion to tly 

To the sirloin and joint he abhors! 

But no creature on earth so disposed to resent 

This unique innovation will be 
As our friend, Mr. Guldun, who pitches his tent 

With a laundressing lady. ©uoth hi 
“ When my daily potatoes before me are spread 

By that cute and astute Mrs. Smith, 

I shall nearly drop dead with a horrible dread 
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wasagreat success, Boodle especially distinguished himself at recitation. Wedidn't 


Boodle was a bit awkward coming away, though. 
halfan hour, reciting—* Come one—come all, this rock shall fly From its firm base as soon as I!” 


He sat in Piccadilly for 


Mr, Fun’s “Special Wire.” 


{Lewis Bailey, arrested for causing an obstruction in the 
treet by betting, pleaded guilty at Westminster Police 
Court. “But guilty of what?" said Mr. Plowden; “there 


is oo harm in betting.’— Vide Neu spapers.] 


It is kind of the beak to tell us 
That it’s not a big sin to bet ; 

But be sure, O ye labouring fellows, 
That it’s matter for deep regret 

When ye waste the money insanely 
Which ought to buy food or shirt 





By placing something urbanely 
On something that isn’t a cert.! 


Without girding at Plowden’s thesis, 
We opine that ye’re much to blame 
When your scanty and hard-earned “ pieces " 
Ye plank on a losing game, 
Thus leaving your poor wives fretting 
“In poverty, hunger and dirt ” 
The commendable part of betting 
Is to bet on a downright cert. ! 


If a tritle of cash, dear readers, 
On a jolly good thing ye'd place, 
Go nap on the Liberal Leaders 
To win the Election Race, 
And your wisdom in risking that tri‘le 
We shall really not controvert, 
For we cannot our notion stifle 
That ye'll bet on A DOWNRIGHT CERT, ! 


Appearances are Deceitful. 
Candid Neighbour,—“ Well, though they is 


yours, Mrs, Mucker, I carn’t say as I thinks 
much on ‘em,’ 

Mrs. Mucker.—“ Well, no, p'r’'aps they « t 
look up to much, but ‘pearances is deceitful, 
mum, and them there children is insured for 

lead nannde 


a 








She’d Got ’Em on Her 
Hands. 


THE gipsy’s wife was hale to see, 
And buxom; but her dress 
Gave proof that deeply steeped was 

she 
In want and wretchedness. 
And yet, as o’er her garb I let 
My curious optics glide, 
A strange anomaly they met 
About that gipsy’s bride. 
Her frock was badly rent and torn ; 
Her hat seemed centuries old ; 
Her shawl would raise a streestboy's 
SCOrN ; 
For boots like hers, when bold 
Ben Isaax hawks them (man of greed !), 
The housewife fourpence bids : 
Yet on her hands I noticed she'd 
A pair of nice brown kids ! 
[IMPORTANT NOTICE.— We regret to say 
that the above lines were unfortunately sent 
to press by our Office Boy during our absence. 
We have boxed his ears and explained to him 
that the readers of FUN are a delicate and 
refined class of people, who haven’t the faintest 
notion that “kids” is a slangy synonym of 
“children.” As forthe poet who meanly palmed 
off such detestable drivel on our irresponsibl 
ind innocent factotum, he may consiver |! 
f eradicated from our staff.—ED. FUN ] 


r him 


“THe Pekin Gazette has been in 
existence a thousand years, and seven- 
teen of its editors have been beheaded. 
The paper is now in a more flourishing 
condition than ever it was.” Is the 
beheading cause or effect? We have 
no desire to resign this berth for that 
of editor of the Pekin Gazette., And 
we won't either, And so it is no use 
asking us, 





QUITE TRUE. 

“Tt ain’t the cut of a bloke’s trarsers 
or the bloomin’ weed ’e’s smokin’ 80 
much as ‘is breedin’ an’ hair as shows 
the genuine toff!” 
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THE RELATIVE IMPORTANCE OF AN MP. AND HIS CONSTITUENT. 
A STUDY EXPLAINING THE BEAUTIES OF THE SEPTENNIAL ACT. 


Election. 


4 
| A» i # 
| ey + 
~~“ 2 ft 


Third, fourth and fifth Sessions. 





Rumour of Dissolution. 


Rumour confirmed, 














Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 
A SONG FOR THE SEX! 
(The National Observer (may its shadow continually decrease !) has dare to say 


that Women are now less comely than before !] 


GY 


CA Mighty Array of Lovely Creatures ona certain Svothing Sage's 


threshold late ly trilled forth the following defiant ditty: 
SPOKESLADY. I{ave you read that wretched statement, Mr. FUN? 
ALL, Dear old Fun! 
In a so-called “ National” journal—born up North— 
Wherein ’tis said in words one ought to shun— 
ALL. Yes, dear FUN! 
SPOKES, That we ladies aren't all fit now to come forth, 
It says deterioration we all show, 
ALL. Bad V. O.! 
Yes; degenerating fast in face and form !— 
And so we come to you, dear FUN, you know— 


ALL. That is so! 
SPOKES, To beg you'll to this libeller give it warm : 
ALL Yes, a storm ! 


CHORUS OMNES, 
Just fancy! what a villain thus to vex 
Our sweet and soothing (and superior) sex! 
That ridiculous .V. 0. 
Can only be a low 
Unknown quantity they represent by ‘ 


\ 


SpoKEs. That “national” print—ugh! National, forsooth! 

ALL. Hear this, FUN! 

SPOKES. Says “ Women are less comely than befor 
It must know (as know) ‘tis an untruth, 
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Spokes, It by falsehood must be cankered to the core, 
It says we are ill made and undersized !—— 
ALL, Coward, eh? 
Spokes, A cheap form of Schopenhauerly cheap cheek— 
So, Mr. FUN (by each true woman prized)— 
ALL. Worsh ippe d, gay ! 
Spokes, Worshipped—come to you revenge for us to wre 
ALL. Yes; this week! 


| 


CHORUS OMNES, 
We know, dear FUN, that with resistless force 
For us you make that .V. O. feel remorse, 
" Q will you, Mr. Fun? 
FUN (entering and bowing them in). Pray walk in, Be seated, 
for you ?—of course ! 
Without, there! Ho! My armour and my horse! 
Erit to do or die in di fence of English Beauty. 


Fig f 


Crippled. 


Isn’r it dreadful? Dreadful to think of, that the “ City Orthopmdic 
Hospital,” Hatton Garden, E.C., is crippled for epace and crippled for 
the means of affording the requisite relief to immense numbers of 
poor little incurable cripples of tender age who sulfer acute agony ! 
Isn't it dreadful’ Isn't it heartrending? Surely some of our tender- 
hearted readers, our sweetly sympathising readers, who are sound and 
strong in wind and limb, mind and body, will go round with the 
speedily send their collected contributions to the Hospital to 
those hapless and suffering little ones, and to expand the 


hat and 
t ‘ 
lessings the institution is the means of bestowing. 
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h so far. to the solution of the Home Rule 
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Who goes a-borrowing 








Goes a-sorrowing. 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Duke of Abercorn has said in Belfast, “ Men of the North, we 
will not have Home Rule.” Mr. Gladstone has gone to Edinburgh to 
say, “ Men of the North, we will have Home Rule.” At last we are 
in the thick of the General Election. The air is heavy with leaflets 
and vibrating with clamour. The question is being popped to the 
Sphinx. Political interest is removed from inside to outside the 
House of ;\Commons—in fact, the House is one of the few places to 
which we escape from the political excitement pervading the country. 
“ Home Rule or not Home Rule?” that is the question, and the sooner 
= is answered and the country gets back to its every day work the 

tter. 

Mr. Ben Tillett has decided to contest Mr. Illingworth’s seat for 
West Bradford. Mr. Illingworth is a staunch Gladstonian. Conse- 
quently, very possibly the Gladstonian vote will be split, and Mr. 
F lower, the Conservative candidate (a primrose Flower, I presume, 
will win the seat. Naturally Bradford Liberals think Tillett’s candi-) 
dature should have been postponed 7ill-it was wanted. 

At Peckham, too, from which seat Mr. Baumann is migrating to 
Salford, a Mr, Ellis—who, I believe, is great in leading bands and 
banners to Peckham Rye and elsewhere on Sundays—has transformed 
what might have been a close fight and a Gladstonian victory into a 
triangular duel, which will probably end in the retention of the 
seat by the Tories, Jones, of Jones and: Higgins, has this in his 
favour—the sisters and the cousins and the aunts of all shades of 
politicians flock to his Spring eales—I believe that even Dames of the 
League buy primrose ribbon there. The Conservative majority was, 
in 1886,751. If Ellis had not intervened it might have been wiped 
out; as it is, it will very likely be only reduced. 

Fancy the Indian Budget—the finance account of two hundred 










Ky ~~ =tish = subjectse— 
ity a being brought in 
Y and discussed in 

a House of Eleven mem- 
bers! One of these 
days we shall bave India 
asking for a Home Rule 
Bill. 

Mr. Harry Maris represents Conservatism at Bethnal Green. Poor 
Conservatism !—poor Bethnal Green! 

So Mr. Tate's offer of a gallery of British art seems to be slipping 
out of the fingers of the nation owing to the red-tapeism of the folk 
we intrust with the responsibilities (save the mark !) of office. 





ens 





The House of Lords having judicially agreed in a decision on the 
claim of the Earl of Mar, objected to its harmony being marred by 
protests from the Earl and forty-five other peers, Lord Salisbury 
took an early opportunity of so stating. 

The young man in the ballad used to visit Sally in his alley on 
Sunday. Mr. Labouchere is disconsolate because the working man 
can’t go to Poll on Saturday. 

Mr. Chamberlain has given his policy a name and his electors an 
address. 

Why will Sir William Harcourt be like Sir Hugo? Because he's 
going to win a Derby. 

And why will the Hon. T. A. Brassey also resemble Lord Bradford’s 
colt? Because he’s going to win at Epsom. 

It was only to be expected that the House of land-Lords would 
make Small Holdings small beer as far as possible. They insist that 
the peasant’s plot of land shall be legally real property, and as such 
of no real benefit to any other than the heir-at-law of the intestate 
small holder. 

The Gladstonians told the Duke of Devonshire to go to Bath. On 
Wednesday he went. 

At last the twelfth parliament of Queen Victoria is a thing of the 
past. It has seen marvellous transmutations, has outlived marvellous 
men, The thirteenth parliament is the surprise packet for which the 
whole world is waiting. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








By the Beard of the Prophet. 


OH, to seize Father Time by the forelock, 

One had need to be wizard or warlock, 
Though fools do not think so much of it. 

As a stitch in time saves many stitches, 

So to catch at that forelock means riches, 
For lo! ’tis the beard of the profit. 





Obvious. 


Mvucu has been written from time to time in explanation of the 
phrase “ Hobson's Choice.” All former guesses may now be deemed 
wide of the mark, for the correct derivation, as any dictionary will 
show, is asimple statement of fact, viz.—option’s choice. 





Better with an ‘“h.” 


Mrs, GLADSTONE lost her earrings, 
Through some people’s interferings ; 
But, in spite of Tory jeerings, 
r.G, 
As you may see, 
Keeps on gaining grand “ Hear-hearings!” 


A CONTEMPORARY states that there have been some remarkable 
flights of locusts in Morocco. The air in certain quarters seemed 80 
thick with the insects that persons had literally to fight their way 
through. It seems to us that there must have been a flight of fancy 
here as well as of locusts, 
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BELFAST IN ARMS; OR, THE WARLIKE TRADESMEN. 





























A\d erman O Bluster. of 


. Bellast *% his Sho walker. - 2). | 
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Lends to do Aa Spectral lLne m Rebellion this The = are displa yin - g chorce Green bunting -(faet Col 


Season, and yell therefore hauad yerself m ready. peste suarupes sively Pattern.) which wewill now proceed 
to Secure, by force of arms, at 2 hgure considerably below cosy 
: \ 


aed 
made en ye " " . , = 3 fj - : ruses am . | 


ness to Supply ony demands for 
military ardour which may he 
1” 












— 





(3)... 9. ae 
“ On the BatHe ~Yreld , -conclusion of & parley with an 





€miss ary of the foe Alderman O'B ‘Ls there ony o thes : ui D - “ nes as 
e » | >) af 4 f ; Z _ , «er _—s “4 
article we tan Show ye to day ,Sur : Any thing uw the cloth (/t) "ZG The return of the warnors 
ing department. — The ar ull emt SSary - Nothw’ mote Alde in ’ ( nr ; { ’ 
5 oe ce sore | ; | Jermaa OB “Defeated! Mam ! Newer! 
today, anky Sore. Beoor yeve claned uS oul as ct But est it ~~ g . 
Qj, J 4, v .~ > i ; " 4 7, ir imposes rble to r<S.ist-the tem = 
ure TiS Turned out at the Joore we are entorrely tation to clear off our military Stocdkt atsuch 


8n Advantageous & re: : 
ntageous AwGure A moral Wetory, mam’ 


- 








Why Is This? An Hye-witness, 
My wife has no heart for experimental philosophy. A German WBAT article of confectionery did the housemaid mention when 
rofessor has discovered that “the human lips are highly magnetic, bearing testimony against the butler touching a broken decanter !— 





and that when lip meets lip in the dark a spark is produced visible to “ A-bid-u-lat-ed drop.” 

the eye.” This is what I complain of: Our three maids are young 

and pretty, but from an unaccountable objection on my wife’s part to SHE was a fair and interesting plaintiff, and the opposing counsel, 

“experimental philosophy,” she will not allow me to prove the truth an eminent Q.C., asked her if the defendant had ever kissed her? 

of this German theory. So interesting, too. No doubt much valu- She blushed and said the difference between her cross-questioner and 
’ his crose-question was—one was a barrister, the other embarraseed her, 


able scientific information is kept from the world by similar influences. 











“ Way isa man who is given to ttriking attitudes like a difficult 


Why are authors called lit(t)erary men ?—Because their work is 
conundrum /—Lecause he is a poser. 


mostly in MS. (a mess). 
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<a RBRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does 
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DISCONTENTED MAN AGAIN. 


Gerald.—“ HOW NICE TO HAVE A NECK LIKE A SWAN, THIS HOT WEATHER!” 
Gerald,—" WHY, ONLY FANCY, WHEN THEY TAKE A DRINK, WHAT A LONG WAY THEY MUST FEEL IT GOING Down!” 
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Geraldine —“ GRACIOUS ME! WuHy?” 








A Dissolving View. | 
(Sez CARTOON.) 
| 


AT last it has come, what we've patiently 
waited for, 

Anxiously hoped for, and even debated for 
Whilst it uncertain remained as to date; 

And many a man with a sense of confusion 

eyes 

This Dissolution which must disillusionise | 

Many who count on a prosperous fate, 

Now it favours us anew 

With a quaint dissolving view ; 

Pictures twain are brought to sight, 

One grows faint, the other bright, 

Dominated, as ‘tis plain, 

From the start by figures twain— 

This a sort of villain whom 

You'd expect to deal dark doom, 


That a sort of hero-friend 
Bound to conquer in the end, 
Kither focuss’d on the screen 
In the centre of the scene, 
And they who will gaze on such phantasma- 
goria 
Well may be murmuring “ Sic transit gloria,” 
When the first picture is fading away ; 
But soon as the second shines strongly and 


lucidly, 
Most of them probably, then will feel deu- 
cedly 


Glad there's a change with so little delay. 





Election Humours, 
WE are relieved to hear that the candidate 
who was reported to have “thrown himself 
enthusiastically into the canvass,” has not 





| 


suffered many ill effects from his rash act— 
so far. 

It is rumoured that an Irish sitting Mem- 
ber, when requested to stand again, replied 
that he’d be blowed if he would get up for 
anybody. 

One of Mr. Plimsoll’s friends, when asked 
whether he was disposed to go to the poll, 
inquired, “ North or South?” 





JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


“A SOLDIER'S SWEETHEART.” 


BY THE AUTHOR OF 
“MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 





“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. 





BIRD’S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED. 
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Refuse all Substitute. 





Cadbury's 


_ “The Typical Cocoa of 


| English Manufacture, ss 
_ Absolutely Pure.” gene 
—The Analyst. Pure Foreign 


Co oas.) 





a 





eM: 9e mem = ™ 


